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INTRODUCTION TO •'THE BIT 0' WRITIN'." 



" The Bit o' Writio' " originated with me, and was sent to my 
brother to Paris with " The Mayor of "Wind-gap." It was intended 
by me to be published along with that story. Subsequent to 
John Banim's return home, and previous to his death, it was sent 
before the public, in conjunction with the collection of short tales 
that follow it. 

All of the short tales had appeared, from time to time, in the 
" Annuals" of the period, which periodicals, it will be remem- 
bered, were the favourites of the day. Highly embellished volumes 
they were, as to illustration, type, paper, and binding — ^suiting 
them for the drawing-room table. 

These re-publications from the ^^ Annuals" were all written by 
my brother, with one exception— ^^ The Hare-hound and the 
Witch," which is mine. 

When transmitting " The Bit o* Writin' " to my co-partner, 
Barnes O'Hara, I copied accurately, in its proper place, the ori- 
ginal '' Memorandle o' Sarvice," assumed to have been written by 
Marty Meehan, at the dictation of '^ the ould Admiral," with the 
intention of having it inserted as it came to my hands. The 
printers were, however, provided with no font of type from which 
2kfaC'Simile could be produced, so that my copy of the original 
went for nothing. 

** The Memorandle o' Sarvice" was given to me, as a curiosity 
in penmanship, by Garret Byrne, the '^ public writer," whose per- 
son and occupation are sightly sketched in the tale, and with 
whom I was on terms of intimacy for my own purposes. ^' The 
ould Admiral" was a crony »f mine teo. Im my angling excur- 
sions I often met with him, and as often listened to his marvellous 
adventures, with apparent interest and assumed credence. Nearly 
all his yams were, however, like the fiction about his nose^-^-ont 
of the range of probability. 

As the kieidents of the tales forming the present volume do not 
afford ofpportunity for annotation to any extent, I will, wi& the 
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reader's permission, insert here the few words of reference I think 
it necessary to make. 

Garret Byrne is, as I have said, a very slight sketch of an ori- 
ginal character, who followed the profession of " public writer" in 
Kilkenny shortly before " The Bit o* Writin**' was put together. 
He occupied a miserable room in one of the lanes branching off 
from the main, or " High-street" of our city, over the entrance 
door to which was a sign-board, black letters on a white ground, 
announcing— 

"Garret Byrne, Public Writer." 

. When Garret Byrne was the " public writer" of Kilkenny few 
and far between were the occasions for his services. It is safe to 
say, comparing bis day with the present, that the writing of letters 
is now four hundred fold ; so that, even elevated above the illite- 
rate as Garret Byrne may have been, his profession produced him 
only meagre fare, evidenced by his shrivelled body, covered with 
scanty make-out attire. 

Kilkenny is not without its " public writer" at the present day, 
and our existing scribe is. seldom unemployed. Terry Walshe is 
now the " public writer," and, like the " wine that needs no bush," 
he has no necessity to designate his residence by a sign-board. 
Terry Walshe is of repute in his calling, and his " ready pen" is 
seldom idle. His appearance at the post-office, with tv^o or 
more of his employers under his guidance, is of constant recur- 
rence. He professes to know as much about the postal arrange- 
ments as does the guiding Secretary himself. To the exact second of 
arrival and dispatch of all mails, whether inland or foreign, he is 
able to give incontrovertible information to his customers ; and 
when he calls out at the post-office window for " a shillingy stamp 
for America," or " a sixpenny stamp for Australia," or " tenpenny 
stamps for the overland mail,*' he does so with an air of decision 
and authority sufficient to convince his wondering and admiring 
clients that he knows his business, and can not only transfer all 
they have to say to paper, but send the letters, when written, as 
directly to the mark as a crow flies, notwithstanding all the chi- 
canery of the post-office folk. Terry Walshe is constantly at 
work ; but I apprehend that the fee in kind, "the glass of sperrits,'* 
he receives for the stamping and posting of his productions, and 
which is distinct from his charge as an amanuensis, by imparting 
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an alcoholic longing to his palate, induces him to liqoifj the shil- 
lings he receives for his penmanship. 



A little dell, named " Lacken-na-monn," or the Woman's Hill, is 
at Layistown, two miles from Kilkenny. The spot was pointed out 
to me, as the scene of the tragedy made use of in " The Bit o' 
WritinV* ^here a girl, wiled away from her home by a stranger, 
was murdered by her seducer, that he might appropriate to his ex- 
clusive use the money he had induced her to steal from her father's 
chest. 



THE HARE-HOUND AND THE WITCH. 

Xhe fact of a witch of the olden time having been hunted, after 
having assumed the form of a hare, was related to me as a verity. 
All doubts I might have as to the reality of the event were assumed 
by the narrator to be removed by the circumstantial detail, that 
a mouthful of flesh had been bitten by the foremost dog from the 
haunch of the counterfeit hare — which mouthful of flesh was found, 
as all the world of the time and place could testify, to have been 
torn from the witch — her person having been examined before she 
had had time to exercise her healing art on herself. 

The witch, I was told, had taken the shape of a hare, with the 
impish design of precipitating down the cliff above her cavern three 
of her most troublesome persecutors. And I was furthermore in- 
formed, that her speed as a hare was not to be wondered at, inas- 
much as witches, although shaky and decrepid while in human 
shape, and obliged to bestride anointed broomsticks for expeditious 
travelling, become endowed to the utmost perfection with the quali- 
ties of the animals l^ey represent while in a state of metamorphose. 



THE ROMAN MERCHANT. 

The tale of ^ The Roman Merchant" has an actual occurrence for 
its foundation. 
A foreigner^ a 4ealer in diffei^nt outlandish commodities, and 
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supposed to be wealthy, was mnrdered in Kilkenny many years 
ago. He resided in a small hoose in the street leading to the 
Cathedral, known as Dean-street. It was customary with '^ the 
Roman Merchant" to shnt np his dwelling, and be absent for weeks 
together, travelling, it was supposed, either to vend his wares, or 
to replenii^ his stock. Whether the imputed reason for his fre- 
quent disappearance were accurate qr not was matter of surmise 
only. He lived entirely to himself, holding little or no communi- 
cation with his neighbours, and altogether there was a mystery 
about him that was a source of curiosity, and interest, and con- 
jecture to those amongst whom he had settled. 

When his little shop was found closed one morning, and that 
days passed by without his re-appearance, the occurrence created 
only the usual'observations, and there was no suspicion of foul play. 

That he had been murdered was discovered, however, by acci- 
dent. A remarkable circumstance, leading to the discovery, was 
not known to my brother when he wrote the tale, which, had he 
been acquainted with, he would, no doubt, have used to heighten 
the interest of the chance revelation. 

The church-yard surrounding the old Cathedral of Ossory is now 
very befittingly surrounded by a high wall, and access to the bury- 
ing-ground can be gained only through secure gates, which are 
kept locked, except during the hours of chm*ch service, or when 
an interment is to take place, or when visitors apply for admission. 

At the time when " The Roman Merchant" dwelt in Dean-street, 
there was a pathway through the church-yard, across the graves, 
giving a short passage from one portion of the town to another, 
and there were stiles for public convenience. 

Of a certain night, when the moon was at the fidl, there was a 
total eclipse of our satellite, and the people of the neighbourhood 
assembled on a high bank, or terrace, which may yet be ascended, 
in the cathedral cemetery, and which looks north-east. This was 
a favourable spot whence to view the phenomenon of the night. 

Few, if any. of the observers were astronomers, and the inky 
shadow that for a time covered the silver surface of the moon ex- 
cited superstitious forebodings, of various hue and conjecture. 
Amongst the more serious and reflective of the lookers on was a 
group of urchins, who, when their favourite re-appeared in splen- 
dour, sung out the rhyme tkey had often before chaonted — 

'< I see the jnooii, and tlie moom ^ees me — 
God bless the moon, and God bless me ;" 
and, with shouts of gladness tmd reoctgnition, they scampered io.wa 
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the terrace and in amongst the graves, singing another of their 
•boyish refrms— 

'' Boys and giris, come oat to play — 
The moon she shines as bright as day ; 
Up with the kettle and down with the pam, 
Crane into the moonshine, boy, girl, and man ;^ 

their glee at the restoration of the planet cansing them to forget 
altogether that they gamboled over the dead. One of the 
shonters stmnbled and fell, and his scream of terror brought his 
companions around him. There, fully in the now unclouded moon- 
light, the affrighted boy lay prostrate, while a hand and arm pro- 
truded upwards from a grave, and as the child, in his terror, ima- 
gined, about to descend and strike him, because he had disturbed 
the rest of the dead, and who, as his fellows receded from the spot, 
hoiTor-stricken, lay where he had fallen, unable to rise, and ex- 
pecting the ghostly hand to smite him if he attempted to move. 

The hand and arm which the boy regarded with such terrcM: was 
that of the *^ Eoman Merchant ;" and thus was it ascertained that 
he was not away on one of his usual excursions, but that he had 
been murdered. His body had been hastily interred in a very 
shallow grave, without a coffin, and in his usual attire ; and one 
of his arms, that had been kept down 1^ stones and earth, being 
freed from the pressure by the boy's fall, suddenly regained the 
extended position, in which the muscles had stiffened while, as it 
was conjectured, he had endeavoured to keep off his assailant. 

The people did not fail to connect the shadowing of the moou 
with the "Roman Merchant's" fate. The murderer was never 
discovered. At that day, much detective vigilance was not exer* 
tised, and the murderer was unpunished. 

I had my account of the circumstance here related from an old 
man, himself the identical boy who had looked up in the moonlight 
at the threatening hand above him. 

Shortly after the publication of " The Roman Merchant," a dis- 
covery, referring to the story, was made in the burying-ground 
where the body had been accidentally found. 

A young medical practitioner, who had a penchant for antiqua- 
rian research, went through the church-yard of St. Canice, to 
enjoy his leisure, examining the inscriptions ^ver the occupants of 
the graves. Close by the porch of the ol^athedral he found a 
very lowly head-stone, almost entirely lii^n by the long grass 
and rank weeds, that fin^ vi£;orous nurture from the decay they 
spriBg from. 
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The inscription on this little humble tablet had been rendered 
ambignons by the ol literating hand of time, and further doubtful 
hj the rust-coloured moss that will fill up the cavities of mortuary 
relics. After much assiduity and laudable perseverance, the ex- 
plorer succeeded in deciphering the partly illegible memento. It 
ran thus : — 

** Here lyes ye body of Mr. l^othii Oarroli Glazi, who departed this 
life inne ye 29, 1728. 
R.LP." 

The reader was repaid for his labour. Here was the grave of 
" The Boman Merchant" of Banim's tale. Here the murdered 
man had received Christian burial after exhumation from bis first 
hurried concealment. 

The discoverer eagerly sought out a fellow-antiquarian — a me- . 
dical gentleman also. A learned man he was ; grave and astute, 
as it became him to be, and of great expertness and acuteness in 
legendary lore. 

The young and the elderly revealers, as they knelt together for 
the purpose of bringing themselves on a level with the little slab 
they studied, felt certain that their knees rested on the grave of — 

«* Timothii Carroli Glazi*,' 
** The Roman Merchant." 

A certain clergyman, who, I daresay, recollects the denouement, 
was passing into the cathedral just as the two friends had com- 
pared notes, and satisfied each other. He was hurried over, that 
he might, with them, enjoy the perusal, letter by letter, of the 
memorial they had brought to light. 

The new comer, however, read the epitaph differently : he made 
it out most convincingly to be — 

* Herelyeth ye body of Mr. Timothy Carroll, Glazier, who departed 
*^'- i;a» ;^ne ye 29, ^^^'^ 
B.LP." 



So, then, the grave of "The Roman Merchant*' turned out to 
be the last resting place of Timothy Carroll, the glazier. 

The second I in Carroll had been mistaken for an t, and an 
" er," for which there had not been continuous space on the little 
slab, had been chiselled above; and so "glazier" was read 
"GlazL" 

This was a mortifying result for the two learned decipherers* 
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CHAPTER I. 

On a fine morning in the month of May, Murty Meehan was oc- 
cupied " threnchinghis little pee-aties." By the term " little" applied 
to them, Marty did not by any means wish to convey the idea that 
his growing staple crop was confined to a small space. In truth, 
the sloping potato-ridges occupied a goodly portion of the hill-side 
upon which they were planted. Nor did he convey any apprehen- 
sion that they must prove of diminutive size, owing either to his 
choice of seed, or to an unfavourable season, or to any other cause 
which the unititiated can easily imagine. His " little pee-aties" 
he, however, called them, signifying thereby, (and his neighbours 
so understood the adjective,) first, that they were his — his own ; 
second, that, even in embryo, he bore them a particular affection. 

The French people would understand the term, in the double 
sense mentioned, better than the Euglish. But to a portion of the 
rather unfigurative community, for whose edification we write, it 
seems incumbent on us to explain why Murty Meehan applied to 
his fine sprouting plot of potatoes the epithet " little." 

By Murty's reasoning, then, they were little ; — ^yet almost every 
thing to him. They were dear to Murty — dearly loved ; thereforb 
little. They had cost him, and were costing him, considerable trou- 
ble ; and, until piled up at home, or in a pit in their own soil, to 
protect them against the frost, would cost him a good deal more ; 
therefore he owed them a paternal regard. Under providence, they 
were to prove, for many a month after gaining maturity, the staple 
dish of his family, himself, and his " slip of a pig ;" ay, for the 
whole coming year, they were to stand him and his human depen- 
dents in lieu of beef, mutton, lamb, veal, venison, and turtle : hence 
they were his very, very *' little pee-aties,"^ And just as *' little," in 
Murty's eyes, or according to his vocabulary, were his " little wife," 
.(a strapping, though a simple dame,) his '^ little daughter," (a 
full-grown woman,) and his " little cow," and his " little horse," 

B 
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though neither animal shamed the standard proportions of its 
species. 

Using, therefore, the term in the fond sense infused into it hy 
Murty Meehan, we repeat, that on a fine morning in May he was 
employed "threnching his little pee-aties." Which consisted in 
digging between the potato -ridges, in the interstices which separated 
them, and throwing the fresh earth, among the growing plants. 

His position, as has been intimated, was on a hill-side. This hill- 
side sloped down to the banks of a little rivulet, coyered with the 
freshest green grass, among which grew a profusion of wild flowers, 
and Marty's cabin stood within view and sound of the rippling 
water. Across the stream the ground again rose high, and was 
mostly wooded ; so that our friend resided in a solitary and pecu- 
liarly beautiful little valley, owing to the curvings of which, on 
both sides of the stream, and upward and downward with its arbi- 
trary course, no other dwelliug could be obseiTcd from his and our 
point of view. A pleasing iaipression of seclusion without desola- 
tion was therefore conveyed to the mind by the simple scene. Some- 
thing of the same kind might have been its attractions to the un- 
usual numbers of small singing birds which frequented it — to the 
linnet, the chaflSnch, the robin, the thrush, the blackbird. To all 
birds, in fact, not omitting even the chirping, flirting wren, who 
were made by Providence to pipe or twitter a single note of joy or 
of contentment. 

So Murty Meeban's " little cabin" is situated amid features of 
much natural beauty, aided and heightened by cultivation. In this 
case his favourite and generally- bestowed epithet came true in 
every sense. " Little," indeed, was his mud edifice ; — so little, 
that some surprise might be expressed as to how he managed to 
get in or out of its doorway, or even to stand upright under its 
straw roof — for Murty was a man of no common stature. Having 
been his own architect, as well as chief workman, one might, at all 
events, safely assert that, in constructing it, he had not studiously 
calculated either his natural height or his personal convenience. But 
no matter. Such instances of disproportion between the miserable 
houses of his countrymen, aud even their own bones and muscles, 
to say nothing of the bounty and loveliness of nature all around 
them, were and are suflGlciently numerous to remove from Murty 's 
architectural practices, according to his means, anything like a 
charge of waywardness or singularity. 

So Murty " threnched" away, the birds we have spoken of sing- 
ing loudly to him ; he, as if by mere loudness he would make them 
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admit themselves over-matched in melody, bawling out, — in tones 
to which the sweet little hollow rang again, — the song which has 
the freqnent chorus of 

** Cuishla-ma-chree, .did you not see 
What, the rogue, he done to me ? 
Broke my pitchcjr.^and spilt my wather, 
Kissed my wife, ftiA married my daughter ! 

Ouishla-ma-chree ^* 

To observe Murty Meehan at his task, the looker-on might, with 
some slight assistance from imagination, gain a tolerably accurate 
uotioQ of the lusty ease and dexterity with which Hercules must 
have performed his labours : indeed, were our amateur a statuary, he 
need not have searched farther for a model from which to chisel a god 
of Btrengtb. In Murty's person were combined accurate symmetry 
of parts with almost gigantic proportions ; he stood to the full height 
of six feet four inches. His face, though not a very intellectual one, 
was comely, honest, and well-meaning. But, for reasons to be men* 
tioned, we ought, perhaps, to limit to one or two days in the week, 
all opportunity for deciding either on its character, or its claims to 
be considered handsome or ugly. In fact, upon one day alone, out 
of the seven, he got shaved ; this was on Sunday. The next, his 
beard began to sprout again, and, even so soon, some change was 
thereby induced over hi3 physiognomy. By noon on the Tuesday 
it, ** the alther grass," (as he styled it,) gained a goodly growth, 
Thenceforward, day by day, till shaving-day came round in course, 
so disguised was his face by the great crop of black bristles sur- 
rounding it, that it would be very difficult to decipher its cast, hue, 
or general effect. Light blue eyes hinting good-nature, indeed, 
continued visible with spots of wholesome red just under them, about 
half a nose, and a forehead above it. And these were the only 
glimpses of feature distinguishable amid the luxuriant ^' afther- 
grass." 

Notwithstanding all his natural qualifications, so far as person 
went, for bullying his way through the world, and notwithstanding 
also, the proverbial pugnacity of his countrymen of every stature. 
Mnrty Meehan was a quiet, easy man, using his rare strength chiefly 
for the right lawful purpose of executing, in full ratio with his supe- 
rior capacity for the task, an extraordinary portion of field labour. 
But if he otherwise made no display of himself, his neighboui-s boasted 
of him. The district in which he resided was called, far and-near, 
Murty Meehan's parish, as if the honour of having given birth to 
him entitled it to that distinguishing appellation. We must expldn. 
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Although never known to have qaarrelled with any human 
being, and seldom proposing, himself, a trial of strength with a 
neighbour, in a friendly way, Murty, without his knowledge, was 
often staked by his admirers against all comers. Then, for the 
honour of the parish, he would quietly submit to be led forth 
against his ambitious challengers, and with invariable and im- 
measurable success, he exhibited his hidden might in tossing a 
stone, almost a rock, or in flinging a sledge-hammer, or in perfor- 
ing, Ijeyond chance of competition, any other of the various rustic 
feats, in the doing of which massive force is the only qualification 
for excellence. And on the occasions of his proceeding to the 
place of trial, he might be seen surrounded by the young and the 
old, the boys, the girls, and the aged men and women of hb little 
secluded valley and its vicinity, towering above them all, and — 
without our meaning a threadbare pun — looking down on his escort 
with all the simple good-nature of his character, and smiling on 
their enthusiasm, just as any other assured great man might at 
that of his humble adherents. 

But we are not going to exhibit Murty Meehan in his most dis- 
tinguished and famous light. Upon a matter widely different from 
his prowess either in the labouring field or in the arena of manly 
contention, it is our present duty to record the achievements of 
this redoubtable personage ; readers may form their own notions 
of the manner iu which he acquitted himself of the business in 
hand. One thing is, however, certain, namely — that it proved to 
honest Murty himself a task much more difficult than if he had 
engaged to toss a metal weight of one hundi*ed pounds over the 
roof of his own house. 

Before entering further into the affair, a few lines must be de- 
voted to a sketch of the individual at whoso instance, and for 
whose advantage, he undertook this serious matter. 

The man in question, for reasons yet to be given, generally 
went by the name of '' the ould Admiral." Standing at Murty 
Meehan's side, he appeared to no advantage in point of stature : 
yet, pigmy he was not, unless a person of nearly six feet high de- 
serves that epithet. His air, his mode of speech, and carriage were 
bluff — bluff almost to a challenge to box with jou. A cicatrized 
gash, commencing under his left eye, traversing his nose, and termi- 
nating at the right comer of his mouth, diagonally severed his flice 
into two tolerably equal portions, of which one-half of the nose 
belonged, or seem to belong, to the uppei*, and the other half to 
the lower portion of his physiognomy. This division of property. 
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of identify, indeed, rested, according to his own account, on grounds 
other than that suggested merely by the line of demarcation. 

It occurred, he asserted, on " boord the'ould Saint Vincint," dur- 
ing the American war ; and his story of the transaction, among all 
the stories he told of his battles, victories, and dreadful escapes 
from death — ^which were topics of standing wonder to his friend, 
Murty Meehan, as well as the whole neighbourhood — was not the 
least surprising. The crew of the Saint Vincent were in the act of 
boarding an enemy's ship. Terence O'Brien — our hero's name — 
figured away, of course, in the thick of the mUee — a slash from 
an opponent's hanger — " a curse-o'-Cromwul, French loober, he 
was,"— conferred the whole gash in question — into the channel of 
which *' he could ran his five fingers," — and at the same time 
"whipped away, clane an' clever, more than the biggest half of his 
ruddher." Well — ^what of that ? it was not till the action ceased, 
and the Frenchman had been made a prize of, and Terence about 
to put in a rightful claim for some half-and-half grog, that he 
ascertained his loss ; and " a thrifle grieved" he felt, to be sure, 
when he first brought to mind, at the moment, what an appear- 
ance he must make in future, when — — 

" Terry O'Brien, a-hoy ! would you know this, I say ?" sang out 
to him his shipmate and fellow-countryman, Tom Eyan, holding 
up to view what seemed to Terence indubitably the lopped portion 
of his nose. He was in a great hurry, doubtless, at the time, and 
did not take particular notice, but Tom Ryan assured him it was a 
slice of hi^ own features he beheld ; and so, to the cock-pit they 
made their way together, with it, and the surgeon stitched it on, 
as well as he could — and — 

" May my ould hulk of a sowl never float aloft," continued 
Terence, " if I do not tell the blessed thruth. It wasn't the rest 
o' my own natural nose he fixed on, at all — and that cat -head pet, 
Tom Ryan, knew the same from the beginin' — (Iny heavy curse on 

his tack, wherever he is !) — but a bit of a d d to-the-divvle 

French loober's snout, that Tom picked «ff deck, from among 
other odds and ends, af ther the scrimmage, an' that never belonged 
to myself." And that was the reason why, to the present day, 
the whole nose on his face, such as it was, never seemed of a 
piece. " And no blame to the surgeon, by any manes — for may I 
sink five fathoms deep, but he was as clever a hand as ever spliced 
a timber ; didn't I see him, wid my own eyes, saw off the right 
arm from my hulk, while I could shout out * grog,' and no more 
about it, only throw it for a tit-bit to the sharks ? An' — my ould 
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bones to ould Davy — only he did get throngh the nose job so well, 
but I'd haul down the parly*s bit o' bad flesh agin, an' throw it 
into the say, to pison the hungriest fish that ever swum/' 

There were some obvious collateral proofs of the truth, of 
Terence 0' Brien's biography of his nose, to which he did not fail 
to allude. " He spoke through his nose," as the saving goes ; 
" and didn't all the parblues do the same, like so many pigs o' the 
divvle." Again — it was well known that from his < radle up to 
the day of the accident, he had boasted a long hook- backed nose — 
but what was it like now ? the upper half of it, which had always 
been on his face, might do well enough, to be sure, and, indeed, 
gave promise of the beginning of such a conformation as that men- 
tioned ; but only look at the lower half — the Frenchman's half of 
it ! " cocked up towards his forehead, like the chaplain's eye, that 
had a squint in it, towards the sky-rakers, when he sang out 
prayers, of a Sunday." 

During his term of sea- service, Terence O'Brien had uncon- 
sciously contracted some characteristics, which rendered him a 
puzzl^l^to his present neighbours, and, indeed, a contradiction to 
himsen — or, at least, to Terence O'Brien that then was, and 
Terence O'Brien that used to be, once upon a time. For instance. 
In his more youthful days, he had engaged in some one of those 
many rustic combinations for which the Irish peasantry are cele- 
brated, and which can best be accoanted for by considering that 
their wants make them discontented, and the injuries that often 
produce those wants, reckless of all consequences, when their object 
is vengeance on the nearest palpable aggressor. Terence and his 
associates violated the law of the land ; rewards for their appre- 
hension were ofl^ered ; some of them were discovered, tried, and 
hanged ; and he himself, to avoid the fate that seemed to await 
him, absconded from his native place, " and never cried stop, nor 
let the grass grow under his feet," till he had arrived in " Cork's 
own town," distant about one hundred miles (Irish) from his 
starting-post. There, fcarce yet pausing to take breath, he entered 
on board a man-of-war, as his most secure hiding-place ; and thus, 
the wild Irishman, who, but a few hours before, had been denounced 
as almost a traitor to the state, became one of its sworn defenders. 
Ay, and in a very short lime, if not at that very moment, one of 
its most loyal and sincere defenders. This character grew upon 
him, and in it fully confirmed, he returned home after a long 
absence, in peaceful and oblivious times, much to the non-edifica- 
tiou of his stationary neighbours, as has been intimated. 
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Farther. As a White-boy, before going on his travels, Terence 
had mortally hated England, England's king, and the very name 
of everything English: in the same ratio, had loved England's 
foes, of all denominations — the French, her " natural enemies," as 
they have been somewhat strangely called, above aU others. But 
none of these youthful prejudices did Terence bring home with him, 
** Long life, and a long reign to King George !" was now his shout, 
while the hairs on' his head bristled in enmity against " parly- woos;" 
and fi:ood reason why, for both sentiments — sensations rather. 
During half bis amphibious existence, Terence's grog had been 
sweetened by pouring it down his throat, among his ship-comrades, 
with a grateful mention of the name of his Britannic majesty, and 
Terence's only thoughts and efforts constantly directed towards the 
discomfiture of the ill-wishers of that august personage. The loss of 
his arm, and of half his nose, with the disgraceful substitution of 
that half by the half^of a Frenchman's " snub," gave him personal 
cause to detest the Gallic race. So that he might be said to loathe 
the French to the marrow of his bones — ^yea, even of those portions 
of his bones which had been severed from his body, and cast to 
the sharks. 

Some other exotic peculiarities Terence also transplanted to his 
native valley. His language seemed, among his old playfellows, 
absolutely a new dialect — and so, indeed it, was. Grafted on his 
ancient brogue, which had never quite slipt off his tongue, sea- 
terms and sea-phrases, and, above all, sea-oaths and imprecations, 
luxuriantly sprouted out : the former would make his auditors laugh 
themselves into fits, while the latter astounded or shocked them. 
We naust, in truth, admit thatj in the use of those unnatural profa- 
nations of speech, Terence was indeed too lavish. With some one — 
if not two — of them he always began a sentence, and thev served 
him, rhetorically, as conjunctions, copulative and disjunctive, and 
sometimes to point his periods. 

His parish priest, a man of some humour, as well as of sincere 
zeal in his vocation — and every parish priest of an Irish congrega- 
tion, at least of a rustic one, ought to have a spice of humour in 
him — was fond of listening to Terance O'Brien's accounts of his 
battles, and other adventures. He it was who had laughingly 
dubbed Terence " the ould admiral ;" though the title was unhesi- 
tatingly and gravely accepted and retained, as well by the veteran, 
as by most of his present friends and associates. But the good 
priest felt it his duty to take Terence to task on the head of his 
ontlandbh cursing, sweanng, and imprecating. The sinner ac- 
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knowledged his offences, and promised to give them up : yet, at the 
very next enconter between him and his spiritual director, did he 
salute the chaplain with a good merman oath, at the beginning, and 
in the middle, and at the end of the well-meant greeting. 

His clergyman, still in pursuance of his sense of duty, then pre- 
vailed on Terence, after much salutary stratagem, to attend the con-, 
fessional. Again the penitent was so far amenable, and did ^' at- 
tend with the rest of the crew ;" principally because he under- 
stood the ** statmi of confession" to be a kind of " muster of all 
hands on deck," Bat the zealous priest soon began to feel hope- 
less of a real reformation in the nominal convert. Even while at his 
clergyman's knee, Terence would confess his very transgressions 
against piety of language with new and awful oaths in confirmation 
of the truth of his self-accusations. And while acknowledging 
other sins, of a different and perhaps a still more heinous character, 
he would, as his energy arose with his vivid recollections, still 
swear, through thick and thin, to his own great condemnation, so 
that the priest was obliged to make a drawn battle of the matter. 
The good man's conscience did not warrant him in permitting the 
irreclaimed and irreclaimable Terence to approach the sacrament ; 
and his feelings of comfort were much augmented by the declara- 
tion, on Terence's part, that " to his ould soul, if he would 

boord him any longer I" 

He had been kept so long coming and going, he aven-ed, " now 
on this tack, now on that, an' still no say-room made, but all on the 
same ' station,'— one time with the wind, the next moment breeze 
right a-head — -so that the ablest sayman in the sarvice could make 
DO port, and have sich a steerage. His hulk to ould Davy ! but he 
would hoist sail, an', for the rest o' the voyage, steer in the ould 
thrack. Aye," — (another tremendous oath) — " if he didn't, might 
ould ship never weather another gale !" So hoist sail he did, and 
" scudded afore the wind, steering his ould hulk by the ould com- 
pass, an' laving the rest o' the looberly crew to the looberly chap- 
lain." That is, he continued to curse and svrear away right and 
left ; although, in other respects, Terence could not be called a veiy 
wicked sinner. 
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CHAPTER II. 



Such was the man who now accosted Murty Meelian on the 
potato- covered hill-side of their native glen. 

So intent npon his work, as well as upon his marvellous song 
of " Cmshla-ma'Chree,'^^ had Marty been, that the deafening sound 
of Terence's voice, very near to him, was the first intimation he 
received of the presence of his esteemed neighbour. 

" Ould ship a-hoy !*' shouted the admiral, bellowing through his 
truncated fist, by way of speaking-trumpet, almost into the 
tympanum, as we have intimated, of Murty Meehan's ear. So 
sudden, so proximate, and withal so tempestuous, that a man of 
less tension of nerve than that possessed by our honest friend, 
might, without much censure to his presence of mind, have lawfully 
started and quaked at it. Murty only turned quietly round, how- 
ever, pushed his old hat up from his eyes, and smiled good- 
hnmonredly, as he answered the hail. 

" Hah ! then, musha, God save you, Admiral." 

*' What cheer, lad, what cheer?*' 

" What cheer, a bouchal, is it ? English that to me, if there's 
no offence." 

" What cheer, I say, what cheer ?" 

" Well, I must thry to English it, myself, I suppose. It's all as 
one, Fm thinkin', as if a country spalpeen^ like myself, 'ud say — 
' How is your four bones, Murty ?' " 

" All the same lingo, shipmate." 

" Why, thin, Fm brave and harty. Admiral, as is asy to be 
seen, by lookin' at me. I give thanks to you for axin." 

'*A fair breeze in your sheets every day you turn up, my 
hearty." 

"An', success purshu you, is what/ say, ould Admiral, aroon." 

" Fve steered a-head to your station, shipmate, to ax your sarvice 
on a conthrary little matther, d'ye see me." 

" Och, then, Admiral, isn't it yourself knows well I'd go a sthart 
or two, any day, from my road, to do a turn for you. An' not mooch 
noise I'd make about that same." 

" An' for that rason, an' becase I knows it well, d'ye see me, 
Fm now alongside o' you, my hearty. In the days when I was 
nothin' but a bit of a loblolly boy " 

" A loblolly boy ! an' what quare sort of a boy is that, Admiral ?" 
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" A gorsoon, a gorsoon, as they used to call me here in Muck- 
alee." 

" Aye ; now Fm on your manin', I think. A gorsoon is a gor- 
soon, in the counthry ; but whin he goes to say, it's a loblolly boy 
they call him, Admiral ?" 

" Ay, ay. Well, shipmate, whin I was a gorsoon at home, here, 
d'ye know, the schoolmasther could'nt by no manes cut the larnin' 
into my lanthron. Though it's often an' often he thriedit, at the cat- 
head, the old Muckalee loober !" 

" At the cat's head ? Why, thin, that was a curious thing for 
him to do. I never beared of a schoolmasther bavin' that fashion 
afore, Admiral, honey. Stop ; wait ; och, bat maybe I have you 
now ; maybe it's wid the cat's-tail he thried you ? You know the 
breed o' cats that does the scratchin' at the loblolly boys at school, 
Admiral ?" 

" All much the same, jolly lad ; all much the same. Cat, head 
or tail. Aye, many's the day he lent me the rope's end, as if 
'twas the main-mast he was layin' it on — to ould Davy wid his 
hulk, to scuttle it well, for the same !" (We have, during our 
report of this conversation, sunk some of Terence's oaths and im- 
precations, and it is our intention to do so in future.) Little doubt, 
shipmate, but he is undher hatches long ago ; an' if ever I happen 
to steer on that tack," continued Terence, getting animated, and 
flourishing his one arm, as if it were giving a preparatory shake to 
the rope's end, "if ever I steer on that tack, — an' when I gee him 
lashed up, getting his own round dozens — as surely will be the 
case — if I don't sing out, * Lay on, ould Davy ! lay on, my jolly lad ! 

if I don't, Murty, may shiver my timbers to a parfact wreck, 

Murty ! Aye, or maybe I'd take on to the work myself, ship- 
mate, an' pay him back on his looberly stern -quarters, some 

o' the ould score wid my own hand !" 

" Bee the gonnies ! an' only right," grinned Murty through his 
" afther-grass," highly amused with the time, place, and circum- 
stances of the Admiral's threatened vengeance. 

" A broadside to my sowl in glory, if I don't then ! But, Murty, 
my hearty, as I was a sayin', I never could pick up as much o* 
the larnin' as 'ud help me to box the littlest bit iv a compass that 
ever swum : an' for that same rason I was only fit to do the work 
of an able-bodied sayman, all the blessed days of my say life, aboord 
the ould ship, d'you see me. Howsomever, Morty, when the decks 
were cleared for action, an' the guns roarin', and the saywather 
was bilin' hot, you'd think, round about 'em, I could stand by my 
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owngun, or jump aboord a — jabberin' French inimy, wid my'pike 
or mj hanger in ray hand, well enough. Ay, shipmate, I'd do that 
for the honour an' glory of ould King George, an' ould Ireland, an* 
Saint Patrick, into the bargain, as well as ever a Johnny-raw English- 
man that ever reefed a sail, Marty! Them Englishers is bould 
enongh, to be sure, but they're not fit to stand by the side of an 
Irish sayman, for all that. The fightin', Marty, comes more naatril 
to us : by land or by wather, it's all the same, the one as welcome 
as the other." 

" Why, we're handy at it, somehow, I believe, beyond all doubt, 
Admiral." 

*• Why, again, Marty. As I tould you, twice over, I never 
could come at the lamia', my jolly boy. But no matthernow; it's 
all one, when the ould ship's a hulk. Only this, Murty Meehan. 
I'm informed as how there's a power o' prize money sarvin' out to 
the ould crew o' the ould Saint Vineint, or to as many o' them as is 
over saywather, anyhow, wherever they he's to be found. An' I 
come to you on the head of it, 'cause I hear, for sart'n sure, you're 
a good scholard." 

" Musha, I'm thankful to the neighboui-s for their good word, 
Admiral," said Murty, blushing, if the occurrence could only have 
been seen, through his crop of black beard and whiskers, at this 
acknowledgniient of his literary superiority. " But, surely, you 
could get as good a hand as ever I was among your own people^ 
avieh. There's the born brether o' you, to say nothing of his son, 
your own namesake " 

" Avast now, shipmate !'* interrupted Terence, gruffly and sten- 
toiioiisly. *'Hah! the ould reg'lar sayman isn't goin' to hoist 
signal for smugglers and pirates to come aboord. The born brether 
o' me ! No, no, nor that bit of a cockboat he has in tow, his son, 
either. What ! when I cum back, only to give him a hail, afther 

my last cruise, didn't the land-loober tell me to sheer off, 

an' say I had no call to a berth in my own ould ship, now that the 
ould commodore, the father of us, had slipped cable ? An, aint 
I ever since here, in Muckalee station, scuddin* from port to port, 
not able to ride at anchor among the whole sqnadhron o' ye ? An' 
now, whin the shinars is to be put into the locker, am I to sing 
out to him to help me to keep the kay ? Or ax him for any help 
at all that might let him into the sacret, or give him a right to 

jaw for share ? No, no, I say again. to my ould timbers ! 

if ever he sees a yallow boy o' mine. You're the man, Murty, an* 
yott only, that must turn out for this musther ; an* what 1 have to 
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ax o' you is to write down wid jour pen, wLat we used to call a 
memorandle o' service." 

" Why thin/' replied Murty, ** that's not so mooch to talk about, 
that we'd say no to yon, for a one ould Admiral. An' so, we'll 
do it for you ;" and Murty '* elevated his figure to its full height," 
again silently triumphing in the testimony borne to his scholarship, 
and at the distingnished light in which it placed him. 

"Here, then, — ^yee-o-ho! heave away, my hearty! yee-ho !* 
piped the Admiral, passing his single arm through one of Marty'^, 
and lugging him down the bill-side. And Murty, sticking his 
shovel in the soil, allowed Terence O'Brien to hurry him still down- 
ward, toward his cabin ; his features wearing a serious cast, and, 
indeed, his whole mind bent upon the important task of clerkship 
which he had undertaken. 



CHAPTER III. 

After nearly doubling himself in order to enter the door-way 
of his dwelling, and when he had stood (almost) erect again, in 
the middle of its clay floor, Marty addressed his wife. 

" Chevaun, aroon, where's the poor gorsoon's bit of an ink- 
horn, I wondher?" 

" What cheer, vanithee, what cheer ?" demanded the old 
Admiral, in the same breath, as he kindly, thongh rather smartly, 
slapped the good woman between the shoulders. 

*' Why, thin, brave an' hearty, Admiral honey,'* answered the 
housewife Chevaun, Here's the ink-horn, Murty acuishla ; musha, 
my heavy hatred on it, for one ink-horn !" 

•* An' why so, Chevaun ?" asked Murty. 

" Why ! I'm as sart'n sure as that I spake the word, that 
Pandeen put more o' the ink of it on the Sunday shanavast* than 
he did on the copy-book, Murty." 

" Bee gonnies ! an' likely enough sich a thing *ud happen," 
assented her husband. '' I remember the first time I was put 
upon my lamin' the pen- writing' myself, Admiral. Sure it's nothin' 
ud sarve my turn, in thim days, bat I must go an' scoop out amost 
all the ink in the horn, an' put it all over my clothes, on every 
• Waistcoat. 
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spot where it could be obsarved — Aye, an' my two fists ud have 
the colour of a blackmoor's paws. An', bee this pen in my hand ! 
L done it for no rason in the world, only to let the neighbours see, 
whin they'd meet me comin' home from the school, of an evenin' 
or a mornin', that I was makin' use o' the pen, wld the masther 
himself. 'Twas by way o' braggin' o' myself, afther a manner. 
Admiral." 

" Aha !" replied the Admiral, " well for you that you hadn't my 
ould commodore, Fitzgibboo, to pipe yon on deck, shipmate, on the 
head o' that same ; the ould looter, with his ould three-decker of 
a flax wig, that commanded over our crew whin I was at the 
schoolin' ! Split my mainsail to tatthers ! if he would not have you 
up to the cat-head for wastin' the ship's tar. Sink my hulk to ould 
Davy, if he wouldn't !" 

'' Arrah, then. Admiral, aroon," inquired Mrs. Meehan, " who's 
that same ould Davy you're always sinkin' your hulk to, afther 
sich an unnaatural fashion ? I'm tould it's your own self you call 
bee the name of a hulk. Sm-e it's a quare name for a Christhen 
to be puttin' on his body, that has a sowl to be saved, tied to it. 
But who is this one ould Davy, I'd be thankful to know ?" 

*' Who is he*? blow us all up, sky-high, if I very well know my- 
self, misthress." He paused to examine, with a knotted brow and 
a gruff, puzzled face, a question which he had never before taken 
ioto consideration. 

" It's like enough, misthress, he's some kind of a Duoivl"'* he . 
resumed, after a pause ; " ay, ay ; he must be a Duowl, I'm thinkin'. 
I hard 'em aboard, jawin' about his cloven foot, an' Duowls have 
sich timbers. Yes, an* he hauls away at the parley-woos whin 
they foundher in action. When we used to be givin' 'em a broad- 
side, we had a fashion o' sayin', send the d d loobers to ould 

Davy 1 Ajy 9lj :" he paused again to recapitulate in his mind those 
weighty reasons for investing with a certain character the personage 
in question — ^the Jupiter or Pluto, as it might be, of his marine 
Mythology. Then Terence continued, " Ay, misthress, I b'lieve 
he's all as one at say, as what ye call yom* Duowl^ here on land ; 
though this isn't quite clear to me, neither. Becase, d'ye see me, 
oold Davy has his locker at the bottom o' the say, that's sert'n 
sure ; an' your Duowl is undher hatches — down here, undher ground. 
Bat they're close related — ^Aye, aye, the one is bom-brother to the 
other chap, no doubt of it. An' he bears a hand wid sailors, as 

* Devil. 



14 THE BIT O' WRITIN*. 

your Duoivl does wid your landsmen. Wid this differ, that he 
takes all foundered sowls as belongs to him in the jolly-boat, or in 
a barge, or in a pinnace, accordin' to the rank aboord. Yes, mis- 
thress, he's our say-divvle, nothin* less — my hulk to ould Davy, 
but he h !" 

" The Lord purtect us from him, and from all his sort, bee say 
an' land, now an' for ever, amin !" ejaculated the attentive Chevaun 
Meehan, crossing her forehead. 

" Bee the gonnies !" as' Chevaun says, remarked her husband ; 
" goodness save us from his two paws ! But, if a body got his 
pick an' choose o' the both, I believe it would be betther, as the 
man said to his wife — (I mane neither myself nor you, Chevaun,) 
it would be betther keep the Duowl we know, than the Duowl we 
don't know, Admiral, honey. Though, wid good help, we won't be 
throublesome to ather the one or the other o* them, plaise God." 

" Musha, an' gracious forbid, Murty, agra," piously assented 
Chevaun. 

" That's not my way o' thinkin' teetotally, shipmate," dissented 
the Admiral, gruffly. " For whinever I'm bound for the other world, 
if 'tis a thing I must steer for any sich d d port of it, d'y« 

see me " 

*' Ye may call the port bee that name, sure enough, Admiral, an' 
no sin on you for cursin', this time, anyhow," interrupted Murty. 

<t D d or no d d, shipmate," now bellowed Terence, 

becoming vehement ; " ould Davy's jolly-boat for me, far bevant 
any way o' goin' by land, undher your land-c^woM?^' colours. Your 
landsmen are all sharks, as I heered from my cradle up. And your 
land-cZwoiyfe goes by the same fashion of course. So none o' the 

d d horned loobers for my money, but ould Davy for ever— 

hurrah !" 

"Well, all the harum I wish you, poor ould Admiral, is, that you 
may keep clear o' the ugly places— you know yourself where I mane — 
by land or wather ; to go in a boat might be the most cooramuch* 
way, no doubt. Only, for our three selves, an' them we wish well 
to, into the bargsun, we'd rather not to be on the voyage, at all 

at all." 

« It's a bad sarvice, afther all, shipmate," half agreed Terence, 
beginning to be cooled by his friend's moral reflections; "but hurrah! 
an' ould able-bodied say man that does his duty is never clapped 
undher hatches, foundher as he may, or whenever or wherever he 
may. No, he goes aloft, my hearty — ^'tis as naat'ral for him as to 
* Comfortable. 
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ship his grog. An', barrin' ould Davy's press-gang claps me aboord, 
an* thin scuds off wid me, all canvass crowded, never will I take 
on wid him or his crew. For, d'je see me, Murty, when once a 
man is nabbed by the press-gang, an' lugged 'boord ship, he must 
stick to his gun, bee course, or be tried for mutiny in the sarvice. 
So, if ould Davy 'lists me that way, I must stand before the mast, 
and make the cruise ; but if ever I boord him by my own free will, 
maj I be d d for it, neighbour." 

i* You needn't pray the prayer at all. Admiral," smiled the fa- 
cetious Murty ; " but I wondher what sort of a pen for the writin' 
is this," putting on a face of much business, approaching the door- 
way, holding the pen between him and the light, and with much 
knowing scrutiny examining it. Then he tried its nib on his nail. 

" Looks if it had seen sarvice, remarked Terence ; " but all the 
betther for that, may be, shipmate. A sayman is never the worse, 
getting into fresh action, for havin' been in two or three scrimmages 
afore." 

" Sarvice or no sarvice, as regards the pen," pursued Marty, 
" it's so long since my own self thried my hand at the writin' busi- 
ness, that I don't well know how it will turn out, in the long run, 
neighbour." 

These words of modest doubt were accompanied, however, by a 
smile of self-sufficient confidence. 

*'But here goes, in God's name, anyhow, to venture our loock, 
the best way we can." And while he leisurely, pulled the cross- 
legged table to the door, Murty continued to speak in assured good- 
humour. 

'' When I was in the habit o' goin' to the school. Admiral, the 
masther usen't to be over-an-above ashamed o' the scholar — 
Though it's mysef says the same, that oughtn't to say it. Admiral." 

** Ko doubt of it — no doubt. Aboord o' the ould Saint Vincint, 
it's purser's mate they'd make o' you, long ago, to a sart'nty," flat* 
teredthe Admiral, willing to keep Murty in good humour, that he 
might get his own business the better done. Not, indeed, that he 
in the least doubted the scholarly qualifications of his chosen pri- 
vate secretary. 

'• Maybe it's jest as well wid me as it is. Admiral. Who's wise 
enough to say but that if we were a sailor, all this time, from the 
schoolln' up, but we'd have a bit of a Frenchman's snout upon our 
poor face, instid of our own naath'ral nose, this blessed day ?" 

" Ay, like enough — every mother's sowl's hulk o' them to ould 
Davy I" assented the Admiral, reddening with anger. Thereupon 
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he gave his own nose — or what served him as his own, or, at least 
as half of his own — such a pull that had not the surgeon of the 
Saint Vincent done his oflSce well, Terence must have torn it from 
its usurped position. 

" But we had betther go to our work at onct," resumed Murty. 
And he fell to scrapiog, with more strength than skill, at the inside 
of his little son's ink-horn. 

" Musha, I wondher what meeaw * is on it this turn, for ink?" 

The ink which the amanuensis essayed to get into bis pen had 
been produced by the squeezing together of elder-berries. To pre- 
vent it spilling out of the horn, which hung by a leathern strap from 
a button of Pandeen*8 jacket, as he trudged to school, the primi- 
tive little vessel had been half filled with old linen, scraped into 
lint ; into this pulpy substance the liquid became absorbed ; and it 
required a certain schoolboy knack, acquired by long practice, aud 
many failures, thence to press and scoop it into the funnel of the 
quill. 

After sundry awkward attempts, Murty Meehan succeeded in 
charging his pen, brimful, and began to stir his fingers, wrist, and 
even arm, when he suddenly exclaimed, " Och ! tundher — tundher 
an' ages ! an' sure we forget oursefs, intirely — where is the paper, 
Admiral ? Here was mysef goin' to set about writin', widout thjB 
paper — an' that's a thing the schoolmasther, his own four bones, 
couldn't do, I believe." 

"May my hulk go floatin' to ould Davy!" — began Terence 
O'Brien. 

" Musha, Admiral, 'tis a schandle for you, an' a great sin, to be 
goin' on that-a-way, wid your ould Davy, and your strange curses," 
remonstrated Chevaun. " Look or grace can niver come of it to 
the writin'." 

"Idesarve your word, misthress — I desarve it, but won't agin, 
this long time." Terence felt selfishly penitent. *' Here's the 
paper, shipmate ; I had it in the locker all the while." 

" An' see how it wouldn't spake out for idsef," remarked Murty, 
with a condescending smile, such as any man of parts might vouch- 
safe to those who admit his possession of them, and whom he was 
about to amaze with a proof of their excellence. And while thus 
smiling on the undisguisedly ignorant Admiral, Murty proceeded to 
smoothen down, as he honestly believed, the paper, which had be- 
come much crumpled in the Admiral's locker, i.e. under his jacket, 
and therefore seemed to requke some such adjustment. But Marty's 
hard, raspish hands only produced a rough, fuzzy surface on the 
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sheet which was intended to bear the impress of his scholarship. It 
was at length properly set before him, and he again succeeded in 
filling the tube of his pen to the utmost it could hold. 

*' Now, Admiral, what's the writin' to be about ?" he demanded, 
approaching the pen to that point of the paper whence he intended 
to set forth upon his voyage of venture through the dimly-appre- 
hended ocean of letters — When, lo ! the overcharged instrument im- 
mediately voided its contents on the paper, and they flowed over it 
in a little sable current. 

" Spilt-milk, bee the soukins," said Chevaun, with wife-like 
sorrow and sympathy. 

" The divvil welcome id, I say," lamented the penman. "Couldn't 
it stay quietly where it came from ? But wait a bit," winking on 
the sailor, and resumed his self-assured smiles. " We had a way 
ill the school, long ago, to get over a misfort'n like that. I'll bet 
you anything but you'll see 1 don*t forget my laming to this blessed 
day." And — ^(shudder, civilized reader!) — Murty protruded his 
long tongue, and with it began to sponge out of the rivulet of 
«lder-berry ink. 

With much relish for the experiment, the Admiral sedately looked 
on. " Thafs what we call swabbin' decks, shipmate," he observed ; 
** an' the very thing to do afther shippin' a say, sme enough, barrin* 
it's a heavy say intirely, an' thin the word's * bale out,' afore swab- 
bin,' d'ye see me ?** He paused, still evidently pleased with the 
dexterity of the operation, which Murty continued with his winks 
and smiles of promised success. 

But Murty was not quite triumphant over this obstacle to his 
penmanship. His first efforts only spread the ink, in rather a 
lighter shade, over a much larger surface than it had previously 
occupied. A necessity thus arose for extending and persevering in 
the process of extraction. And when, at length, the paper was, 
in his estimation, and in that of his friend and his wife, pretty free 
from positive stain, its whole superficies had become thoroughly 
damp. But this latter circumstance did not occur to Murty nor to 
his observers. 

" Now, at any rate, for the writin'," he said, " again scooping out 
his "tent o* ink." Lest it should seiTe him the trick it had before 
done, he cautiously held the pen level till he had stolen it round his 
back, and then, with a calculating jerk, Murty tried to get rid of 
the superfluous quantity of ink it held. 

**OhI" screamed his wife, Chevaun, suddenly slapping her 
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left eje with her right hand ; " oh, oh ! Murtj, It's now yon done 
the dhunnus* intirely !" 

The elder- berry j nice had lodged full in the handsome, thouiih 
too inquisitive, eye of Chevaun. The good dame was in that state 
of health in which, according to a qaotation that has often served 
writers — 

** Ladies wish to he who love their lords ;" 

and her words of alarm expressed a fear, and so Murty well knew, 
though their meaning was not fully expressed, that " the young 
Christhin," who, by this time, was far on his road into the world, 
would make his appearance among us with, upon his cheek, such 
a black tear as now welled down that of his mother. 

Muiliy was at her side in a moment, anxious to reassure her, 
though almost a& mu^h alarmed as herself. " No, no, ma-chree^^ 
he cried, in his tenderest accents; ^^uo harum can come of it. 
There now.'' 

We are almost ashamed, this time, to crave pardon of, or other* 
wise to conciliate, the refined patron of our humble studies from 
nature. But we must indicate the shocking fact, that the anxious 
aud loving husband did use to his wife's cheek the very same horrid 
sponge which he had with so much felicity just before applied \x> 
the stained paper. And when he conceived that, as in the former 
initiating case, success had crowned his efforts, Mm^ty kissed the 
sufferer. 

** Cleared out for action at last, or my hulk to ould Davy !" said 
the patient, never- doubting Admiral, who had observantly regarded 
this second piece of cleverness on Murty's part, with the same pro- 
found interest bestowed on the first. 

" Ay, by gonnies ! Now or never, as the ould sayin' goe^. Ad- 
miral, a hager.'* 

Once more the amanuensis sat, right in the door- way, to hi» 
cross-legged table, and once more, with increased sedateness, dis- 
l)0sed himself to his task. Murty was now a wiser, because a more 
experienced man. Previous failure and mishap had taught him ex- 
treme caution. After a third time imparting ink to his pen, he 
carefully examined it, in order to ascertain whether or no it coii- 
tained the necessary measure of liquid, and no more. In properly 
fixing it between his two fingers and thumb, he spent a reasonable 
portion of time, and, in the eyes of his neighbour and spouse, 
evinced much ingenuity : — the operation being effected by seizing 

* Mischief. 
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the top, or featheiy part of the quill, with the fingers of his left 
hand, and, by their aid, drawing it upward and downward, and 
twisting and turning it, till it was poised to his satisfaction. Still, 
by the joint agency of both hands, Mnrty guided ic to the 
paper. 

*' Choice steerage, my hearty," said the ever- watchful Admii-al, 
with glee. 
" Nately done, of a sart'nty," agreed Chevaun. 
All seemed, indeed, most happily ready. The pen took dead 
aim at the place on the sheet which it was first to hit ; the scribe's 
mouth screwed itself up ; his eyes intently fixed on the paper, and 
his head twisted round towards his left shoulder, where stood the 
Admiral, ready to " pipe" when the signal was made for action. 
A doable-loaded musket, at full cock, levelled at a target, and only 
wanting a touch on its trigger, to discharge it, would convey an 
idea of Marty at this big moment. Having waited a second or 
two — " Now, Admiral, say out, and don't be afeared, what we're to 
put down," he said, solemnly. 

" We had a fashion o' callin' this sort o' writin' a memorandle 
o' sarvice — put down that, first," said his employer. But suddenly 
interrupting himself, he sang out shrilly. " No, no ; avast there — 
no, not yet, shipmate ; afore any other thing, d'ye see me, put down 
the time o' the watch." 

" The time o' the watch, avich ? Musha, never a one in the poor 
house. Nor a clock neither, as you know well yourself. But 
couldn't we guess the hour o' the day it is by the sun, as we're used 
to do, an' seldom go wrong somehow ?" 

" Jaw, jabber! — Ax pardon, shipmate. Didn't by no manner o' 
njanes intend an offence. But what I want you to put down isn't the 
time o' the hour, d'ye see me, but the date o' the month we have, 
^id the day of the year." 

" Och, ay I The day o' the month and the figures o' the year, 
is to go down first. Admiral ; that's what you mane, we b'lieve," cor- 
rected Muriy. " An' you're right. Yes, the year an' the day goes 
down, at the first offer, by course." The penman went on, still 
very cautiously bringing his instrument to bear on the long-covered 
point of attack, *' Well ; this is the year aighteen hundhred an' 
one, isn't it ?" There was silence, and he paused a moment in 
deep study. " Yes ; aighteen hundhred an' one." From a confused 
'^collection of the dashing manner in which " the masther in the 
ftchool**, used to commence similar tasks, he gave two or three 
flourishes of his pen, at a civil distance, however, from the paper, 
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as manj a boastful man will make a show of fighting without soon 
coming to blows. 

" Aighteen hundhred an' one," continned Murty, and he repeated 
the words five times at the least ; and then, giving up his affected 
mastery over the pen, he once more very cautiously moved it thrice ; 
resolved on a beginning. 

The Admiral watched him with the keenest attention. Chevaun, 
sharing his feelings in her own way, pulled her stool close to her 
husband, and poked her head almost over the table. 

The pen at length touched the oft-threatened mark. But Murty's 
difiiculties were not thereby lessened. It will be recollected that, 
since the sponging process, the paper had remained damp, and that, 
previously, Murty's hand had rasped it into a fuzzy surface ; so 
that, in this state of preparation, as soon as Murty now described 
upon it the first figure, which he meant to stand at the beginning 
of the year's date, the lines of that figure chose gradually to swim 
and mingle together, under his astounded eyes, and so went ob till 
they ended in one unintelligible blot. He paused : his lower jaw 
dropped, and he stared at the self-defacins: lines, as if he had 
witnessed witchcraft. 

"Til loock agin — an' more an' more of it!" at last groaned 
Murty ; " an' what holgh is on it now, I wondher ?" 

** Haze-a-bead," cried the Admiral, slapping Murty, in what l>e 
meant to be an encouraging manner, between the shoulders, for he 
had noticed the undisgtdsed drooping of the man of letters, and 
sought to prop him up. " Haze-a-head, and that's all. Cheer 
up, my jolly boy. Hard tackin', sometimes, getting out o' port. 
But when you once make say -room enough to spread canvass, nine 
knots an Lour won't catch yon — ^sink me to ould Davy, if they 
will !" 

" Masha, may be it's wet is on the paper," surmised Clie- 
vaun. 

" Faix, and I believe it is," agreed her husband, somewhat 
relieved. He arose and held it to the fire, kneeling to his task ; 
and in this position turned round his head to address his hearers. 
" Well, well ; the praises for all. There's no tellm', now-a-days, 
when a poor boy sits down to do any one thing, what crosses an' 
what conthrary things may come to pass afore he — och ! tundher 
an' agis !" 

Thus did Marty intemipt his own moralizing, as the paper sud- 
denly caught fire, blazed up, and scorched his fingers, causing him 
'instinctively to let it go. '* Ulla — loo — oo !" he went on ; " never 
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sicli a misfort'nit wiitia* mot me in my born days, afore — stire 
there was some curse on you !*' With a couDteDance of extreme 
mortification be watched, still kneeling, the expiring ashes of the 
paper. The breeze came in sharply at the open door, and hastening 
to get ont of the house again as fast as possible, whisked up the 
wide chimney, and soon carried with it even those reh'cs of old 
raggery, 

'^ There!'' resumed Murty. " Ould Nick has you now, an' let 
him write on you, if he can." 

*' Auld ship blown up," announced the Admiral, beginning him- 
self to feel at last discomfited in his hopes of ^^ a memorandle o' 
sarvice." 

*'An' haven't you ne'er another scrap o' paper about you, 
Admiral ?" asked his seci*etary. 

" Scuttle an' sink me to ould Davy — no ! locker cleaned out this 
voyage, shipmate." 

" Maybe I'd find a bit," said Chevaun ; and her husband and his 
friend fixed their eyes on her movements. When — 

"Fresh squall comin' on — heavy cloud right a-head !" piped 
the Admiral. 

" Never a welcome to whoever it is," grumbled Murty. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A FIGURE suddenly darkened the door- way. It was that of a 
female, wearing the deep-blue peasant-mantle of the district. She 
stood still and silent, with her back to the inside of the house, and 
of course, to our friends. The ample cloak, falling close to her 
shoulders, and down her sides, in two straight lines, while its 
gathered hood was drawn over her head, baffled observation as to 
who or what she was, neighbour or stranger. 

" Never a welcome to whoever it is," grumbled Murty. 

" Amin, say I, till the writin' is over," echoed Chevaun. 

*'Ship a-hoy — ^iil" hailed the Admiral, angrily, through bis 
speaking-trumpet. 

The person slowly turned sideways on the spot where she stood, 
and even in her movement there was sadness. Her left hand and 
arm now appeared through the folds of her cloak, and a pair of 
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new light blue worsted stockings hang from the latter. She spoke 
& few words in a low tone, and they fell on the ear like the me- 
lancholy though musical trickling of drops of water in a little basin, 
half covered with sedge, in a lonely place. They were spoken tears. 

" I don't think yon know who it is that's keepin' the May sun 
from your dour-stone, Chevaun," she said ; and still her face was 
quite hidden by the cloak-hood which almost closed in front of it. 

" Ochown I bud sure I know your own poor voice, now !" cried 
Chevaun, in great interest, as she endeavoured to push her way to 
the visiter by the side of the cross-legged table, " Mary, a-lanna ! 
how are yon, the mornin' ?" 

'* In good health, I give thanks, Chevaun : an' I'm only come 
wid the first o' my knittin' for Murty." She held out the stockings 
on her arm. The mistress of the house had now gained her side, 
and greeted her kindly. 

" Och then, Mary ! an' is it you ! An' how is every inch i' you, 
asthore ?" exclaimed Murty, his inhospitable tone also changed for 
the better, as, in his turn, he seized the visiter's hands, and shook 
them violently. 

" Ship on her beam-ends I" proclaimed the Admiral, somewhat 
reprehensively, as he sprang to set up again the table which, in 
his amiable haste, Murty had overturned. 

" Come in, a-cuishia, come in," resumed Chevaun. " Sure this 
is no place for you to be stannin' 1" 

" Yes, roul in the four bones o' you !" said Murty, throwing an 
arm round her waist ; and Mary passively suffered herself to be 
led, or rather hurled, into the house. 

The two women proceeded towards the fire-place. Chevaun sat 
on the hob, almost facing the door, so that her face remained fully 
visible ; the other on a " boss/'* confronting Mrs Meehan, the hood 
of her cloak still unmoved, and her features, as well as her person, 
still a mystei^ to the ould Admiral. Murty deposited himself on 
a second boss, on one side of the women, with the air and manner 
of a person who, without much intrusion, had a right to loiter 
within ear-shot of whatever they were about to say. Terence 
O'Brien remained where he had been, after adjusting the table, hia 
legs apart, his one arm hanging straight by his side, bis one fist 
clenched, and his eyes and whole face angrily — one would think — 
regarding the group. 

"An' the poor ould mother — ^how is she, a4anna-ma-chree f^* 

* A low, roimd seat, made solidly with coils of twisted straw. 
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resumed Chevaun, stooping her head close to that of the person 
she addressed. 

Mary answered in a still lower and more saddened voice than 
she had nsed at the door, accompanying the mournfnl sounds with 
a slow rocking motion of the body, A conversation went on 
between her and Chevaun, of which the Admiral caught not a 
sentence, though it might be supposed, from the expression of his 
visage, as well as from his set attitude, that he listened attentively — 
which, however, was not the case. Whatever art might or might 
not have done to make him a gentleman, the ould Admiral was by 
nature, one in heart — and he would have spurned the idea of 
turning eaves-dropper upon the confidential discourse of any persons, 
gentle or simple. But ho could not help observing that Mary's 
auditors seemed deeply, affected with what she told them. Indeed, 
Murty's huge, good blue eyes grew moist as they fixed on her's, 
and the tears ran outright down his wife's vermilion cheeks ; while 
many a sympathizing " och !" and *' heart sorry to hear it !" with 
other ejaculations of sorrow and compassion, broke in loud accents 
from their lips. And so sweetly touching still were the cadences of 
Mary's plaintive, though unheard words, whatever they imported, 
that as a child would do, Terence almost began to follow Chevaun's 
example on the occasion, " for company ;" when one other query, 
now put by that good woman, so as to be heard by him, gave 
his feelings a new direction. 

" An' poor Terry O'Brien, Mary a-chorra f" 

" A-hoy ! Here !" answered Terence, making a step forward, 
and again standing stockstill on his extended legs, as if answering 
to a " musther on deck." 

But Chevaun and Murty only motioned to him to be quiet and 
mute, while their visiter, after a bound on her seat, at the boisterous 
and sudden interruption he had given, drew her cloak tighter round 
her head and face, and became, after a long-drawn sigh, quite 
silent. 

All followed her example, and there was a sad pause for some 
time, which Murty at length broke by softly drawing from Mary's 
arm the stockings she had already hinted were for his use, and 
praising them to the skies. Then Chevaun suddenly started up, 
withdrew into an inner room — if so we may call that portion of 
the cabin separated from the place where they sat only by a wicker 
partition, not reaching to the roof, nor even from wall to wall, 
across the clay-floor — and returned with a little basket, containing 
some unseen articles, which, with many entreaties, she forced Mary 
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to accept. Terence thought he began to surmise the cause of 
Mary's grief, and formed bis resolntioDS accordingly. 

" Well, I must be stirring now," said the object of his interest. 
She arose, and, features and person still hidden from him, was 
passing to the door after a farewell shake-hands on the part of 
honest Murty, and a kiss, through tears, on that of his spouse. 
Terence, with another hail, and another step, gained her side, and 
dropped something into her basket. Mary, again starting, picked 
out of it *' a raal balloon guinea," instantly deposited the coin on 
the table, and saying, " No, no — not from you — no, no !" walked 
smartly away from the house. 

" But you might, though," bawled Terence after her. " It's a 
thrue yellow-boy, every splice of id — an' honestly got, 'board ould 
ship — my hulk to ould Davy, but it is I But she won't answer 
hail ; well, well, I see what's in the wind — thinks the ould sajman 
can't afford it — or else thinks he had it by piracy." Such were 
Terence's sagacious guesses at Mary's notions, which, however, be 
was to live to understand a little better. Chevaun and Marty 
looked expressively at each ether. 

" Ay, ay," resumed Terence ; " but all's one for that. Since 
she will sheer off", up goes the shiner into the ould locker again. 
An' so, shipmate, the ould hulk to shove off, too, on a new tack, 
without any memorandle a-board — eh, shipmate ?" 

" Och, no, thin, an' blessings on the kind heart in your body !" 
answered Murty, his mind more full than ever of anxiety to do the 
Admiral a service, notwithstanding the many interruptions his 
previous efforts had undergone. In fact, his own honest nature 
was grateful for Terence's proof of sympathy towards poor Mary. 

" No, no, don't stir a step, yet, for the life o' you !" seconded 
Chevaun, in something of the same spirit. 

Again she moved, and again the eyes of her husband and 
Terence followed her. Chevaun made her way to the cupboard, 
and was about to open it, when she paused, turned towards her 
friends, and solemnly addressed them. 

" I'll tell yez what was a loocky thing, afther all." 

Murty anxiously demanded "What?" 

*' That when the paper tuk fire there was none o'the writin' on it." 

'* Bee gonnies ! an' so it was," cheerfully assented her husband, 
rejoicing in any set-off against his undeniable ilj-luck. 

'* Ay, ay, right, misthress," also agreed the Admiral. " Good 
chance iv a sart'nty, that none o' the crew were aboord when ould 
ship blew up ; for up along wid it they'd ha' gone, and not a sowl 
saved, d'ye sc3 me ?" 
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" See fhat now/* resumed Mrs. Meehan, congratulating herself 
vpon her ingenious remark ; ^^ there's nothin' so bad in this world, 
but it might be worse. An' so, Mnrty, agra, don't be down* hearted 
anj longer.^ She laid her hand on that of her husband, and 
looked eommiseratingly into his face ; "let bj-gones be by-gones ; 
what's past can't be helped if a body were to lay down a life for it." 
" Thrue for you, Chevaun ; but will you be able to make out 
another scrap o' the paper ?" 

" Theresa the gorsoon's copy-book in the cupboard — can't we 
just tear a lafe out o' that, Murty, a cuishla-ma-chree ?'' 

"Bee gonnies, an* so we can ! you war always an' iver a kind 
sowl, Chevaun," smiled Murty, greatly relieved. "The heavens 
prosper yon.*' 

It may be surmised that, prcTions to his wife*s happy thought 
of the gorsoon's copy-book, Murty Meehanhad, from his repeated 
failures, become somewhat cooled in his first estimate of his own 
capability to master the task before him, and, notwithstanding his 
seeming anxiety to persevere, might perhaps have half wbhed to 
elude it — up the cnimney, if he could — with the burnt paper. 
Kow, however, Chevann's presence of mind left him no excuse for 
drawing back : either he prepared to renew his efforts in a kind 
of hopeless determination to do his best, or else the sight of the 
fresh leaf of paper really renewed his courage, and endowed him 
with the spirit, and, joined to his experience, with the tact which — 
we are proud to say it — ensured his ultimate success. 

'' Yes, plaise the pigs, we'll mind oursef this time, at any rate — 
and a watched season is never scarce," was the philosq>hical adage 
with which he now set down to recommence the " Bit o* Writiu'." 

" Sink my ould hulk to " began the Admiral. 

"Whist, Terry O'Brien," suddenly interrupted Chevaun, "we*ll 
have none o* the saltwater corsin', now, if we want to escape more 
o' the dhunnusJ'* 
The Admiral fidgeted, but stood convinced, reproved, and silent. 
" The date o' the year," said Murty. 
" Ay, ay, the date o' the year, first of all, shipmate." 
"Aighteen hnndhred an' one, then," Murty repeated, slowly 
muttering ; and as in deep thought he strove to call to mind the 
shapes of the figures which should designate the era, his pen de- 
scribed above the paper two or three cautious flourishes, almost 
as before. 

A figure of 8, lying on its back, thus, oo , was described. He 
snatched up the pen, and looked earnestly at the real commence- 
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ment of his task. AU was right. Neither pen, ink, nor paper 
played him false, "this tarn." He moved the sheet from side to 
side, accompanying it by wagging his head from shoulder to 
shoulder. He resumed, still repeating, " aighteen hundhred an' one" 

Two additional figures were produced, and the embryo document 
became antedated by about one thousand years. The whole of 
the figures stood thus, " oo 01." 

" There's the date o' the year, plain to be seen, we b'lieve' 
Admiral," he said, glancing at his neighbour with ill-disguised 
pride. 

" I like the cut o' their jibs, well, my hearty ; they're o' the 
right sort of a sart'inty. Ay, ay, able-bodied saymen, every hand 
o' them." 

" Musha, the goodness be praised," said Chevaun, with a happy 
sigh ; " an' see what it is to get the larnin' arly. Not brought up 
to the handlin' the paper like a cow or a horse." 

" An^ isn't the day o' the month to be your tack now, jolly 
boy?" 

" That's to be put in, by all manes. Admiral." 

There were a few more passing flourishes, and then ensued the 
actual operation. The pen went up and down, heavily grating 
against the rough paper. 

" Yee-ho 1 yee-ho ! ho-yee !" sung Terence O'Brien, keeping time 
to the pen's movement, and shrill harsh noise ; " undher way, at 
last, my hearty. I like the sound o' your tackle — it's like the ould 
ship in a stiff breeze — yee-ho !" 

Murty smiled with the conscious glee of certain success, thus 
added to by the Admiral's approbation, while, at his other side, his 
wife further encouraged him. 

" Didn't I know, Murty, acuishia f didn't I know the second 
ofier 'ud thrive ? that, an' barrin' the cursin'." 

And so, Murty went on producing, by degrees, a full crew of 
** able-bodied saymen ;" not an unapt term, by the way, when ap- 
plied to his striding, straggling, burly characters. 

For two good hours was the amanuensis' hand at work. He 
would stop in the middle of a word ; spell over the letters of it 
which he had just written ; oblige the Admiral to repeat it for him ; 
endeavour to ascertain how much of its sound he had succeeded 
in typifying : get the remainder into his mind in a jumble, and 
then proceed very ambiguously to express what had been very 
ambiguously apprehended. His " saymen," therefore, stood quite 
independent of each other, or, at least, but seldom linked together. , 
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And, while placing a point over an i, Marty would steal down 
the pen, and not always exactly ^x it over the proper character, 
and then turn it round and round, until the point became swollen 
to a goodly size ; or, in crossing a t, his first essay was very gradu- 
ally made, and the whole process amusing. He would, as the 
Admiral called it, steer his instrument with his left hand, and then 
quietly and slowly scrape it across the upright letter. But, indeed, 
on this one matter, practice gave him courage, as he got on ; for, 
at length, he would make a bold dash with his pen, and deviating 
from a horizontal course, divide into two parts, not invariably 
equal portions, whatever letters happen to come in his way. And 
pretty nearly thus, till his task was quite completed, did Murty 
reduce to paper the stentorian dictation of the ould Admiral. 

But his task was indeed finished. He slowly arose to dry the 
paper at the fire ; but, in full recollection of a former adventure, 
as well as in obedience to Terence's warning of — "Fire-ship 
a-head — a-hoy !" and of Chevaun's — "Have a care now, Murty, 
*gra!" he kept it well clear of the turf-blaze. 

Dried the document became without hap or injury. Murty, 
suspending it by a comer, strode the few strides which he could 
take on his cabin floor, and slowly held it up to the full view of 
his admiring spouse, who well understood his glance and smile to 
mean — . 

" See, Chevaun, what it is to have a scholar for your husband." 
Nor was he slow in apprehending that the answering drawing- 
op of the muscles about Chevaun's mouth, the poking forward of 
W head to the invited scrutiny, and the wide-open expression of 
W eyes as they afterwards met his, plainly said — 

" Yes, Murty, a wondher o' the world you are — an' good rason 
I have to be proud o' you." 

** Here, it is, now, for you, Admiral," said Murty, then pre- 
senting the document to its owner. " An' it's loock we wish you 
^d it. Admiral, avich I" His tones, air, and manner, were graci- 
ously patronizing. 



CHAPTER V. 

AiTER due reflection and consultation on the matter, Terence 
O'Brien, or the ould Admiral, arrived at several pretty accurate 
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conclusions touching the farther disposal and progress of the ^^ me- 
morandle o' sarvice." 

He had heard — beyond donbt he was snre— of snch a plaice as 
the Admiralty Office, ^^ in the port of London," and judged that 
thither he ought to forward it. As a first step towards this, he 
soon became aware that the document should be '' put aboord the 
post-office," in the neighbouring town, and thence that it was to 
continue its Toyage '^ aboord the mail-coach." Eight well was he 
aware that he at present lived on an island, separated from another 
island, in which was the " port o' Lunnon," by a sea. That his 
^^ memorandle" was to be receired and forwarded, on and from, 
the coast of that first island, as one of ^^ ould ship's papers," with- 
out at the same time shipping the mail-coach or its other contents, 
Terence rather suspected, but, indeed, could not be quite certain of 
the fact. Nor did he find Murty Meeban, who had neyer yet 
caught a glimpse of the sea, nor received or forwarded a letter of 
any kind, in his life, able to enlighten him on the subject. It; 
might be so, or it might not be so ; thus they decided between 
them ; and eventually the Admiral, suddenly struck with the con- 
viction that the question, turn out as it might, was no concern of 
his, made up his mind to leave it undecided. *' The Captain o* the 
Post-office" was the man whom it concerned, and not him, Terence 
O'Brien. Every commander of a vessel knew how everything ought 
to be done aboard his own ship, from the splicing of a cable to the 
firing of a broadside ; and agreeably to this notion of the post- 
master's competency in his duties, Terence argued that his paper, 
once delivered into the hands of that person — ^just as it had come 
out of Murty Meehan's hands — ^by-the-way, unfolded and undi- 
rected — ought to arrive safe at the end of its voyage ; a mere an- 
nouncement of its destination being obviously sufficient to enable 
the Captain to supply and superintend all the details of its progress 
upon the way. 

^' What else was the ould loober upon that station for ? and so 
Terence set forward for the post-town nearest to his residence. 

The postmaster was in the act of delivering the morning letters, 
and a crowd of people gathered round the window of his office. 
Had we leisure we might attempt to produce some pathetic and 
some ludicrous surmises as to the different feelings in which differ- 
ent individuals of the throng stretched forward their hands, and 
exerted their voices, claiming their expected despatches. But we 
must not pause to indulc^e our speculations, or show our skill, ac 
the expense of the reader's patience. With one person alone, of 
all present, we dally for a moment. 
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He stood on the outskirts of the crowd, quietly awaiting his turn 
to go to the window, saying nothing, pushing or hurrjring nobody, 
and resting both his hands upon his stick. He seemed a very per- 
sonification of patience and humility. Either he had ne^er, even 
iQ youth, possessed any dash in his character, or the pinching 
poverty now visible in his sharp featores, and peculiar attire, had 
long ago frozen it out of him. His head«-gear was very ancient, 
and jet made the most of; he would seem fully to have studied 
and approved the celebrated adage, that " the life of an old hat 
ciHmsts in cocking it." His person was draped in a kind of frock- 
coat of coarse grey kersey^ reaching below his knees, so fashioned 
as to save Mm from the sarcasm of going too heavily clad in sum- 
mer, or of having an appearance of almost nakedness in very cold 
weather : for the garment could not be called an outside coat at 
the one season, nor a thin coat at the other. Originally his leg 
bad been well shaped ; and at such a period of its existence, had 
first taken possession of that part of the pantaloon which at pre- 
sent covered it ; but abstemious living, for many years, since then, 
had shrunk its calf, so that it now allowed its vesture to raffle in 
wrinkles to the wind. And it was not difficult to conjecture, from 
lu8 general appearance, and the hints supplied by his face and de- 
pwtment, that bis blay stockings had been " darned" by his own 
<5areful hands ; while his shoes were water-proof, in sole, upper, 
«»d quarter, because, from year to year, they had been diligently 
watched ; and the momeiit tiqie made a rent or a <a*ack in them, 
no matter how small, immediately and intently patched in the frail 
place, with a view to prevent each breach from widening. 

We tiave not much to do with this man, so we crave pardon for 
volunteeriug this sketch of him. 

" A-hoy, my hearty !" bellowed Terence O'Brien at his ear, in a 
tone that would have made him sart, or at least look oikided, had 
he not long abandoned all hastiness of movement or of feeling ; or 
he might have deemed that, as the term " hearty" could cer- 
tainly not apply to him, he was not the person addressed. At all 
events, he only turned, slowly and quietly, his sharp little face to 
the speaker. 

" Post-office thransport a-head — eh, my jolly lad ?" still ques- 
tioned the tar, pointing to the window. 

"If it's the post-office you want, yes, there it is ; though it's no 
thransport, as I know of, my honest man," answered little Paiience. 

'* Scuttle my hulk to ould Davy 1 you don't mean to call it » 
frigate, do you?"' 
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" You have my lave to call it a man-o'-war if that same gives 
you the laste pleasure." 

" No — shiver my timbers to splinters if I do ! Hah ! do you 
want to come over the ould sayman that way, you loober ? Fd 
spy out a man-o'-war seven leagues to windwai-d, you land-shark." 

"Well, well, just as you like." 

" Capt'n gives ordhers at the gunnel — eh ?" 

" I don't well undherstand your meaning." 

Muttering something like contempt for the ignorance of all 
" land-loobers," Terence steered direct for the post-office window. 

" Scud, scud — avast, my hearties I I say," he bellowed forA, 
forcing his way through all opposition ; and he presented his unique 
vissage at the open wooden pane through which letters were dis- 
tributed. 

" Ship's paper — ould ship's — will your honour take it aboord ?'" 
and he held out his " memorandle o' sarvice." 

" What do you want ? what do you call this ?" questioned the 
postmaster . 

" Sink my hulk ! what do I call it ? Why, are your lights out, 
Capt'n, or can't you take an observation ?" 

The Captain peered and peered. He took off his spectacles and 
wiped them in the ample though rather soiled muslin frill of his 
shirt. He peered again, and his lips moved, as if in an honest ef* 
fort to spell his way through the manuscript. He raised up his 
head and looked attentively from it to the disfigured face of the 
" sayman ;" then to the paper again } and then to that index 
visage again. 

" What is it at all, man ? and what do you wish me to do 
about it ?" 

" Why, don't you see it's a memorandle o' sarvice ? what else 
would it be ?" 

" And pray, inform me how am I to dispose of such a dirty 
piece of nonsense ?" 

*' Avast there, Capt'n, you loober ! Fair weather between us ; 
'tis as thrue as the log, every word of it." 

Once more the goodnatured postmaster bent his eyes studiously 
upon Murty Meehan's penmanship, and began to mutter — " * Terry 
0- — O'Brien' — I suppose, um — um — 'a la burbe' — um — um — 
* shot close to his body' — here, my man," interrupting himself, and 
handing back the document, as many impatient voices called aloud 
for their letters — " I can make no hand of your paper or yourself — 
take it away, and leave the window dear." 
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** Take it away, Capt'n," echoed poor Terence, rather crest- 
fallen ; it "Wtisn't to take it away I towed it in here, from 
Mnckalee — you'll just ship it for the Admiralty board — eh, 
Capt'n ?" 

" Get away with it — take it out of my hand, I tell you — 
there — go — get it properly written — stand back — and let sensible 
people come for their letters." 

Beginning to entertain some slight doubt of the clerkship of his 
Mnckalee friend, the ould Admiral was obliged to retire with his 
*' memorandle :" not, indeed, until he had fought hard to have it 
received " aboord." Having cleared the crowd, he stopt in the 
middle of the street, to ponder what next was to be done. 

The little man he had before accosted, followed him closely, 
though quietly, at a cat's pace, when she steals step by step within 
springing distance of a fat mouse. He had overheard the dialogue 
between Terence and the postmaster, and it was not quite thrown 
away upon him. In his imagination — we use an inapt word — in 
his sober, unromantic, practical calculations, we should rather say — 
the document had already set the kettle singing, and the pot boil- 
ing for a better breakfast and a more substantial dinner than he 
had for some time been intimate with. 

When arrived close to Terence, that worthy fragment of a Jack 
was holding the paper close to his eyes — and, to help him still 
more, turned upside down — endeavouring to discover in what re- 
spect it was deficient for a voyage " 'boord the Post-office thrans- 
port." 

" Looking as wise as a pig at a sun-dial," commenced his future 
friend to himself ; then he continued aloud — 

*' Honest man, was that wrote wid a spade or a shovel ? which 
o* the two?" 

" What jaw, now ? what jaw !" demanded Terence, angrily and 
ominously. 

" I say it's either the spade or the shovel wrote that paper. 

Terence nearly lost all command of temper at this double slight 
of his own impoi-tance, and of the zealous and hitherto but slightly 
questioned services of an esteemed neighbour. " It's a lie, you 
loober ! it's a lie !" he thundered forth, raising the document to 
slap it across the face of the commentator. 

Notwithstanding the incivility of the commencement of their 
dialogue, these dissimilar men were, however, in a short time bet- 
ter acquainted. However ignorant at first of the right road to an 
object) self-interest is genersdly a ready scholar in finding it out. 
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Very gradually the uselessness of the document became expl^ned 
to Terence, and was comprehended by him ; and the little half- 
starved man and he eventually struck a bargain on the bnsiness, 
and were seen to walk down the street together. 

The Admiral was led up a narrow, dirty lane, and he and his 
convoy entered a dilapidated house, over the door of which was a 
sign-board, announcing it as the abode of 

** GARRET BYRNE, 
PUBLICK WRirTER.*' 

The personage so described, Garret Byrne, fixed a wicker-backed 
chair as his desk, sat to it upon a three-legged stool, and, without 
a tithe of poor Murty Meehan's preparations, with none of his 
failures or misfortunes, and devoting to his task an incredibly short 
portion of time, in the opinion of Terence O'Brien, produced some- 
thing like a proper letter to the Admiralty Board. It was even 
folded, directed, and wafered, and then Garret Byrne asked and 
received a reward, dishonest in him to propose, and very improvi- 
dent in his employer to bestow. Finally, Terence saw him " put 
it aboord" at the post-office ; after which, the public writer and his 
dupe adjourned into a dram-shop, to pour down, at the expense of 
but one of the party, libations to its prosperous voyage. 



CHAPTER VI. 

After the sailing of his despatches, the Admiral kept a sharp 
look-out for an answer. But he was not impatient in point of time. 
He made due allowance for the weather-gage, and reckoning a 
certain number of knots to an hour, for the out- bound and the in- 
bound voyage, did not begin to hail " the post-office thransport" 
again till his nautical experience told him he was warranted in doing 
so. Kor was Terence much out in his calculations, when a letter, 
directed to him— absolutely to him — appeared at the post-office in 
due course. 

It did not, however, contain money, nor an order for money ; it 
only called on him to prepare and forward various certificates and 
affidavits. No matter. The certificates and affidavits were soon 
ready, under the superintendence of his now established agent. 
Garret Byrne, and a cheque for a good round sum came at last. , 
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At the bank of the town, being conducted still by Garret Byrne, 
the oald Admiral sunk ^^ ail thim bits o' notes to onld Davy," and 
would accept ootMng but gold — " the yallow boys, an* nothin' else 
for him ;" and so gold he got. We wish the reader were pre- 
sent on the occasion, to notice the expression of the eyes and even 
of the pointed nose of the " publick writer," as the guineas jingled 
on the counter. But it is enough to say that out of them he 
managed to extract a second enormous fee for his services since the 
despatch of the first letter. A second jorum of grog, too, was 
shared between him and the sailor, to the heart's content of Terence 
and to Garret's slight and momentary vivification. 

The evening began to fall, and it was time to go homewards. As- 
sisted by his companion, Terence tied up his gold in the useless 
sleeve of his jacket, using two strings, one below, and another above 
the bulk made by his hoard ; he further secured it by crossing the 
sleeve upon his breast, and stuffing it into his bosoms and then he 
clutched his cudgel in his left (and only) hand, and scudded home- 
ward, every inch of canvass to the breeze. 

" Praise be to the Heavens ! never, since the day I was bom,'did 
mysef set my two eyes on sich a hape o' the goold," said Marty 
Meehan, as he, Ghevaan, and the Admiral, contemplated it on their 
table, where it had been tossed out by its owner among the pile of 
potatoes served up for their evening snpper. 

" It's wondherful to look at it," agreed Chevann. 

" Many a rough gale the oald hulk weathered for it, misthress, 
an' many and many a broadside went to win it." 

" No doubt o' that," continued Murty. " Bud, bee gonnies ! you 
can't say but you're well paid for all your throubles an* losses, ould 
Admiral, aroon ; it isn't the half o' my nose, bud the whole o' my 
nose I'd give for sich a fort'n ; ay, even supposin' they stuck a 
turkey-cock's baik to my face instid — not to talk of a Frinchman's. 
Ay, or Fd go widout e'er an arum at all, or I'd hop on only one 
leg into the bargain all the blessed days o' my life, for the honest 
gainin' o' so much threasure." 

" God forgive you, Murty Meehan," said Chevann ; ** take care o' 
what you're sayin'. The Heavens forbid you'd be spoiled in sich a 
manner for the double iv id, over again." « 

" But what, in the name o' wondher, will you do wid it, at all, 
Admiral?" 

" Why d'ye see me, that's just what I'm a jawin' to myself 
about, my hearty. But a-hoy, my jolly lad ! we'll work it in com- 
pany— roceans o' grog for say-store, and every sail up while it lasts ! 
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eh, shipmate ? — a cruise together — an ould ship scuddin', no mat- 
ther what point the wind blows from, eh ? " 

*' Och, no. Admiral. That 'ad be a cryin' sin for the both of as." 
" 'Twould be a flying in the face of the giver, in letmn for the 
gift," assented Chevaun. 

" A sin ? — avast there, avast ; can't cram that down the wizen 
of an ould sayman. No, no ; mutinee a-boord is a sin ; sleepin', or 
gettin' dhrnnk on a watch, is a sin ; not stannin' up be your gun, 
in action, is a sin — an' sich like. The ould jolly boy knows well 
what they call a sin — ay, as well as e'er a hand aboord. Bud the 
chaplain himself never said that shippln' grog, on pay-out days, 
whin you're let to sheer off ashore, is a sin— Shiver his hulk ! he 
couldn't say it, the looberT' 

" Why, Admiral, for the mere matther o' that, I would not pelt 
a stone at a full bottle myself," resumed Marty ; " for I like a dhrop 
well enough, betimes, maybe. Only wid this differ, that I'd give 
my vote for the oneen widout christenin' it.* That grog o' youi-s 
is a wakely sort o' dhrinkin' to my mind, Admiral Bad all I want 
to say is, that it would be a robbin' shame an' a schandle to waste 
so mooch money as thb on the table upon dhrink of any kind." 

*' Then stow it ioto your own locker for me, my hearty. If it 
stops 'boord ould ship 'tis gone, of a sartinty, d'ye see me?" and be 
pushed the gold towards Murty. 

" Och ! no, no ; that won't do, either, my poor ould Admural." 
'^ Stow it up for yourself then, I say, shipmate ; and for the mis- 
thress-mate, there, an' for the brig Peggy, out on her cruise o* 
sarvice, an' for loblolly Paudeen, d'ye see me — one or all. — Ye may 
want it, or know what to do wid it, which I don't, d'ye mind me, bar- 
rin' I sarve it out for the grog — my hulk to ould Davy if I do." 

" No, no, over again, Admiral. We're as heaitily thankful, all 
as one, as if we made our own of it. But no other man's money 
will ever burthen my conscience ; no, or rear up my childher, more- 
betoken. Sure, it's for somethin' o' the like reason I have the 
weenochs on the same place wid me, at all at all ; for whin a very 
wise body axed me why I was goin' to be married, an' I only a 
lamp of a soft boy, at the same time. Admiral— a kind o' one of 
your loblolly boys, vou know, only a taste bigger, an' handier at 
the spade maybe — 'Why, sir,' says I, ' the reason is this, sir, savin' 
your presence, sur,^ says I, ' I'm able to work a start, sir, an' I don't 
like to be workin' for any man's childher but my own, sk,' says L" 

* That is, he would vote for pure whiskey, without watering it. 
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** Well, well, that's all as it may be. Bud what am I to do wid 
the yellow-boys, if you sing out no to the grog, shipmate ?" 

** Sure, as I said afore, on the head o' the bit o' writin', that all 

this goold cum by " (Terence had been too generous to paui 

Murty with intelligence of the failure of his document, or of the io- 
tervention of Garret Byrne thereupon,) " sure, as I said afore, there's 
your brother, Admurad." 

" Avast, avast, man ! as / tould you afore, shiver and scuttle iny 
hulk to ould Davy, if he ever touches a stiver of it ! That same 

brother is no brother to me, but a d d land-shark — shuvvin' 

me out to say agin, when I thought to moor my ould hulk here, in 
the ould sonndin's — ^'case why ? he said I couldn't work ship wid 
him — the greedy nnnathral loober ! Ay, ay, adhrift he turned me, 
mainmast, riggin', and rhudder gone, an' not a day's provision 
aboord ! So jaw no more about hun, d'ye see me ?" 

** 'Twas bad usage enough ; we won't gainsay you, my poor ould 
Admiral. But his poor slob of a boy, the son — he done nothin' to 
you." 

" Done nothin' to me ! isn't he one of the crew ? sailin' undher 
his father's colours and ordhers ? an' wouldn't he do by me what- 
ever he's commanded to do, by coorse, or else go to the yard- 
arum ? — what else could he do ?" 

" Well, Admiral, my poor fellow, I'll tell you what kind of a 
thought comes to me, then." 

" Out wid it, my hearty." 

"You're reasonable ould — ^we can't gainsay that either, youknow." 

'* Ay, ay, shipmate ; an ould sheer hulk on the wather, goin' to 
pieces every say ; but English — I mane Irish — heart of oak, every 
plank o' me, howsomever." 

<^ All bud what you call the ruddher, Admiral, an' a quare name 
it is to give a nose." 

" Ay, ay, sink an' d it ! I forgot that, shipmate. But let 

it go to ould Davy, an' say your say out." 

^^ Well, aroon ; what I'm thinkin' of i^ soon said. I'm thinkin' 
. now, that wid the help of all this goold, an' since you're gom' to 
pieces, as you say yoursef, it wouldn't be a bad notion if you had 
one to look afther you, an' keep you together." 

" Hollo I where are you bound for now, my jolly lad ?" 

" Faix, an' all I mane b, supposin' you was to take on wid a 
wife, Admural?" 

"A wife!" shouted Terence O'Brien, in utter amazement ; "a 
-wife alongside ? Ko, no, shipmate ; no one will never see ma iola 
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company with that kind o' craft. No, no ; grapple to the locker is 
the woid aboord with all sich — ^grapple to the locker ; an' when no 
more say-store is left, then shove off, d'ye see me ? No ; never a 
pamted schooner of 'em shall take the onld hnlk in tow." 

Terence was calling to mind some Mnd of Wapping adventure. 

" An' sorry we'd be, onld Admiral, to see the best among them 
nse her toe to yon, or her five fingers either. Bnt little's the dan- 
ger o' that here, in Mackalee. Them sort you spake of lives by the 
say-shore ; bnt onr honest counthry girrels isn't given to any sich 
kind o' doins." • 

'' Avast, lad, avast ; all she-pirates and sharks, one wid another. 
When first I steered home here to Mnckalee, 'case I didn't carry 
bags o' goold for ballast, didn't your whole squadron of that craft 
cock up their noses at me, as your land-sayin' goes ?" 

^' Bud, sure, you ped 'em back in their own coin, and widout any 
throuble," smiled Murty, again venturing the sore allusion. 

" Ay, ay ; but sink that, I say. Didn't one of 'em call me as 
ugly an ould fish as ever swum ? and another say I was a farh 
hrecghoch* an' ax me to let her stick me in her father's whate-field ? 
An' that young fire-ship, Nance Dulhanty, didn't she — the craft 
wid the red lanthron at her poop, I mane---didn't she set my pig- 
tail a-blaze, at her ould granny's wake ? An' Kitty Doyle I I was 
a cruizin' on the top o' the hill, d'ye see me, an' she an' a fleet o' 
doxies wid her, at the bottom ; an' she hails me to join company, 
an' I tacks to bear down on 'em ; an' she an' they ties the long 
land-grass right across the channel, an' I strikes on id, and comes 
on my bame-inds — ay, over an' over, till the ould hulk righted 
again — an' the whole crew o' them singing an' pipin' out to me, all 
the time, in make-game like ? Avast, I tell you, shipmate, they're 
all the same, by say-shore, or by land-shore — all the same." 

" Why, thin, we're much behouldin' to your good word, misther 
Admiral," remarked Mrs. Meehan. ' 

"Didn't mane you, jolly miathress; didn't never mane you. 
You're not one of the sort. I mane the young light-deckers, 
as scuds on every tack, in all weathers, flyin* in every breeze." 

" Sure, then, we'll get one for you as old as the hills, if you 
like," said Murty. 

" And that won't go down neither, my hearty ; luff, luff ; two 

sheer hulks, bobbin' shivered planks together, every swell — never 

do ; singin' out, too, ' avast, avast,' in every cap-full o' wind — ay, or 

if there was ever gun left aboord, exchangm' shots, I warrant you." 

* Scarecrow. 
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** Faith, an' you're a'most in the right, now, we b'lieve, though 
you did live so iong on the wather, Admiral," grinned Mnrty. 

^^Musha, an' Fm afeard he is. Lord purtect us," added Mrs. 
Meehan, more seriously. 

" But," resumed her honest man, " sure you don't see mooch o* 
the robbin' or vastin', or toein', or scuddin', or singin' or shootin', 
betwixt Chevaun, here, an' my own sef. Admiral ?" 

^^ No, no, all fair sailin', in company there, an' breeze right 
a-head." 

" Well, an' wouldn't you like Chevaun's likes for a voyage, as 
you call it ?" 

^' Hallo, shipmate I goin' to change tack ? only say the word, an* 
Fm for the cruise, in your stead, d'ye see me— ay, wid all my 
heart and lights, my hearty !" He took the flattered Chevaun by 
the hand, and shook it upward and downward, in approval of what 
he understood to be Murty Meehan's proposal for a transfer of his 
wife ; and Terence spoke — we stake our veracious character on the 
fact — ^in perfect, simple seriousness. 

" Ho, ho, ho ! we couldn't manage that matter so asily — ^none of 
OS, Admiral." 

" What jaw, then — ^what jaw ?" 

"Why, God forgive you, man, sure isn't poor Chevaun an' 
mysef to be in company, as yoursef has it, till death does us part ?" 

^' Foundber to onld Davy, then, an' lave the misthress-mate an' 
I say-room." 

" We don't want to have a call to that fellow, I tould you afore, 
Admu-al." 

" Go aloft, then, you loober." 

" An' I can't pleasure you that way, neither — at laste till we 
have the little pee-aties out o' the ground, asthore." 

*' Well — an' what port are you steerin' for, then ?" 

" No port at all ; FU stay in the port where I am ; an' Chevaun 
an' I will be pleasant company wid one another, these hundred 
years to come, plaise God. Bud, Admiral ; there's one little Moya 
Moore, an' she's the born sisther o' Chevaun — ^nearer to her she 
couldn't be ; an' she's very like Chevaun, only a younger girrel, 
an' she's a'most as purty as Chevaun — an' she's a'most as good as 
Chevaun — an' that's a great word." 

" Ay, ay — ^I spoke wid Moya Moore, shipmate, the night o* my 
cruise to Nance Dulhanty's granny's wake — an' 'twas she put out 
the fire, 'boord ould hulk, when Nance set the rishlight'to my pig- 
tail — ay, spoke wid her, then, an' often afore an' sinee. Ay, ay 
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Now that I call to mind, that little craft, Moya, is the only one o' 
your jade squadron that never says nothin' to jibe the ould say- 
man — never does, an' never did ; ay, ay." 

" She'd make a nate, an' a clane, an' a laucky* wife, for the oold 
Admiral," observed her prudent sister. ** Yes, an' you spoke to her 
later than you think. Admiral ; she was here the day o' the writin'." 

" Whin you gave me sich a hail by my name, misthress, an' she 
an' you a-joinin' together ? an' I never knew her from the new cut 
of her canvass. But why wou'dn't she share a little say-store wid 
me ? why sheer off in a rumpus, at only the sight o' the shiner ?" 

** Shy she was, may be. Admiral, to take any help from a body 
that wouldn't be a blood relation to her ; don't blame the poor 
crature for that." 

*' Help ! distress aboord, then, tbons:h no signal hoisted ? But 
why did you sing out, ' the Terry O'Brien, a-hoy !' misthress, if 
I was to bear no hand, d'ye see me ?" 

Chevaun and her husband interchanged a look similar to that 
which had passed between them upon the very occasion alluded 
to. Evidently they thought Terence in some misconception. 

" Never mind about the hoy. Admiral, for the prasent. Bnd, 
yes, asthore — disthress, sure enough, is come on poor Moya ; the 
ould mother has a nice bit o' land, to be sure, only there's an ould 
arrear over it, ever since her husband died. An' she an' Moya 
will be turned out on the world-wide, this May, barrin' somethin' 
takes it off for 'em." 

** Sent adhrift ? sink my hulk, but they sha'n't, though ! Show 
me the loober that daare think of it, an' if I don't blow him clane 
off the wather, at the first broadside, scuttle me for ould Davy." 

" That wou'dn't be the way. Admiral," said Murty ; " the thing 
to be done is, to blow the arrears off o' the land. And now listen 
well to me ; your honest goold could do that, if you an' Moya 
Moore was once man an' wife. Ay, an* more than that ; stock 
the farum, too, afther clearin' it ; an' then all would go well to the 
world's ind." 

" Ay, ay ; but this little galley, the Moya, would she be pnttin' 
the ould hulk undher any new ordhers — short allowance o' grog, 
or sich like — d'ye see me, eh, shipmate ?" 

"Niver fear that, Admiral; she wouldn't say one conthrary 
word to you from year's end to year's end, an* I know her well." 

"No squalls, at a hand's- turn, to get ould ship on her baraes' inds?" 

** The dickens a squall she'd give, the crature ! barrin' you gave 
* Tidy and gracious. 
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her ra?OTi, Admiral," asserted>Murty ; "an' you're not the man 
to do sich a dirty turn. No ; ^foya is as quiet as the lamb. No : 
bnt she'd mend for yon, an' she'd make for yon — an' she'd sing a 
pnrty little song for you at her wheel — an' you'd have a house o' 
your own. Admiral — an' no one to cross or conthrary you — an' 
the stock an' the crops nd be thrivin' on the land — an', in a rason- 
able time, there 'nd be little weeny Admirals mnnin' about your 
legs — an' they'd be tumblin' over head an' heels, on the flure, to 
divart you — an' you'd be a 'sponsible man.'^ 

"Hurrah!" cheered Terence, as the picture glowed before his 
ardent imagination. 

" And then let me see the one that 'nd call yon an ngly ould 
fish, or tumble you down the hill, or put the fire to your pig's- 
tail, or as much as snap an eye at yon, my poor ould Admiral." 

" Hnrrah ! hurrah ! hurrah !" again shouted the Admiral, three 
times distinctly, as we have noted it down — now taking off his 
hat, and waving it round his head, while the deafening pitch of 
his voice startled the echoes in the little glen outside the house. 

It was finally settled that Terence should indeed go a- wooing — 
by proxy, however, in the first instance. He was loath to venture, 
as he intimated, out of " say-room," such as he was used to, into 
a strange, nnknown harbour, without taking soundings ; for there 
might be rocks, or sands, or breakers, a-head, enough to make the 
best ship afloat go to pieces, and to baffle the steering skill of the 
ablest hand that ever grappled a helm or boxed a compass. In 
fact, Murty Meehan was deputed, and gladly accepted the commis- 
sion, to break the business to Moya and her mother, while Terence 
O'Brien should await his return in the next public-house, adminis- 
tering to the thirsty wants of some of his neighbours, in return for 
their decent attention to his stories of wondrous adventure on the 
ocean, containing many charms for them, doubtless, though defici- 
ent in that of novelty, and deficient, we venture to say, in another 
sense, veracity ; something in the same style as the substitution of 
the nose, almost all of them. 



CHAPTER VII. 



Sitting down to this story, we made up our minds that it 
should not, if possible, be solemn from the beginning to the end 
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of it. Now, even when it is. plain that, with close regard to truth, 
it mnst take some snch turn, in spite of us^ we wonld fain avoid 
the contingency, if, we repeat, circumstances permitted our choice ; 
80 anxious are we to have it to say. that we possess the talent 
of selecting, for once in our lives at least, as the subject of a tale, 
occurrences and persons always of a sunshiny character. 

But the course of human affairs is, we fear, against us. The dear 
blue sky and the cloud of life, the sun and the shower, work alter- 
nately with each other in whatever succession of true events our ex- 
perience can bring before us. And it is to be even so with our little 
history, henceforward. We promise, however, to stay out in the 
sun as often and as long as we can, and not to chill you under the 
cloud-shadow, or wet you with the shower, except when there is no 
running in-doors from the approach of either. 

Moya Moore deserved the character jointly given of her by her 
sister Chevaun, and by her good brother-in-law, Murty Meehan. 
She was, indeed, an excellent-hearted girl ; very pretty, too, with 
as tender and loving a blue eye as ever lighted up a rosy cheek. 
"We have often paused, with others, to admire her modest beauty, 
and her soft, reth-ing manner, as she stood by one of the pillars of 
our market-house, with some half-dozen pairs of woollen -hose 
hanging over her arm, all of her own knitting — nay, the materials 
of all carded and spun by herself. And we have as often thought, 
while engaged in our innocent studies of Moya, that the cooing, 
pipy murmur of voice in which she used to recommend the quality 
of her merchandise, must have convinced many bidders of their 
excellence. 

But Moya Moore had been more blodming some years befor our 
approaching introduction to her, than she is at present. Care and 
sorrow, and her efforts, from morning to night, to supply, with un- 
tiring industry, to her old broken-spirited parent, the comforts her 
age required, had lately made sad work among the roses on her cheeks. 
After all, little could she effect to soothe her mother's lot. The 
profits of her little household manufacture were inadequate to pay 
men to till the old farm, to stock it, and, above all, to clear it of 
the heavy arrears of rent with which it was burdened. 

Murty has already hinted to his friend, the old Admiral, some- 
thing of the present position of Moya and her mother ; we must 
be a little more particular. 

Mrs. Moore had once been a bustling, consequential personage. 
Perhaps she used to pride herself on the station she enjoyed in 
the world. She had been an heiress— after the fashion following. 
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Her father held a small, compact tract of land, bnt, having no 
male issae, no child bat herself, in fact, — caused her hnsband, when 
s^he married, to come and reside with his wife in the house in 
which she was bopi, and help him to cultivate and take care of 
the land, and be in every respect a son unto him — which, indeed, 
Daniel Moore was, until the old man died, leaving him, in right of 
his spouse, the envied possessor of a comfortable independence. 

And still everything went on prosperously. Mrs. Moore became 
the mother of two sons, who in time proved industrious lads, and, 
directed by their father, increased the profits of the farm ; and so, 
year after year, the heiress, all along covered by her natal roof, 
saw herself and her family gain much repute in the neighbourhood. 
Bat a sorrowful reverse was doomed to her. A malignant fever 
broke out in her district ; and, within a few weeks of each other, 
harried her husband and her. sons to the grave. And now, her 
broken-heartedness and her consternation assisting the ultimate 
result, the widow gradually became first embarrassed, and then in- 
volved beyond hope of redemption. 

At the time of her first misfortunes, — ^her daughter Ghevaun, 
had during some years been married to Murty Meehan, and her 
second daughter, Moya, was a child of nine or ten. At present 
that child is nineteen, so that for a long period poor Mrs. Moore 
has been vainly struggling, almost alone, still to live, and if 
possible die, under the roof which sheltered her father, herself, 
since her birth, her husband, since he became such, to the day of 
his death, and her fine young sons, to the day of their untimely 
demise, also. And at last she has but one melancholy prospect 
before her — that of seeing herself and her innocent Mcyjra turned 
out upon the world, poorer than beggars, because in debt — and 
the one helpless from age, and the other on account of her youth 
and tender character. 

As Murty Meehan crossed the farm to Mrs. Moore's house, bent 
upon his matrimonial diplomacy, bitterly did he lament over the 
face of dilapidation, worn by everything around him. The fences 
were all broken down ; the land overrun with stones, weeds, thistles, 
and bramble. Over that part of it which had once afforded 
pasture to a goodly herd of cattle and a fine flock of sheep, a single 
half-fed cow — a present from himself by the way — ^now ranged, 
untended and mournfully. 

Nor did the once comfortable farm-house and its adjuncts 
present a better appearance than the land. The disjointed gate 
of the front yard lay in the mire. No sturdy swine grunted anrt 
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lorded it over the back yard ; no grand cborns of cackling geese, 
gobbling turkey-cocks, and quack-quack quacking ducks greeted 
his ears from its recesses ; two or three old-maid hens alone, who, 
by sharing Moya's scanty meal of potatoes, just contrived to live, 
uttered some fretful sounds in one of the corners. One end of the 
bam had fallen in. The house itself was fast bending to decay 
and ruin. Here and there the thatch had slid oflf its roof, or been 
blown away by the winds, and was all over that greenish hue 
which indicates, in such material, a speedy approach to decom- 
position, while rank grass, moss, and weeds flourished through it. 
The once decent though small windows of the humble mansion were 
shattered, and their framework shaken. Before the door, on both 
sides, lay a broken plough, a broken harrow, and the wreck of a 
farming cart ; all had gone to pieces, in the weather, as well as 
from the want of an eye and a hand to keep them in repair. 

We have said that Murty Meehan scanned with a feeling heart 
all these symptoms of distress. One thought, however, brought 
him comfort. The old AdmiraVs gold would put everything to 
rights. In the scattered heap of it which he had just seen on his 
supper-table, there was surely enough for the purpose. And de- 
riving spirits from this reflection, Murty crossed the threshold of 
the house. 

Moya was seated to her knitting, inside the door, when he sud- 
denly appeared before her with the usual " God save all here." 
Murty never paid a visit to the widow's abode without bringing 
some little present, or else volunteering and performing some little 
piece of service ; his placid, good-natured face was ever welcome. 
His sister-in-law sprang up, threw her arms round his neck> and 
kissed him cordially. 

** A-chorra-ma-chree, Moya, how is every little inch o' you ?" 

" Thank God ! Murty, I'm as well as my heart could desire ;" 
such was now her habitual answer, while her cheek, her eye, her 
very voice contradicted her. 

*'An' the poor ould mother, a-chorra, how does she hould 
up ?" 

" Och, Murty, only poorly, poorly. She's making my heart to 
bleed for her — in good thruth she is ;" and while Moya pressed 
the tears from her eyes with one hand, she pointed towards the 
widow with the other. 

The old woman was seated in a far comer, brooding, as usual, 
over her troubles. They presented to her mind the one monotonous 
subject of bitter study and chagrin. She had been comfortable — 
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she was a pauper ; happy, and she was miserable ; the respected 
mistress of a plentiful home, and she did not now know how soon 
she must leave it, for ever, to die under a strange roof, or, perhaps, 
on the road-side. A plentiful home ! — and now there was no 
butter in her dairy, no sides of bacon in her chimney, no brown 
loaf in her cupboard ; the small vessel full of inferior potatoes, which 
simmered on a low fire, and a scanty allowance of milk from the 
ill-nonrished '* sthripper," presented to her by Murty Meehan, were 
her only food. 

Seated on a very low stool, the tail of her tattered gown was 
turned over her head, and pinned partially round her face, as if to 
8hut her np with her own melancholy ; her knees were crippled up 
to her mouth — a favourite position — as we have noticed among 
our humbler people — of hopeless poverty. As if such a cringing 
and doubling of the person were meant to express the sense of 
self-humiliation weighing upon the heart. Her fingers were dove- 
tailed across her knees ; and with an exaggeration of the rocking 
movement, before noticed in her daughter Moya, during her visit to 
Mary Meehan, she swayed her body to and fro — the low wailing 
which occasionally timed the motion, imparting to it a character at 
once wild and despairing. 

"How do you come on, my poor sowl ?" asked Murty Meehan, 
bending his gigantic figure till his head came on a level with hers, 
in her lowly position ; and his tones expressed deep and extreme 
commiseration. 

Startled from her wretched abstraction, she suddenly turned 
round, and fixed her sombre eye on his. But it was some time be- 
fore she could perfectly recognise and bring to mind the features 
of her son-in-law. 

" Murty Meehan, is that you ?" she at length said. " I didn't 
know you at onct. The sighth o' my eyes is goin' from me— the 
very blessed sighth o' my eyes ; yes, the way every thing else is 
goin' from me. Husband and sons — they're gone — ^gone, this many 
a year — ^paice an' comfort, house an' land — they're gone, too, or 
else goin', fast, ay, fast, fast ; an' may be 'tis well that the ould 
eyes will be fadin' too ; the good Christhins may be more open- 
handed when they see that the widow that begs a could pee-aty 
from them is blind as well as poor." 

" She's frettin' herself into the grave from me, this away," said 
Moya, still weeping. There's no nse in my tellin' her that God is 
good, and that he never shuts one door on us, but he opens another. 
Mother, I'm stbrong, an' young, an' able to do for you." 
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^^ That child puts the yexation on me, Marty Meehan," resamed 
the peevish and therefore selfish old woman. '^ Jast listen to the 
Tf ords of her month ; she goes on talkin' o' doin' for me i — does 
she call givin' me half a majle o^ pee-aties doin' for me ? Is she 
ahle to pnt her hand agin the rascal of a sheriff an' his bailiffs, an' 
shuv 'em from the donr ? Will she stock the land, and till the 
land ? Will she pay the black-hearted landlord his rent ? Will 
she keep me in the house where I was bom, as I used to be kept 
in it ? Fm not to be nndher this roof another week.** 

" Mother, mother ! don't be so cast down in yonrself," com- 
forted Mnriy, as Moya turned away, hopeless and pamed, though 
not feeling offended, and weeping more than ever. Betther times 
is commin'." 

" Betther times ! well, ay ; I know that. The day I'm sent 
adhrif t over that threshold, the heart will burst in my body ; an* 
then there wiU he betther times — ^in the grave. Betther times, 
becase I can't call to mind there the times that are gone. Ay, ay ; 
I know it well ; an^ Vm thankful to you for your comfort, Murty." 

*^ She's sore afflicted," whispered Moya, coming back, and wish- 
ing by her remark to soften to Murty's ear her mother's bitter 
and hurtfol words. 

" Mother, yoall want none o' the grave's comforts yet a start, 
plaise God. You'll be livin' undher the roof that covers you, an' 
that yon was bom undher, this many a day to come : an^ you'll be 
livin' nndher it prosperous an' happy." 

'* Did you stalk over here on your long legs, Murty Meehan, 
thinkin' you had a witless woman, as well as a broken-hearted 
woman, to make your mock at ? You have a house to cover you ; 
don't jibe them that'll soon be houseless, an' that onct had a home 
o' plenty. Go to your own place, Murty Meehan, an' laive me to 
myself. Go to your own place, an' take your gorsoon on your knee, 
an' promise him a coach an' four horses, if he stops cryiu'. But 
don't bring sich stories to the onld widow in her misfortunes.'' 

" Och, mother, mother !" gently remonstrated Moya, " Murty 
'ud never come to your hearthstone to mock you." 

" Mother, the colleen says the trath," cried Murty. " I was 
never given to say or to do what 'nd give pain to the heart of a 
sthranger, not to talk o' yon. An' I tell you again, an' I know 
what I'm sayin', that you'll Hve in the onld house to the ind o' your 
days, I say, an' comfortable an' happy, if you like." 

Moya had begun to listen to Marty with a beating heart ; now 
she looked at him in breathless interest. The widow relaxed her 



THE BIT O' WRITIN'. 45 

clasped fingers from her knees, put back, with one hand, the 
neglected grey hairs from her face, avd rested the palm of the 
other on her low stool, that so she might enable herself to turn 
round, and gaze her fnll wonder into the speaker's face. Herflaent 
words ceased. 

" First an* foremost," Murty went on, " you don't owe a laffina 
o' rint in the world wide, this blessed moment ! there's the land- 
lord's resate in full, to the prasant day." He laid it on her knees. 
" An,' will you b'lieve me now, mother dear ?" 

Moya, uttering a low scream of joy, suddenly knelt, clasping her 
hands, looking upward,, and moying her lips in prayer. The aged 
woman snatched up the paper, started on her feet, flung back the 
gown which had been hooded round her head, tottered to the rush- 
light in the middle of the floor, read the writing, and saw there was 
no mockery. 

^' May the ould widow's blessin's," she began, also kneeling, 

" fall in a plentiful shower on the head that — that " she could 

not go on ; a passion of tears interrupted her speech. Mary fer- 
vently finished for her the intended blessing, adding, " An' mine with 
it, our Father in heaven ! mine — the blessin' o' the poor widow's 
orphan child on whoever it is, that takes my mother out of her sore 
throuble, this holy and blessed night !" 

** 'Tis more nor two years," resumed Mrs. Moore, wiping with 
her apron the plentiful moisture from her eyes and her wrinkles, 
" more nor two years since a tear fell from me. My heart was 
crusted over wid bitterness, like the wather when the frost is upon 
it. An' I'm cryin' now becase the thaw is come to me. Don't be 
afeard, Moya ; don't let it throuble you ; nor you, Murty, asthore ; 
it's the joy makes me cry, an' it will do me good." 

For some time the certain tidings that she was not to be turned 
out of her house — the home of her fathers, of her youth, of her 
womanhood, and of her matronly consequence — were sufficient ti- 
dings for the Widow Moore ; and as she professed to receive relief 
from her tears, Murty allowed her to indulge them without inter- 
ruption. 

Moya also experienced a temporary abstraction of joy, though 
not of a nature so selfish as that indulged in by her mother; in fact, 
her heart thrilled with pleasmre, because her mother's had been 
comforted. Both, however, awakened, at length, to the interest of 
the new question-^how had Murty obtained the money to pay 
thek rent? 
. " Sit where you are, mother, quiet an' asy, an' I'll soon tell you 
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the whole story. The body that gave me the money to free you o' 
the landlord won't stop his hand there. He'll stock the farum for 
you ; an' he'll make the oald land and the ould place to look the 
same it onct looked for yon ; an' he'll come an' live undher the same 
roof wid you ; an' he'll be a son in your ould days to yon. An' I'll 
let yon call me a bom gandher, if he doesn't turn out to be a good 
son, into the bai'gam." 

" Yes, Murty ; yes, avich," gasped Moya, changing colour, in an 
ill-boding, and fidgeting with her fingers. 

"An', to ind fJl, in one word, he'll just marry wid my little 
Moya, here. An' if he doesn't make mooch of her, why I'm asthray 
intirely." 

. Moya slid down quietly in a sitting position, her face now very 
pale, and her eyes staring at Murty. 

** Who is be, Murty dear ?** she asked in a whisper scarcely 
andible. 

*' Yes, Murty, aroon ; what name is on the gorsoon ?" echoed 
ber mother. 

" Gorsoon ?" questioned Murty, with an innocent smile — that b, 
with a smile meant to be received as quite innocent, though it really 
did not, so much as his usual ones, partake of that honourable 
character ; " Gorsoon ! why, then, banin' he's a gorsoon bee raison 
of his bein' a bachelor boy, I'm thinkin' it's time for bun to be a 
man at the prasant day ; sure, ye both know Terry O'Brien, the — 
the ^" Murty hesitated. 

Moya started into an expression which it would be difficult to de- 
fine, as with the slightest possible approach to impatience, she re- 
sumed, " TeiTy — ^Terry O'Brien, the the what ?*' 

" The — the-r-Admiral," answered Murty, at last, in a hurry. 
He could not, on the present occasion, brmg himself to honour Ter- 
ence with his usual title in full. 

Moya's figure suddenly sank lower as she sat, and with clasped 
hands, and a face of utter misery, she looked towards her mother. 
Neither that good woman nor Murty Meehan, however, noticed or 
understood the present meaning of her manner and features. 

** Terry O'Brien, the otdd Admkal ?" queried Mrs. Moore, very 
slowly, supplying Mmty's delicate ombsion ; and it half seemed that 
even her selfishness could not at once reconcile her to poor Terence 
as a husband for her daughter. 

Murty went on — " Call him bee whatever other names ye plaise, 
Terry O'Brien is the man ; a power o* the goold cum to him, from 
hb ould slup, for prize money, bee manes iv a bit o' writin' that 
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one poor Marty MeehaD, a neigbboar, dbrew up for bim; an* we 
all know be bad a tbrifle o* tbo gaiaeas aforeband, aloDg wid it ; 
au* every laffina of it all, tbat's left af tber payia' the landlord, be'll 
pelt into little Mo7a*s lap, to do wbat ebe likes wid it. Tbere*s no 
denyin* tbat Moya migbt get a younger boy, an' maybe a one more 
likely an' comely to look at ; bud would be bring ber or you, motber, 
out o' tbe tbrouble tbat's on ye ? — would be rise up all our beads 
again, an' bring back tbe ould times ? — An' salvation to my sowl, 
if there's a more laucky crature than my poor Terry walkin* Ire- 
land's ground. He'll be like a little dog about tbe bouse ; be'll do 
everything ye bid bim do. Moya 'ill be bis Queen o' tbe May. An' 
if 'tis a thing tbat he's a taste ould, why, he's hearty ; an' not bad 
to look at, whin you come used to him." 

Moya still continued silent, her looks fixed on her mother, as a 
cdprit at the bar of justice, on trial for his life, watches the face of 
the foreman of the jury, returning into court, with his brethren, 
after having agreed upon a verdict. She soon knew her doom. 

*' Moya won't say tbe ' No,' " decided the old woman ; " Moya 
always cared for her mother, an' she won't be the cause of her dyiu' 
broken-hearted at last. Moya wouldn't put tbe mother's blessiu' 
from her." 

The young girl drew in her breath, makmg a slight hissing 
sound. 

'^ I tell you again, Murty Meehan, if it came to pass that I was 
thrust over that dour stone, I'd lay down my head on its threshold 
an' die. And Moya wouldn't send her father's widow an' her own 
mother out o' the world that way." 

A visible shudder ran through Moya's frame, but again her agi- 
tation was unnoticed. 

The garrulous Mrs. Moore went on in great glee — " No, no, 
Moya would not. An' so, all will be as it used to be agin, plaise 
God ! The flitches will be in the chimbly agin ; the cows will come 
to the baun, lowin'to be milked, agin ; we'll have the sbeep-sbeai-in' 
agiu ; an' the chmn-dash will be goiu' by the fire. We'll have our 
little parlour nate an' purty agin ; whin the lark is singin' above 
oar heads, in the momin', well ramble through tbe green fields, to 
look at the lambs sportin' and to hear the ewes blaitin' to 'em. 
There will be nothin', widin an' widout, but pace, an' plenty, an' 
happiness, an' heart's rest. — ! the praises be given above I— och I 
'tis a blessiu' that Moya is bringin' on herself an' me ! — She was 
always good ; the widow's comfort in all her sore throubles an' mis- 
iort'ns : an' now she'll be the manes o' lettin* me die undher tbe roof 
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where I first saw the light ; och, the blessiu's on my Moya ! 
Come, an' give the odd mother one kiss, my Moya-bawn ! — come, 
a-cdi£^a !" 

Mechanically, and with some difficulty in her motions, Moya arose 
from her cronching seat on the floor, and went to obey her mother's 
commands. The lips she touched to those of the old woman were 
white and cold. 

" The mother's blessin' be upon your head, my own chorra ma- 
chiee,** added the good dame, laying her hands on Moya's head, 
after embracing her ; ** but is it shiverm' wid the cowld you are ?" 

Murty Meehan also noticed, at last, the girl's wretched appear- 
ance and manner : but accounted for them on the grounds of maid- 
enly surprise and bashfulness. He was not quite so much in Moya's 
coufldence as was his worthy spouse. And after some further con- 
versation between him and Mrs. Moore, honest Murty took his leave, 
convincing himself — though in the teeth of a lurking little suspi- 
cion to the contrary — that he had acted as a dutiful son-in-law and 
an affectionate brother-in-law ought to have done. All along, 
doubtless, he had admitted to himself — as, indeed, we have heard 
him acknowledge to the girl's face — that Moya might very na- 
turally prefer a younger and a sprucer bridegroom. Yet was it 
Murt/s serious conviction that, by the proposed match, he consulted 
her personal happiness as well as her worldly advantage ; so very 
high was his opinion of the old Admiral. 

As to the Widow Moore, her sudden change wrought by the 
joyous prospect thus suddenly opened to her, from moping despair 
to brisk good spirits, was truly surprising. She seemed to have 
regained the vigour of her early days. So soon as Murty had de- 
parted, she became wordy and bustling to excess, to the almost un- 
conscious eyes and ears of her still silent child. She took Moya 
with her through the house, and, late as it was, through the yards 
and out-buildings, to point out the repairs and improvements which 
were to be immediately undertaken, by means of the fortune so 
providentially supplied to them. Seated within doors agam, she ran 
over the arrangements for the wedding-feast ; numbered the dishes 
to be placed on the tables ; selected the guests ; and even prescribed 
the fashion, colours, and quality of the bride's wedding garments. 
Moya only felt that a word of dissent or discouragement, on her 
part, to all this selfish and vain anticipation, would break her 
mother's heart, and deprive her of her mother's dying blessing, and 
she was still and still silent. 

At length the widow retired to bed. Even after she had lain 
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down, Moya eat enduriug her loquacious and — to the poor girl— 
teiTible visions of happiness and importance in the world. Sleep 
fell on her ; Moya watched till she was sure her mother slum- 
bered soundly, and then she stole on tiptoe to the door of the 
house, raised its latch quietly, stept out, closed the door again, ran 
down the slope of a hill, gained the edge of the little stream that 
whimpered at its foot, and cast herself down there. Now, as she 
wrung her hands in agony, the sobs and the tears which had been 
so long kept in, swelled through the echoing nooks of the lonesome 
spot around her, and pattered into the shallow water over which 
she bent. 

" Oh !" she cried, " may the Lord of Heaven have pitjj on me 
this black night! The heartVrest my mother spoke of — the 
beart's-rest ! Oh, I was only poor before — poor, and father ^ 
l«ss, and brotherless — but now I now ! now !" — she wrung her 
hands with increased energy and bitterness — "the fortune! och, 
y«s ! the fortune to be sure ! But isn't there another would do the 
same for my mother an' me, only he's poor, poor, poor like our- 
selves ? Mother, it will cost me dear to keep your last blessin' on 
my head, an' to laive you undher the roof-three of yoor father's 
house ! Mother, mother, it would break your heart to be turned 
out o' that house, an' it will break mine to keep you in it ! Oh ! 
the Lord look down on me ! Oh ! I am the most miserable crature 
On the face of the earth this moment ! Oh ! what, what is to be- 
come of me ?'* 

Thus did Moya make her moan, but the running stream that re- 
ceived and bore away her tears, failed to carry with it her young 
soiTOws too. The grey morning began to break before she became 
alive to a necessity for calming herself. Then, however, amid 
continued sobs which almost rent her bosom, she tried to cool and 
wash away the tears from her burning eyes. At length, she walked 
up the hill to the house, slowly and heavily, that she might be in 
time for her mother's wakening hour, and take her pl^ce to listen 
t» renewed descriptions of the happiness in store for her. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

After spending, as a matter of etiquette — indeed, almost of 
necessity after prize money — two or three days and nights at the 
alehoase, drinking King George's health, and confusion to all his 
enemies, but particularly to his French ones, Terence O'Brien 
steered up to the Widow Moore's abode, to promote in person his 
matrimonial suit. 

To thb step he had been induced principally by Murty Meehan's 
frequent representations of its being indispensable in the eyes of 
all " dacent neighbours of people, livin' on firrum land ;" for 
Terence's own part, he saw no use in jawing over the business, 
'•it wasn't say man-like." When '* 'boord ould ship," they always 
cleai'ed for action without any such palaver. So soon as Mot'ier 
Moore chose to give the word, he was ready to come to close 
quarters, and what else could be reqofred of him ? In boarding 
an euemy, who ever thought of speaking her f ah* ? What was a 
broadside for but to bring her to her senses, without wasting a word? 

With his usual kind consideration, Murty Meehan laboured to 
convince the Admiral that there w^as no parallel between the present 
proposed encounter and that of an action at sea. That, in fact 
and truth, Moya Moore was no enemy of his, nor he an enemy to 
her; but that, on the contrary, they were both good friends 
already, and that the object in view was to make them the best 
and closest friends in the world. 

" We cruize a-head together, then, my hearty — the Mui-ty and 
the Teriy alongside — eh ?" 

" By all manes. Admiral ;" and, accordingly, they proceeded to 
Mrs.. Moore's together. 

Upon this occasion the Admiral looked as well as his personal 
accidents could permit. From top to toe, he wore a new suit, 
|)€tfectly in sailor trim. Blue jacket, blue trousers, scarlet waist- 
coat, white stockings, and single-soled pumps. His grey hairs 
were smoothed backward from either side of his forehead, his new 
lurry hat hung towards one ear, his pig-tail was freshly bound 
and ribboned, and around his throat he had coiled a flaming silk 
handkerchief, which 

** Waved like a meteor in the troubled air.*' 

Before the inmates of the house could see him, his stormy 
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" Ould ship a-hoy !" sounded in their ears from the middle of the 
ascent to their threshold. At the hail, Moya, who had been 
moping about, sank on a seat in a dark corner. The widow, on 
the contrary, bounded from her stool, adjusted her attire, hastened 
to the open door-way, and there stood with a preparatory face and 
air, expressive of much welcome and cordiality. And there did 
the Admiral first address her. 

" Aha, ould frigate ! all right and tight aboord — eh ?" 

" He's axin' you, mother," said Murty Meehan, in an " aside," 
as Mrs. Moore's features began to wear a very puzzled expression, 
" he's axin' you, in his say-gibberish, how is all in the house." 

"Why, then, we're brave an* hearty, thank God, an' to your- 
self, sir, for the axinV' answered the dame, addressine; Terence ; 
" an' glad in the heart to see you undher our poor roof." 

" Splice timbers, here, my ould frigate." 

The Widow Moore was again at a loss to comprehend the Ad- 
miral's phrase, but the action accompanying his words proved suf- 
ficiently intelligible to her. ^Terence jerked forward his one hand : 
she advanced one of her's to meet it ; and then he set to work at 
her arm, along with that hand, as if he had been at the pump, 
aboard, five feet of water in the hold. The old woman's joints 
were nearly dislocated in their sockets ; and the struggle of her 
heart to to restrain screams expressive of her torture, and of her 
countenance, to keep up a show of good-humour, became pitiable. 
Her son-in-law elect went on : 

" ril tell you a piece of my mind, now, misthress. I hate 
jawin'. A sayman isn't never used to it. He laives it to your 
land loobers an' the parley- wows. But never mind for all that ; 
he'll do his duty without it as long as a plank of him sticks to- 
gether. And now, agin, here's a bit o' log, d'ye see me. Murty 
Meehan, my jolly shipmate here, he cruised a start round your port 
t'other night to take soundin's : an* he spoke wid you, an' so yon 
know our present tack. See here — ^1*11 put the rhino aboord — I'll 
work ould ship for you, here, as well as one timber can do it, 
hearty and saymanlike — I'll tug when you cry, * yee-ho !' — I'll 
keep the tackle thrue, and the canvass fair to the breeze. Maybe 
I'd thry my loock at the helm, off and on ; but I'm no great hand 
at that part o' ship^s work, and I tell yon so, plump, afore we 
wdgh anchor. An' that's all I've got to palaver about. If it's a 
bargain for the voyage, I'm aboord ; if not, only say the word, 
an' I'm off on the ould course — eh, my ould frigate ?" 

Again, Mrs. Moore wot not what to say, for again she wot not 
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what had been said to her. She believed, however, that not- 
withstanding the pumping she had undergone, she was still called - 
on to manifest great content and satisfaction. So, as the best 
thing to be thought of, she bobbed many curtsies. But, again, 
Marty Meehan considerately acted as interpreter between her and 
what he was pleased to call, in his own pride of knowledge of the 
English language, the " say-gibberish" of his friend. 

''It's what he's demandin' of you now, mother, is— would you 
be plaised wid him, goold an' all, for a husband for the colleen ?*' 

" An' troth, an' why not ? An' sure we'll do our endayvour to 
make the place an' the house agreeable an' comfortable to him, an' 
to any friend of his," she replied ; " paice and plenty widin an' 
widout, laucJcy times, an' happiness galore^ 

'' But mind, misthress-^-mind one thing. Sayman's allowance 
of grog, an' no stintin'." 

Murty promised there would be no stint : he was supported, 
upon explanation, by Mrs. Moore ; and matters being so far under- 
stood, Terence again " spliced timbers" with the ould frigate, and 
a second time wrought so bard that, in order to conceal her real 
feelings, she forced herself into an aiFected burst of laughter, while 
the sourness of her aspect plainly denoted that a hearty fit of cry- 
ing would have more honestly expressed her sensations, and the 
state of her temper. 

" Sink my hulk to ould Davy !" then bellowed the Admiral, 
"Where's the little craft I*m to join company with? Ahoy, 
there !" as he discovered Moya in her dark comer ; " alongside 
here ! alongside, my little schooner !" and he seized her hand, 
and tugged her into the middle of the apartment. " What cheer, 
now, what cheer ? eh ? scuttle me but her canvass shivers in the 
breeze. But cheer up, cheer up ; 'twill right soon — eh ? Shiver 
my timbers, but you are a thrim little vessel — prize for an Ad- 
miral. And if the ould jolly boy doesn't fight, broadside to 
broadside, for you, against any seventy-four that ever swum, may 
he be sent undher hatches for a skulker ! A buss, my little hearty, 
an' all's settled." And before the temfied Moya could recede 
from his advance, he snatched the favour he had proposed. " My 
hulk to splinters, shipmate!" addressing Murty Meehan, "but 
she's a well-built little vessel — ain't she ? Lookee ; painted, pin- 
nace-like, d'ye see me, and right well rigged from stem so stem. 
Don't you shiver so, my hearty ; cheer up, I say. I never knew 
a land-jack that war'n't afeard o' salt wather, at the settin' out ; 
but you'll not be long before the wind till yon bear a hand bravely ; 
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I know it — so cheer up." The old Admiral again saluted his 
bride ! and Moya, then pulling herself somewhat free of his gripe, 
retreated to her corner. 

Her mother next boarded the seaman, engaging him in a dis- 
cussion of all her plans of improvement and management in the 
house and on the farm. For a short time he listened to her with 
some little seeming attention; but, fatigued with her "jaw," sud- 
denly bounced off his seat, told her that he left the whole business 
of the outfit to his shipmate and herself, snatched a parting hon- 
louche from his little pinnace, and scudded away, full before the 
wind. 

Terence felt perfectly satisfied with the state of affairs. All was 
now settled, and so no more talk about it. Mrs. Moore could not 
be smoother nor kinder. Moya seemed shy, to be sure ; but, as he 
had intimated to her, so were, according to his recollections and 
experience, all fresh-water jacks at the first sight of the sea. She 
had not repulsed him — she had not said '* No." And, seeing that 
she was gifted with a tongue in her head, such must have been the 
case did she really dislike the proposed "cruise in company." On 
board the old Saint Vincent, all his life long, his shipmates and he 
had always spoken their minds honestly to each other, and he had no 
other rule of judging of people's opinions, and he would have none. 
No meant no, and yes meant yes ; or, what was even better, for it 
saved jaw, if you asked a *' shipmit" will you ? and he said neither 
yes nor no, but just held his tongue, and at the same time did not 
knock you down, or give any similar indication of dissent, why you 
had an answer much plainer than all the languages in the world 
could convey it, to the effect of — " To be sure I will." So that 
our honest Admiral left the Widow Moore's " ould ship," experienc- 
ing pretty nearly the same sensations he used to feel, when about 
to make a fresh cruise, after riding some time at anchor — careless 
and hearty, and his spirits up, from an undefined hope of something 
novel about to happen to him. 

How often, with the best intentions in the world, do the best 
people in the world go near to break the hearts of the unhappy, in 
an endeavour to do them good ! 

And why ? 

Because they don't, or won't, or can't understand. 

And ah ! that little word " won't," contains matter for chapters 
upon the curious and contemptible compound of our nature, take it, 
upon the average, at its best 

But — " to the Deuce with your sentiment." 

With all our heart. Don't be afraid, " gentle reader." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

The news of the intended nuptials soon spread abroad, and, 
among the guests selected by Mrs. Moore on the occasion, great pre- 
parations ensued to grace the widow's roof upon the appointed day. 
Under that roof itself a still greater bustle went on, to do honour 
to her invitations. Before the arrival of the priest there is some- 
thing to be noticed. 

The high-road leading to the principal country town, ran at the 
distance of about a mile at right- angles with the front of the Widow 
Moore's dwelling. From it a borheen, or narrow way, diverged, and 
took a circuitous route towards the humble abode, and, by a branch- 
track, communicated directly with its threshold. Along this route 
horses and carts, or — as the primitive machines which then substi- 
tuted carts were called — cars, could journey, to and from market. 
But pedestrians chose a shorter cut to the main road, as well from 
her house as from other solitary dwellings near her. 

Upon the night when she first became informed of Terence 
O'Brien's proposal of marriage, Moya Moore, as we are aware, ran 
down from her mother's door to the side of a little stream, there to 
vent her feeling in solitude. This stream, having its source among 
high hills in the recesses of the country, had, before Moya arrived 
at its banks on that spot, passed close by Murty Meehan's cabin, 
about half a mile up from her, and continued to flow on from her 
feet to the high-road already spoken of, which it crossed ; thence 
pursuing its course to the river, with which it soon became con- 
founded. While sketching, at the opening of our story, Murty 
Meehan's residence, and its surrounding features, we believe wo 
hinted that the tiny rivulet ran a very zigzag race near to his thresh- 
old. We have now to say that it did the same thing all the way it had 
to run, its abberrations being caused by the nature of the ground 
through which, like a dog on a scent, it seemed to nose its way. 
At every twisty it was almost shut up among puzzling inequalities, 
in one little solitude or another, from all sight of whence it had 
come, or whither it was to go. Now the little active stream found 
itself safely rippling over smooth sand or pebbles, then among shak- 
ings or swellings of cultivated fields ; now stealing amid rushes, 
dock-leaves, and sedge— through lumpish land, neglected or na- 
turally barren ; and anon it chafed, and beaded, and sometimes 
grew important enough to foam through a jumbled group of rocks 



THE BIT O' WRITIN'. 65 

and stones, great and small, doing its best to escape from the fast- 
ness. Yet, crooked as was the line along its edges to the high.road, 
foot-passengers, thither bound from Mrs. Moore's abode, or from 
the residences of her neighbours, chose it in preference to the cart- 
way ah-eadj described, for no other reason, that we conld ever dis- 
cover, except that they deemed it the pleasanter. 

At the point where a dislocated row of stepping-stones afforded 
a crossing from the foot-path at one side of the brook to the opposite 
one, Moya Moore sat down on the night we have mentioned ; and on 
the next night, and the next ; her hot tears still making bubbles, 
like blisters, upon the surface of the clouded water. Girls of all 
degrees are, we are told, timid ; and those of Moya's class in life 
saperstitiously so. It is, therefore, remarkable that in so often fre- 
quenting this lonely place, at such late hours, she did not feel un- 
easy under the influence of its character, nor yet on account of a 
time-out-of-mind story, of which it was the scene. 

A story ! — ^yes — -an old and a terrible story I We cannot help 
it, but had better recount it in as few words as possible. 

The rising ground to Moya's back, as she sat, was called "Lacken- 
na-Monh," or " the Woman's Hill." Opposite to her, at the 
other side of the stream, just where the pedestrian from the high- 
road should begin to cross it on his near approach to her mother's 
house, arose a huge rock of granite, streaked in a kind of deep dim 
colour, with a figure something like a cross. From a murdered 
maiden had the hill been named : at the foot of the rock she had 
been found dead and stiff; and the cross had been made four gene- 
rations ago (though no weather could since erase it) with her blood. 
The unhappy girl had loved, in secret, a stranger. He prevailed 
on her to leave her father's home with him — she engaged to rifle, 
beforehand, for his advantage, her father's coffers ; she kept both 
her promises but too well. He watched for her at night, by appoint- 
ment. On her progress to him, after her elopement from her hitherto 
innocent dwelling, he saw her steal down the Lacken-na-Monh to 
the stepping-stones ; he received her with extended arms : after 
crossing the stones he led her under the ominous shadow of the 
pile of granite, ascertained that she came freighted with the 
expected booty, struck her down, followed up the blows till he hatl 
killed her, and then escaped with his prize. For all along the vil- 
lain had not in the slightest degree responded to her guilty love. 
At her father's gold alone he had aimed ; now, that gold in his 
clutch, he did not want her to encumber him, or to help him to 
spend it. 
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Such was the well-accredited story connected with Moya Moore*8 
chosen nook of solitary sorrow. Yet, as w^ have noticed, it had 
not the effect of keeping her away, under her mother's roof, or even 
of sending her to spend her hours elsewhere out of doors. Though 
respectable authorities added to the horrors of the tale we have 
glanced at, by asserting that very often, under the clouds of the 
night, the spirit of the murdered girl might be heard shrieking ter- 
rifically over and around the place, and sometimes seen, too, exag- 
gerated to an unearthly size, and draped in white, upon the top, 
or at the base of the desecrated rock. Still, all this seemed to 
make no disagreeable impression on Moya. Or if, during her repeated 
visits to the haunted and unholy ground, natural fear did come 
over her recollections, either she was too much engrossed with her 
own grief to care about anything further that might happen to her, 
or she had some particular reason for braving the terrors of the 
spot. We believe both feelings combined to shape her conduct. 

At ail events, upon the third night preceding that appointed for 
her marriage with the old Admii-al, Moya Moore was again sitting 
at her own edge of the stream, opposite to the " stone of the bloody 
cross." A smart breeze whistled along the brook, and eddied, at 
her back, against the ^^ Lacken-na-Monk" The stars were now 
hidden by stormy clouds, and now shone free of the obstruction. 
But, on this occasion, Moya need not have given way, as much as 
upon former nights, to supernatural terrors, for she did not sit 
alooe at the stepping-stones. 

Her companion was a very young man, athletic and comely : but 
whatever might be the character of his brow, as stamped naturally 
by his disposition, it was now dark and wrinkled. When he spoke, 
his accents were sometimes vehement ; sometimes they sank into 
a cadence of despairing entreaty. Moya's voice, in reply to him, 
was invariably heart-broken and wailing, and often interrupted by 
^obs. In his right hand he grasped her right hand, his left arm 
encircled her waist tightly. Often, in moments of excessive grief, 
the grrl allowed her head to fall on his shoulder. 

'* No, no, I cannot pass the sthrame with you," she said, " nor 
stay out from my mother, even where we are, any longer. Twas 
a wrong thing for me to come to meet you, at all ; for *iis sorer to 
part than I thought it would be." 

'* Don't forsake me, Moya," groaned the young man. " Don't, 
for the Saviour's sake." 

'^ Never lay the blame to me, gorsoon — OK ! would T, would I 
forsake yon, if I could help it ?" 
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'• Moya, if yon loved me 1 am ill, Moya, some way, I don't 

know how, an' I can spake bnt a few words to you at a time 

it* you loved me — if ever you loved me, you would surely help it, 
Moya." 

'• An' never say that to me, my poor gorsoon, of all words out of 
your mouth. Love you !— och, you have no rason to say it. God, 
who hears my prayers and sees the heart, knows you have not. 
Feel Moya's heart, this moment, ma bouchaleen* — 'tis heavy — 
heavy ; heavy like a lump o' lead ; broke, I believe — broke, I 
hope — I hope ! An' the sleep never falls on my eyes the night 
long : whenever I am in the bed, I sit up in it, cryin'." 

*' Moya, ma-cuishla, we won't part — we won't go from one an- 
other" 

*• Och, the sorrow is on my heart to know that the time for partin* 
has come !" 

" No, no, Moya ! no — it would be a desthruction to both of us.* 

*' I know it will be the desthruction of one of us, at any rate. 
Listen to me well, my own boachal ; I'm thryin' to get ready 
to laive the world. There's gomethin' tells me that I won't live 
out the night that takes me from you ;7— that the next mornin's 
breakin' will look down on the corpse o' Moya Moore !" 

" An' you tell mo to quit your side, Moya, in the same breath 
that tells me that ! you love me as well as that, an' you bid me 
laive you ! Cuishla, i'd give up house an' home, kith an* kin, 
land an' goold, if land an' goold were mine, for youJ* 

" An' I'd do the same for you, my poor gorsoon, if so doin' only 
concerned myself in this world, an' laid up no evil for me in the 
next. But I wouldn't break the ould mother's heart, and aim her 
dyin' curse." 

" Och, my own colleen ! what is to become of us, then ? Moya, 
Moya, the love is on my heart for you ever since we were little 
childer, goin' to the school together ! an' now I see that you're in 
want o' the pity as mooch as mysef !" 

" I remember the time you spake of, well. There was a day 
that I climbed up an' spilt the masther's ink, an' you took the 
blame on yoursef, widout my knowin' it, an' you never cried when 
they punished you; but suffered like a stout little man for my sake. 
An' I call to mind when we used to come home together of an 
evening, an' when the rain would be faUin', you'd take off your 
coat to cover me, an' walk in the peltin' showei- widout a tack to 

^ * Little boy. 
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shelter yon from it. An' I remember the singia' birds you'd bring me, 
and the nosegays you'd pull for me. Avoch ! I remember every- 
thing — up to the very May-mornin' when you tould me I was your 
own cuishla-gal-machree. An' if I was the misthress of a coach- 
an'-six to-night, not the weeoiest word or deed that ever passed 
between us, could Moya forget, my poor bouchal bawn." 

" An,' afther all, Moya, you talk of goin' from me ?" One only 
idea was at present in the lad's mind, that one expressed, with but 
little variation of words, every time he spoke. 

*' Fm goin' from you into the grave — ^but then I'll die free of 
my mother's death, an' of my mother's curse, an' maybe God will 
give me a comfort in the life to come. What grieves me most of 
all at present, is the knowledge that I must laive you broken- 
hearted too, for your poor Moya." 

" Moya," he said, trembling, while she wept and sobbed in his 
arms, ** if things are to tarn out that way, God's heavy curse ou 
my heart, if it does not break !" His tears now flowed fast with 
hers. She started, sat ci-ect, and looked across the stepping-stones. 

" What is it ?" he asked 

" Did you see nothing over the sthrame ?" He answered " No." 
**Not hear any noise? But there's no one to be seen now, an' 
pothin' to be heard but the whistlin' wind an' the runnin' wather — 

an' sure I was only puttin' foolish things into my own mind '^ 

Again her head rested on his shoulder, as, amid tears and sobs, 
scarcely lessened or interrupted by her momentary fright, she 
ottered, in a very low voice, the young man's name : and when he 
replied, she went on. 

" You know the berrin'-place of my unfortunate people, my poor 
gorsoon ? Yes, you do— only you'll know it betther when you 
follow another coffin there. I remember well you walked afther 
my father's, and afther my two brothers' coffins, to it. So you'll 
come there of a Sunday ; an' you'll kneel down, bareheaded, on a 
new-made grave, an' " 

'* Caishla ! cuishla ! stop them words — I won't listen to them ! An' 
I won't part you, neither ! I can't part you ! never will I part you I 
My father is poor, and has nothing to give me ; but I'm an able 
boy ; I can ^o through a day's work with any other that ever held 
a plough. I'll take a bit o' ground ; I'll dig on it ; we'll build a 
little cabin on it. I'll labour in our little garden afther the day's 
work for the farmers, and afore the day's work — afore the sun rises, 
an' long afther the sun goes down. An' I'll work so well for others, 
as well as for you, that the rich farmers will come to seek me out, 
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and to Lire me. I'll keep up your mother an' yonrself. An' if 
there's a fort'n to be made on Ireland's ground, or a penny, I'll 
earn it for my colleen. We'll be happy together ; happy, though 
not very rich. But to part from you ! Siitin' here wid you .to- 
night, an' my arms about you — to talk of partin' from you ! Moya, 
I say again, we'll never part." 

*' Avoch ! many's the time my own thoughts an' my own heart 
brought before me the bit o' land, an' the little cabin, au' the little 
garden, an' everything you spake of — ay, an' more, I seen my own 
self helpin' you in the garden, or makin' or mendin' for you at the 
cabin dour ; or busy about the floor, inside, to be ready for your 
comin' home in the evening. But it was all a dhrame ! an empty 
dhrame, though a very happy one ! As empty as the wind that 
whistles on the bill behind us, an' as nnthme as that the stars are 
dancin' in that wather, though that seems tbrue enough too. No, 
bouchaleen. The mother's curse, an' the mother's grave rises be- 
tween us, an' opens between us ! We are parted for ever in this 
world — an' may God help us both !" 

*' I say no, still, Moya ! no no ! do you listen to me now. We 
are promised to one another in the holy Name, an' nobody on earth 
has the right to stand between us !" • 

" Is it the anger is comiu' upon you, bouchal-bawu ?'' she asked. 

His looks and accents, as well as his words, told that a change 
began to work within him. 

" An* why shouldn't the anger come on me, if it did come ? — 
Why should your mother desthroy ns both for the sake of a waste- 
ful dinner or a new gownd, or a curtshy an' a ' God save you, 
ma'am ?' — Us — two young people in the mornin' of our days — 
long life an' many hopes before us ! — Cover my Moya undher the 
sod o' the grave, and send me — if I didn't soon lie by her side — 
send me, a mad creature, over the face o' the earth, killin', I believe, 
any live thing that would stand up afore me. By the night that's 
above our heads, I'll not go from you, Moya ! There's no one, I 
say, has the right over yon but myself, an' I hould you close — an' 
I will hould you close !" 

" Och, bouchal ma-chree I don't say them cross words to me, 
an' don't press me so hard — Would you hurt me, as well as frighten 
me, now ? — Take away your hands, an' let me be goin' home to 
my mother, in the name o' God." 

" Home you'll not go, Moya — never !" 

Still holding her in his arms, he suddenly started up with the 
terrified girl, bore her rapidly across the stepping-stone**, laid her 
at the base of the granite rock, and cast himself by her side. 
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" What did you bring me here for, ma bouchal ?" she wliispered, 
standing np, as well as she was able, after a shrinking glance 
around, which informed her where she was. He did not answer ; 
but she saw him turn upon his breast, and coyer his face with his 
hands, while his limbs shook, and sounds of great passion escaped 
him, A7, the master-fit was upon him. " Now, mj poor boy, 
you frighten me more and more — the good night to you, for I 
must " 

He again interrupted her, starting up to her side, and clasping 
her wildly — "No, Moya, no ; — ^not the good night ! — no, no !" — 
And amid showering tears and choking sobs, he impressed upon her 
lips and cheeks kiss after kiss, in rapid saccession. Moya was un-^ 
able to straggle against his strength and blind impetuosity. 

" Free me," she could only say, in a low voice, " free me ; an* 
tell me, I ask you again, why have you brought me to this evil spot?* 

His paroxysm grew less : now, in his turn, his head fell on her 
shoulder ; and, though he still held her, his grasp relaxed, as he at 
length answered—"! don't know why, Moya: I can't tell yon 
why ; it has gone out of my mind, I believe, if ever it was in it. 
Or I brought you here only to bring you somewhere — ^no matter 
where — with me, may be — ^yes, that's the troth." 

" Let us quit it, then. Twas here Nora Grace lost her life. An* 
they say that when two thrue lovers stand together near this stone, 
in the night time, bad fortune is in th^ path of one 0' them, or 
both o' them — come." 

" Yes, so they say. An' we are two thrue lovers — an' we are 
stannin' near the stone — an' the sayin' will turn out to be a right 
sayin', if you don't hindher it, Moya." 

** Silence ensued, while, in the imperfect light, she endeavoured 
to read the meaning of the young man's features. " Moya," he 
resumed, in a broken hoarse tone. 

" What is it ?" she asked, ill at ease, and speaking with difficulty. 

" Will you come your ways with me,' and be my own Moya ?'* 

" Where with you, bouchaleen ? where could we go together ?" 

" Anywhere that gives our heads a shelter — there can be love 
anywhere." 

" bouchal, bouchal ! you will let me home to the poor ould 
mother, an' heaven will have a blessin* in store for you." 

" I give you the warnin', Moya. Don't say the no to me, this 
night." 

" An' well you know I wonldn't, cuishla, if the mother's death 
an' the mother's curse were not in our road afore us !" 
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" Moja, you must, or ' 

" Or what ? — why do you stop ? Is it hurt or harm you'd put 
on your own poor Moya ?" 

" No !" he roared out, stamping on the sward. " No ! — there! — 
I free you ! — I take my arms from around you ! Go your ways, 
now, to your mother, if you like ! — only listen to me first. Listen 

well to me. By the cross o' blood on this stone " He was 

stepping closer to the rock, his hand raised. 

Moya interrupted his words, crying loudly, " Don't lay your 
hand on it, to swear by it ! — don't touch it !" 

" By the cross o' blood on this stone," he repeated, slapping his 
palm against it so smartly that the little solitude rang to the sound 
he produced by the action. 

Moya flew after him, tore away his hand, flung herself on bis 
neck, and, after glancing round her, much tenified, and in great 
apprehension, whispered, " An oath was swore, afore now, on that 
cross, an' the man that swore it was forced to keep it ! It became 
his fate to keep it, though he grew sorry for takin' it, and wanted 
not to do what it bound him to do ! So don't do it, bouchal-bawn, 
don't swear the oath, but come out of this unlucky place, at this un- 
lucky hour. Come, we'll talk more goin' back the way towards 
the house — come, a-grawgal machree ! 

She saluted his cheek entreatingly. But her moody lover was 
not to be shaken, in his present purpose at least. He swore the oath. 
A certain terror-moving ballad had been, if we remember aright, 
written about the time of which we speak, but was certainly un- 
known to the rustic lad ; and yet his oath contained a threat very 
similar to that used by " a warrior so bold" to ** a virgin so bright." 
" By that cross," said he, " I swear that if you marry any man but 
me, Moya Moore, I will take my own life on the sod where we 
stand ; and if ever a departed soul came back to this world, I sweai*. 
that my ghost will be seen at your wedding-supper. That's my 
oath ; and half of it I'll keep, as sure as the stars are twinklin' 
above us, and the other half too, if I can." 

*' The Lord preserve us !" said Moya. " bouchal, yon know 
that a bad spirit has power in this place, an' now hears your oath." 

*' Then let the bad spirit be a witness for me." 

The young man yelled aloud this raving speech, and as fearful, 
a yell as his own replied to him ; while, to one side of the granite 
rock appeared, elevated from the ground, a whitish form vaguely 
resembling the human shape, but, to Moya's terrified glance, waver- 
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jg, as if it were disjoiated — ^naj, as she afterwards aveiTed, head- 
less, and 

** Was so thin and transparent to view, 

You might have seen the moon shine through.** 

Moya instantly disengaged herself from her lover, and with a 
shriek, which produced a second yell all around her and above her, 
darted across the stepping-stones of the stream, ran up the Lacken- 
na-monh, gained her mother^s door, burst it open, and, one step 
beyond its thi*eshold, fainted, and sank down, " a weary weight/' 
It was not of her lover she was then afraid — nay, in her wild race, 
she did not even think of him. And he, daring as had hitherto 
been his words towards the '^ bad spirit,'' and all-engrossed as he 
had seemed with the idea of losing his mistress, became, even 
sooner than Moya, a victim to his unspeakable fears, falling the in- 
stant she left his side, senseless and motionless at the base of tho 
" Rock of the Bloody Cross." 

And now we have placed ourselves in a dilenmia which produces 
some fear, though not of the ghost, for ourselves. Be lenient to us, 
gentlest of readers ! while, in the next chapter, we afford our- 
selves breathing time, to deprecate thy offended dignity. 



CHAPTER X. 

Dearest reader, there was But how can we bring ourselves 

to say the words ? to shape them so as that tho avowal they must 
contain shall meet thy severe eye in the form best calculated to 
win thy forgiveness ? 

Hast thou ever, when a school-boy, been called in from the play- 
ground to account, before thy master's fEtce, for some abominable 
act of riotousness, observed by him while haply taking his break- 
fast at a — by thee — ^forgotten window ? In similar feelings to 
those thou mayest have experienced on such an occasion, do wo 

now hang down our head before thee . And yet, dearest reader, 

why should we hang down our head ? Thou mayest complain, 
doubtless, when the murder is out — as out it must surely come^ 
that we have been guilty of an unwarrantable imposition upon thy 
good sense, or have descended into clap-trap to produce, for an 
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instant, " a thrilling interest," or brought so closely together the 
extremes of the pathos and the bathos, or of the picturesque and 
the burlesque, or of the plausible and the ridiculous, that the cou- 
tact is insufferable — is — in one damning word, is " in bad tasie.*' 
Some of this, or all of this, thou mayest say ; but could we have 
avoided the plain truth, for the mere purpose of writing on, accord- 
ing to the best approved rules of poetical propriety ? That is our 
first point of defence. Our next is a solemn declaration that we 
never intended to impose on your sense, good, bad, or indifferent, 
as ic may be, but merely to give you a faithful account, just as we 
got it ourselves, of how poor little Moya Moore and her athletic 
lover were imposed upon, in a state of feeling which left ihem^ at 
least, few claims, for the time, to sense or rationality of any kind. 
Thirdly, we plead an inherent, hearty, healthy, abhon-ence of clap- 
trap. Fourthly, we beg to ask thee, do not such extremes as thou 
wouldst object to, sometimes, nay often, meet, in the quick succes- 
sion and incongruous linking together of the most real events of this 
strange life. Hast thou never known pathos whine itself down into 
a provocation to its own laughter ? or the absurd, in some curious, 
whimsical, arabesque way, dovetail itself, in any instance, with the 
awful ? 

For our own parts, we know of an elopement which, had it taken 
place, must have left to the world's pity — that is, scorn — a father 
and his six legal sons and daughtei*8 — hindred, and for ever hushed 
up, by a noise heard by the lady in her dressing-room, as she was 
potting on her bonnet, in the dark, to steal down the back stairs, 
because she believed it to be a supernatural noise — a warning, sent 
to waken her conscience, (or else her husband :) and it proved, 
after all, to be caused only by a mouse gnawing at her rouge-box. 
We know of another proposed elopement — a less improper one — 
one, in fact, between two devoted lovers, also frustrated by the 
sudden appearance in their path of a very harmless poor fellow, 
Billy Taylor by name, who could never have dreamed of intercept- 
ing them or pursuing them ; but who was so generally voted a 
pest in conversation, that appear wherever or whenever he did, 
merely in the hope of addressing a word to his fellow creatures, 
the established usage was for all who saw him approach to turn 
their backs, and crying out, " But here's Billy Taylor !" run away 
from him. And so it happened in the case of the lovers we speak 
of; they, too, fled from Billy, retracing a good portion of the road 
they had come from the house of the lady's father to their carriage, 
until they ran plump against that veiy latter named gentleman, so 
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that the lady was takea home again, and locked up. Nay — we 
have heard of a downright murderer frightened away from his vic- 
tim's throat by the entrance on the midnight scene of a witness in 
the shape only of a little black terrier. But why, dearest reader, 
overpower thee with pleas of extenuation of the admission we are 
about to make ? To the following instance of a running~in upon 
one another, and blurring together of the very distinct lines of 
solemn and absurd, we were witnesses. 

Late upon a winter's evening, a maiden lady was alluding, in her 
niece's presence, as well as ours, to an early attachment, gloomed 
for ever by the death of her lover. After his death, his spirit ap- 
peared to her, and she went on, bringing before us, with much 
effect, the appalling circumstance, when suddenly her nervous 
niece, strangely — and for ourselves laughably, though for herself, 
painfully excited — suddenly sprang from her chair, just at the 
spirit's appearance, and with a sharp, and, we thought, spiteful 
tap of her extended palra, broke the spectacles on her aunt's re- 
spected nose into shivers. 

And so, dearest reader, hoping to have now prepared thee, some- 
how or other — though we are not sure exactly how — mercifully to 
hear us, we at length venture to say out in full 

There was no apparition of a murdered maiden at the granite 
rock. 

True, we have asserted that the impertinent thing 

** Was so thin and transparent to view, 

You might have seen the moon shine through./ 

And so you might — (that is, had the moon been in the sky,) — and 
no wonder, when, after Moya had fled, and her cowardly compa- 
nion had dropped senseless at the sight, old Terence O'Brien moved 
two or three paces from the rock's side, and stood over the latter, 
still yelling, and waving on the top of his stick a new white muslin 
dress, which he had gone to the market-town to purchase for Moya, 
and which he meant her to wear on her marriage-day. And — 
" Ahoy !" still bellowed Terence, stirring with his foot his pros- 
trate rival^^" Ahoy, you loober ! take a white saymew in the 
offing, for a seventy-four ? but you're only fit to be a parley- woo, 
an' not a heart-o'-oak British sayman ! An', shiver my hulk, but 
'tis to ould Davy he's gone, sure enough, I believe 1" 

He again stirred the lad, and soon saw him jump up, however ; 
and then ensued some stormy discourae between them. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

The wedding evening came, with all its guests, and all its bustle 
of preparation to receive them. There were flesh-pots boiling, and 
spits torning, and servants and helpers, hired and volunteers, toil- 
ing before the great fires, at the pots and at the spits. Everything 
and everybody under the superintendence of the Widow Moore, now 
full J reinstated in her former responsibility and importance of 
character. In the little parlour, alone, two pipers blew away in 
rivalry, until the perspiration teemed from their foreheads ; while, 
at some distance, in the bam or banquet-hall, three other professors 
of the same musical instrument surpassed them, if possible, in zeal 
And melody. And pai'lour and bam were crowded with youthful 
f isitors, footing it heartily to their strains, while the elderly and 
the old looked on. It seemed as if the national sport, pursued to 
its utmost, were to give a keener appetite for the viands in prepara- 
tion for supper. 

It is etiquette at bridals such as the present one in Ireland, that 
if the bridegroom does not happen to be, by nature; a very shame- 
faced, modest person, he should do all in his power to enact that 
character — to 

" Assume a virtue if he have it not.** 

In fact, he ought not, and in all proper respectable cases he does 
not, make his appearance before the overwhelming crowd of com- 
pany, nntil the wedding-feast is dispatched, the bride-cake cut 
up, and the very ceremony, which cannot well dispense with him, 
waiting his presence. 

All this had Murty Meehan earnestly and often represented to his 
friend, Terence O'Brien, but with little effect. The ould Admiral, 
^ ith one of his usual oaths, swore that he was "commodore aboard," 
and hii^ deck he would walk, fore and aft, to see that all was trim 
and tight, and ready for action, upon the eve of so momentous an 
engagement. So here and there and everywhere he pushed and 
strided among his guests, or, as he called them " his crew," com- 
manding and ordering — ^few of his orders understood, by the way — 
as if he had indeed received an admiralty-commission to bandy 
them about. And Terence was met upon all hands with large and 
good-natured allowances for his departure from the more "christhen- 
like" usage of bridegrooms, his ocean-life and habits being generaUy 
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taken into consideration ; while among every gronp, and in every 
corner, bis outlandish phraseology occasioned infinite mirth. He, 
in torn, took the langhter of his crew in good parr, excusing its 
want of discipline, and of respect to a commander, because of 
the " jovialthiy' of the occasion ; and it was only with a pleasant 
btnffness that he threatened to *' mast-head," or to put them all into 
bilboes. 

Terence was, above every thing, delighted with the great ranges 
of tables in the barn, when they became properly freighted with 
the great, the enormous heaps of food, which they were just 
able, and no more, to support. When all was ready, the ould Ad- 
miral placed one of his pipers on a barrel, at the head of the feast, 
dubbed him boatswain, and commanded him to pipe all hands 
on deck, instructing him to use no variety of notes on the occasion, 
but keep up one unbroken monotonous scream, until the guests had 
taken their places. 

If, as we have noticed is customary, the bridegroom at an Irish 
country wedding is expected to demean himself modestly, muoh 
more, with the exception of absence from the banquet, is anticipated 
of the bride. Retiring, silent, passive, abstracted, and, in consi- 
deration of her approaching separation from her parents, or other 
friends, somewhat sorrowful she must be. And, at these nuptials, 
retiring, silent, passive, abstracted, and sorrowful, was Moya Moore; 
and sometimes more besides. Her abstraction seemed a wandering; 
of her mind in mazes of terror ; her sorrow a stupified despair. 
From the continued expostulations of her bridesmaids, and even of 
her mother, she vaguely conceived that it was expected she should 
now and then smile ; but when she made an effort to do so, iier 
smile was dreary and chilling, and inspired no answering one 
on the countenances of those who beheld it. Unquestioned, Moya 
scarce spoke at all ; and her replies to repeated interrogatories were 
abrupt, unmeaning, and from the point. 

It became necessary that she should take her place beside the 
priest at the festive board ; her bridesmaid was obliged to lead her 
out of a corner where she seemed to have become torpid. And 
though she sat, withont resistance, at the clergy man^s right hand, 
it might be seen that she sat withont consciousness also. 

The supper went on. Moya looked aronnd her, and, for the 
first time since she had entered the barn, became fully aware 
that it was a wedding-feast she saw, and that the guests were come. 
She turned suddenly to her left, fixed her eyes on the clergyman, 
and gazed at him for some time wildly, and in terror. But a slight 
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relief seemed to steal over her when she was able properly to call 
to mind the person whom she regarded. Then, in renewed appre- 
hensions, she turned to the individaal at her right ; and again re- 
cogaisiag in that of her bridesmaid a face different from the one 
ftbe feared to behold, partial composure calmed her brow. 

Still, however, as if in the almost nnallayed appebension of dis- 
eovcring a dreadful object, her glance roved from one to another of 
the guests ranged at the different tables, while her breath came 
short and load, her bosom panted, and her features worked. To 
every question now addressed'to her she answered, hastily, '* Yes — 
yes." And when, imputing to her maidenly feelings alone all this 
absence of manner, the load laugh arose at her expense, she would 
sometimes echo it in a manner so hysterical that the mirthful be- 
came chtded and silent. 

Her plate remained untouched before her: she was pressed to eat: 
whispering " Thankee, thankee,^ she snatched up a knife and fork, 
und pot a morsel to her mouth — bat it fell untasted from her lips, 
^is she agais scrutiaized the features of those around her and near her. 

Her allotted husband, while seemingly till engrossed in his atten- 
tions to his crew, had kept his eye on Moya. Now he came be- 
hind her unperceived, and laid his hand heavily on her shoulder. 
Without turning to regard him, Moya suddenly put her palms over 
her eyes, and shrieked so piercingly, that the-roof-tree of the barn 
rang t(» the sound; then she hid her face in her bridesmaid's bosom, 
and dung to ker in a paroxysm of terror. The guests, after vainly 
^ancing here and there to discover some cause for agitation, ex- 
changed looks and whispers with one another ; and, for a moment, 
it was the opinion that Moya Moore was about to become a wife 
Against the wish of her hearts. 

*' Shiver my hnlfc to s plinthers !" cried the Admiral, in explana- 
tion ; ^' the little pinnace is afraid o^ the sarvioe. Bat no matther 
for that; once launched, d'je see me, she'll scud, sthramers mast- 

And the former general surmise now seemed banished by the 
seaman's words, or else was soon forgotten in the resumed graiificd- 
tion of palate and stomach. 

The wedding-feast was over — the grace was said — ^^the bride- 
cake was cut up by the priest ; he then put on his stole, opened 
bis book, and stood np ; all aritiing with him to yield grave atten- 
tion to the marriage ceremony. 

Her bridesmaid led the pallid, shivering bride closer to the clergy- 
The pool? girl went pausing at every step, and feeling the. 
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ground with her feet, as if the were blkd. Yet her eyes were dis- 
tended beyond their nsnal compass. In fact, just as she suffered 
herself to be conducted from the table, her former unexplained 
terrors seemed to have become tenfold confirmed upon her, and now- 
possessed her to extremity. At every unconscious m4)ve towards 
the clergyman, she glared — her head turned over her shoulder — 
towards the remote and half-lighted end of the bam ; and although 
her young companion held her arm, one of Moya^s fingers pointed 
In the direction of ber look. The priest spoke to her. Withont 
turning her eyes to him, she waved her arm as if she would silence the 
sound of his voice, or direct his attention to whatever it was which 
so strangely absorbed ber own. 

^^ The name, sir ? the name ?" she said, when the priest demanded 
her own name, " Terence — Terence O'Brien 1" in a voice of exces- 
sive fright and alarm. 

" Not yet, my good young friend," half-smiled the good-humoured 
priest — " not yet, for a little while." There was a general titter, 
at poor Moya, on account of— as was supposed — only ber fidgetty 
mistake. She unbent her set glare, for a moment, as if to ascer- 
tain the cause of this mirth, which she felt to jar unnaturally oi» 
her present feelings ; and when her eyes resumed their former bent,, 
it became evident, from their expression, that the object which had 
so long fascinated them, was not now to be seen where they had 
observed it. Then they wandered, as> had before been the case at 
the supper-table, from face to face, all around her." 

^' What is ^our name?" asked the cler^manofhis old penitent, 
the Admiral. 

" Terry O'Brien, chaplain — an able-bodied sayman o' the crew, 
i' th* ould Saint Vincent, 74." 

"Take off your bat, Terence O'Brien — ^it is necessary yom should 
be uncovered for this ceremony." 

'' My hulk to ould Davy, chaplain ! I command the ship thi» 
cruize, and no capt'n never hauls down his sky-rattlin' for no- 
loober of a chaplain — ^barrin' whin there's prayers on deck." 

" Well, sir," again smiled the clergyman, " and we are going ta 
have prayers on deck." 

" Ay, ay, sir ; that changes tack, d'ye see me ; ay, ay, sir f and 
the Admiral stood nocovered. 

The marriage service commenced. The icy hand of the bride wa» 
pla ced in that of the old Admiral, Moya not sensible of the circum- 
stance^ for again, through an opening in the crowded circle of 
guests near her, she seemed to have re-discovered, at a dbtance, the 
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«attse of her previous consternaticn, and again a finger of her dis- 
engaged hand pointed vagtiely. The clergyman continued. 

" Terence O'Brien, will you take Moya for your wedded wife, 
to " 

" Will he ! to be sure he will ; scuttle and sink me if he don't !^' 
interrupted Trrence. 

The priest sternly commanded the Admiral to abstain from all 
profane language, and further commanded him to answer the ques- 
tion properly, in the first person singular, 

" Ttiat is, chaplain, I'm to make answer to your hail, yes or no, 
if / will take Moya Moore to be my wedded wife ?" 

" Yes, sir, or why are you here ? why are we all here ? Listen, 
man, I shall repeat the question." 

'* No use, chaplain, no use ; jaw an' jabber for nothing, d'ye see 
me; I got your hail plain enough, and here's my answer— No ! I 
will not ;'* shouted in a tremendous voice, at which all started : 
while the guests «tared, as well as the priest, at the disfigured, 
bluff, and gruff countenance of the tar, not knowing whether to 
join in the grave surprise of the one, or laugh outright at what 
they deemed to be the sea-eccentricity of the other. 

" What do you say, man ?" inquired the clergyman. 

" An' you didn't hear me, chaplain? Here's at you again, 
then, Chaplain : may ould Davy send a rattlin' broadside into my 
hulk, if the little craft ever sails under my colours !" And before 
any one could recover from the grand amazement he occasioned, 
the ould Admiral, now bellowing through his fist, went on: 
** Ahoy there ! namesake, ahoy ! scud up, my hearty I scud up, 
here ! aft here, the Terry O'Brien ! afc here, you ioober I where 
are you, you skulker ?" And from the quarter in which Moya bad 
been glaring his young nephew made his way through the crowd, 
fihe shrinking down, almost double, from his near approach. 

*' Think 'tis the ghost of him, my little pinnace, an' that he will 
bite, a-boordin' o' you, like the — parley- woos in action ? Never 
fear, howsomever ; 'tis no ghost; though he promised to turn him- 
self into one, among the crew here to-night, for your divarshin. 

I say, chaplain, splice this young couple, an' be to you ! 

Here, my little galley ; I resign command to the land-jack ; for 
he's the capt'n you'd rather make the voyage with, if I hard right, 
alongside the ould hulk-rock, t'other night. Come, chaplain, 
splice 'em — splice 'em." 

A word aside, and indeed something else, on the part of young 
Terence O'Brien, went a good way, conjointly with the Admiral's 
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assurance, in begnilin^^ Moya of her apprehensions that she had to 
(io onlj with a disembodied spirit in the present instance ; and a 
few additional senteuces made her understand the noble, the mag- 
nanimous part which the poor old sailor had adopted towards b^r 
and her lover, as soon as, from their, sad conversation at the step- 
ping-stones, and at the granite rock, mostly overheard by him, as 
well as tiom his subsequent cross-rakiHg of his nephew, after 
Moja^s flight from the muslin ghost, the Admiral got a clear notion 
of how matters really stood. 

In the first reflux of the tide of happiness round her despairing 
heart, Moya diew back a step from the ancle and the nephew, 
glanced quickly, twice or thrice, from the one to the other, in a 
hesitating way; but soon taking her resolution, extended her 
arms, and threw herself on the tar^s neck, crying and sobbing, 
Hid kissing his unsightlv cheeks, forehead — nay, lips, and hugging 
him tight to her relieved bosom. Her lover, instead of looking 
jf^alous, smiled, and even shed some grateful, as well as happy 
tears, along with her ; and the true state of the case soon becom- 
ing known through the barn, many an eye, among the generous- 
hearted male portion of the guests, to say nothing of all the eyes 
of all the wouiaa-kinil present, followed young Terence's exanaple. 

" Avast I avast there, you little she-pirate !" whimpered the 
Admiral himself^ tears (" as big as beans,." Mui ty Meehan said,) 
rolling through the ugly channel across his face^ and making it 
beautiful, as doth tlie fresh mountain-stream the rucky cleft 
ill the mountain-^s side;. "" avast there, I say ! off wid your grap- 
pling irons, or, sink iny hulk to ould Davy, but TH change the 
sailin' ordbers, and take vou in tow fo*- the cruise myself,, aftluir 
all tbat*3 jawed about, d*}e sec me! The young Terry, a-hoy ! 
chaplain, a-hoy I Here, you loobers, free me of this craft — Fve 
got enough of her." 

Striding to the head of the supper-table^ Terence the eldep 
counted down one hundred guineas, as his nephew^s fortune, and 
then, scarcely allowing any one, including the priest, time enough 
tu recover from their many surprises, or to know what they were- 
doing, had him married to Moya Moore» And when ali resumed 
their places at the nuptial b^rd, it was not upon his own generoua 
feelings and conduct that the old Admiral grew egotistical, but 
upon what he thought a great deal more of, namely, his own un- 
surpassable cleverness in hoaxing the youn^ pair with an appear- 
ance of the ghost, which he had overheard them *' |awm* about ;" 
and afterwards in keeping Moya in the daik — a punishmeiLt for 
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her having hung out false colours when he " spoke her," her 
mother in company, on the bead of their proposed craise — as to 
the real Terry O'Brien she was eventually to sail under. " An' 
80," quoth our old Admiral, " seein* as how I never was much 
a-gog mysel — not half so much as my shipmate, Murty Meehan— 
for a new voyage, off o' all the ould tacks, an' that all I wanted, 
an' all I want, is safe moorage for ould hulk, till it foundhers (and 

be d d to it) — an' seein' how, furthermore, the young Terry 

alonside never done me no spite, though his commandher, the born 
brother o' me, did — why, afther all this, d'ye see me, it's no 
great shakes if I gives up full command, for the rest o' the voy- 
age, an'— with fair sayman's allowance o' grog, Misthress Moore, 
d'ye mind me — take on wid first lieutenant's berth aboord the ship." 

" Here's your health, an' long life, an' may your ould hulk nivcr 
foundher at all, my poor ould Admiral, darlin' !" cried Murty 
Meehan, his eyes still running over with admiration and love of 
his protege, " An' here's another toast to go along wid that one — 
here's what brought the showers o' goold an' good loock to the 
whole of us — here's * Tlie Bit o* Writin'." 

It would be doing injustice to the Widow Moore not to say that, 
to the hour when, notwithstanding Murty Meehan's bacchanalian 
prayer, his old hulk did founder at last, she never infringed on the 
old Admiral's " sayman's allowance," nor, indeed, in any way upon 
his comforts under the family roof. Of Mo) a's attentions, or of 
her husband's, to their eccentric benefactor, nothing need be said. 
So that our excellent friend and hero lived happily many a long 
year; long enough, indeed, to instruct a very, very little Terry 
O'Brien in all his sea terms — thus ensuring them fame in his third 
generation — ind to build and launch for him, on a pond, formed 
by damming in, a corner of the brook, at the celebrated stepping- 
stones, two seventy-four gun ships. It is recorded, however, that 
upon afterwards bringing those vessels into action, as separately 
English and French, himself commanding the one, his grand-nephew 
the other — " the lubberly Friuch flag" adorning the latter, the gay 
and gallant union jack flying over the decks of the former ^ — it is 
recorded, we say, that the old Admiral, forgetting in the heat of 
the engagement its mimic character, and giving way, for an instant, 
to all his habitual hatred and contempt of the Gallic enemies of 
Great Britain, made real war on the Lilliputian ship-of-the-line, 
and, with one kick and one dread oath, consigned and sent it " to 
ould Davy." 

END O' THE BIT o' WKITIN*. 
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THE IRISH LORD LIEUTENMT 
AND HIS DOUBLE. 



It is really quite true that some time ago, and not long ago 
either, there was a London gentleman who took a strange fit of 
ambition into his head. His partial friends, or himself alone of his 
own accord, or he in concert with them, believed that he bore, in 
face, air, and even in the npper part of his figure, a striking resem- 
blance to a certain nobleman,, who had become highly distingnished 
by brilliant qualities of various kinds. In truth, there was a like- 
ness, but a general one only, between him and the celebrated Duke, 
(or Marquis — at present we t^annot declare which ought to be the 
proper title,) and, highly flattered by this personal compliment of 
nature, he did all in his power to seem " the veiy image.*' He 
studied his original as closely as the nobleman's appearance in pub- 
lic, in the streets, in the parks, or in " the house," gave him oppor- 
tunities for doing ; and, in consequence of his observations, he 
changed his elongated hat for one of a round fashion, and his light 
hair for a sandy-coloured, or haply, (for we hate being as demon- 
strative as he himself was)^ a raven- black wig ; he instructed his 
tailor how to cut. his coat ; he spent hours before his glass, prac- 
tising the very tie of his neckcloth — to say nothing of the hours 
occupied, by its aid, in trying to imitate a bow, a smile, a turn of 
the lip, or a droop or a toss of the head. But, although much was 
gained by all these adaptations and labours, something jet remained 
to be done, in order to procure a public and general misconceptioa 
of who he was. For the Doublets great longing consisted of a wish 
to have people gaze after him in the streets, in proof of how well 
h% enacted his mute lie ; and here (as regarded self-exhibition m 
the streets) lay his difficulty. At home, indeed, or in the houses 
of his particular friends, while he sat quietly at tabkv be succeeded 
ttmaaingly well, because, in fact, in a sitting posture, you could noir 
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80 easily detect that his figure was considerably shorter than (he 
noble one of his supposed counterpart. Bat one cannot well sit 
down, out of doors, in a thronged metropolis; unless, indeed, one 
sits in a saddle. And even if one coald do the former-mentioned 
feat, it were of no avail in this particular case, inasmuch as the man 
to be cheated out of the admiration due exclusively to his own per- 
son, never did it ; and as to sitting in a saddle, our gentleman had 
no saddle, not to talk of a horse's back to put it on. Truth must 
out. Although "a real gentleman," the high prices at which 
human existence, with a reasonable share of enjoyment superadded, 
must be purchased in London, had deterred his hitherto economical 
mind from attempting the keep of a steed worthy of being seen in 
and about the great city. 

But what will not high ambition endeavour on the road to it^ 
object ? The Double, after pondering the matter some time, started 
off, after breakfast, one morning, to scrutinize the studs of sundry 
livery stables, of respectable character though reasonable charges ; 
and, with a vivid recollection in his mind of the often-contem- 
plated horse most usually ridden about town by his own original, 
he selected, before dinner, an excellent likeness of the animal, and 
hired it, for two days in each week, at a not very extravagant 
price. And now, if ever a man were on his hobby-horse, surely he 
was on his. Twice every week, for months afterwards, we have 
seen him, at fashionable hours, walking or trotting, nay, even gal- 
loping, his new acquisition, up and down Piccadilly, and by Hyde 
Park Corner inta Grosvenor-place, and about the Parks, and where 
not ; and veritable attention did they both draw from individuals 
of the passing crowds, who, having never seen the true man 
and horse anywhere but in the open air, were promptly imposed 
upon. Nor was that all. Once or twice, in the Ring in Hyde 
Park, we, and others along with us — >(for at the time we speak of, 
he was beginning to be blown among us knowing ones, as Master 
Shallow might say) — have seen him bowed, or smiled, or kissed 
finger-tips to, out of carriages which he rapidly passed in the di- 
rection opposite to their motion ; and oh, intoxicating spirit of fame! 
what a happy glow did not those palpable hits impart to the coun- 
tenance of the successful aspirant I 

Indeed, it cannot be guessed by what process of reasoning (to 
say little of feeling) he thus deemed himself honoured in his own 
mind, on account of only being mistaken for a celebrated person. 
What, then, were the grounds upoa which the poor Double so 
anxiously would have disowned his identity ? (so anxiously, indeed 
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that we do believe he was ready and willing to seli himself tcr 
the Deyil, as Doctor Faustus did, could the bargain have ensured 
to him as perfect a change into the likeness be thirsted after, as 
was the change from age to youth ensured to the Doctor by his 
bargain.) But 'tis useless multiplying questions or conjectures on 
the subject. We only know that, in a vein of perfect consistency, 
he was nearly as proud of the deception practised by his hired horse, 
as of that toiled after by himself ; that he often wished the poor 
brute were conscious of the laurels he had gained. And that — 
(wiping his brows with a handkerchief in a way he had once seen 
his better self do), he has been heard to say, after returning from a 
day's exhibition, about town — "I do own myself grateful and 
proud for having been cast in the same mould with that great man !" 

So, for months, as has been said, he passed a very happy life : 
when suddenly there arose a prospect of great interruption to the 
gathering of the triumphs of his deceptive existence. It is clear 
that if the nobleman were known to have left London, he could 
scarce hope to make people go on believing that he was still in 
London, unless, indeed, he wished to frighten passengers in the 
streets out of their senses, by being taken for the wraith ov fetch of 
the absent public character. In fact, to continue in the glory of 
the occasional doubt that he was somebody else, the Double was 
necessitously chained to the place, though not to the spot of the 
place, inhabited by that somebody. Considerable, therefore, were 
his anxieties, and regrets, and sense of humiliation, when he read 

in the papers that the noble and gallant of was to go 

over immediately to Ireland as its Viceroy, or Lord Lieutenant. 

True, the high appointment flattered his vanity, in a kind of 
persond way. He felt it as an additional homage very nearly paid 
to himself ; and strongly was he tempted to spend the summer, at 
least, in the Irish metropolis, in the hope of coming in for his just 
share of the usual public, that is street, worship, to be paid to the 
representative of the representative of royalty. But then, first of 
all, he feared, if he did not dislike, the Irish ; and they were, at 
that time, more to be feared than ever, many of the counties of 
their country being in open insurrection, famine, and typhus-fever. 
Next, what was he to do for his well-esteemed horse, in Dublin? 
he could not think of purchasing him — the price was too much even 
for ambition to pay, taking purse into account ; yet by no other 
arrangement could he prevail on the owner of the livery-stables to 
allow the distinguished animal to float within view of Ireland's 
Eye — (the little island so called in the bay of Dublin.) In a word, 
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(and alas !) the newly-appointed Vice-King sailed for his Irish 
capital, while his disconsolate Doable remained, still torn by inde* 
cision, in London* 

Scarce a month had elapsed, however, after the Lord Lieate* 
nant^s arrival in the land of (some times) potatoes, when the good 
folks of Dublin began to be puxzled, as their brethren of London 
had been, by the vision of his copyist, riding abont the main streets, 
or along the beantifol qnays, or in the Phosoix Park ; the horse, 
too, whether the London one or not, being a very good similitade. 
One fortnnate circumstance was in favour of our adventurer. 
The Lord Lieutenant (though he stuck no great bunch of sham- 
rock in his hat or on his breast, and pointed at, or pressed 
his hand upon it, as some people had done before him) was be- 
ginning to be very popular, in consequence of a mode of conduct, 
as manly, and as suitable to his nature, as it was prood in policy. 
In truth, from almost the day of his arrival, he had thrown himself 
upon the confidence of the people, asking the higher classes of them 
to share his hospitality, or goodhumouredly sharing theirs ; and 
showing himself in public, with the least ostentation possible, to 
the other classes. To come to our point : he began soon to ride 
through the streets, very often quite alone ; and here, it will be 
perceived, was the circumstance in favour of his nntired and un- 
tiring mimic of which we have already spoken. Here was the 
Vice-Sovereign in a situation susceptible of perfect imitation by 
one man and horse. And it is quite true that the lonely impostor 
some times succeeded to his heart's content in consequence; hats and 
caps were taken off to him by men and boys at either side of the 
streets, as he rode along, bowing and smiling with a degree of 
similarity only conferable by long practice. And having heard 
that the object of his mixed adoration and self-esteem, had alighted 
one day at the door of a pastry-cook's shop, and chatted amiably with 
the pretty girl behind the counter, he also did dismount at the door 
of another shop of the same kind, and did also overwhelm with a 
sense of being inexpressibly honoured and lifted out of herself, the 
not as pretty handmaiden of the rival establishment. After all 
which he would steal away, horse and self, to deposit the former 
in his livery-stable, and then win, by circuitous and unfrequented 
ways, his own humble lodghtgs, and sit down, a delighted man, 
to his chop or his steak, not playing the Lord Lieutenant of Ire- 
land to his orderly landlady or her smoke-dried daughter — though 
indeed it^ added to his notiims of sdlf-consequence in the house, 
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to hear them begin to say — even while he strove to disrobe himself 
of the character — " how very like he was." • 

Bat his happiness was again, doomed to be sadly interrnpted. 
It was annonnced that the Lord Lieutenant woald speedily set out 
upon a tour through some of the counties in Ireland, and some of 
the disturbed ones too! For all the reasons-^and more with 
them — giveu for his troubles when he heard of the intended voyajce 
from London to Dublin, he felt agitated anew. Doubtless, the 
Irish he had met with in Dublin itself, were not so much to be 
dreaded as he had laid the thing down in his own mind. But the 
barbarians of the insurrectionary and remote quarters of the countiy^e 
The savages, whooping among their hills and bogs, with scythe! 
and pil^es in their b^nds ! His soul, although nothing of its darlins 
thirst for renown had abated,, ^l?;*^nk from such a prospect of perig 
Besides, would there be much glory, worthy of the name, to bl. 
gained by the mistakes x)f bis person committed by the populace e 
of small towns or villages, or by peasants on the roadside, even 
supposing he should escape danger ? Yes, and a new and brilliant 
ray of future fame flashed on his soul. Yes ! by some happy com- 
bination of circumstances, in his character of Lord Lieutenant, he, 
also — and he, really — might allay an Irish rebellion, or staunch 
the wounds of civil discord. But fears, deadly fears, came on him 
again. Hrs horse too, as in a former case ! — in truth, we must a 
second time part from him undecided, and a prey to conflicting 
wishes and doubts, longings and terrors ; and in the mean time, 
after some other things, let us occupy ourselves a little with his 
reality. 

This was not a year of rank insurrection, in any of the usnally 
disturbed (^that is, starving) districts of Ireland. Great outrages 
were not committed by the neglected, uneducated, and despahing 
peasantry. The chief feature of their refractory spirit, for the 
season, was evinced in combinations and determinations not to cut 
down the com of any of their landowners, no matter of what creed, 
who, during the speechifpng of a recent election, we believe, 
had thought proper to give them rather hard words. 

" An' so we're not as much as to lay a finger on the poor 
Capt'n's whate, ah her. Con ?" asked one of a body of legislators 
amcFiTg themj wha were assembled, by stealth, at a late hour of the 
night, in an old bam, for the purpose of organizing the rebellious 
proceedings of the next day — it will be understood that the querist 
spoke in a tone of mock compassion for " the poor Capt'u," while 
Jbis features expressed a bitter speer. 
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*' The divvle a grain of it 'ill ever lie in shafe, wid help from GUI' 
holy Roman reaping-fiooks, Mickey, ma-bouchal" answered Con, 
who might be termed chairman of their committee of public safety, 
though, indeed, he was only squatted on a thin layer of straw, ac- 
cidentally found in the empty bam. 

" Och, an' it's like, if we don't cut it for him, that he'll be 
forced to send a little way to the north for the nate Orange hands," 
remarked a third. " Becase, yo see, boys, we're all only a set o' 
baste-brutes o' Romans that's to be found about him in these parts, 
and that he said, out afore all the gintlemen, th' other day, we 
wam't fit to be touched wid a pair o' tongs, so we wam't, the Lord 
look down on us ! — " 

" Amin," assented Mick — *« an' since he can stop his nose at us 
afore the whate is ripe, he can do widout us, when it's ready to 
shell idself about the fields." 

" That's a thruth," said another. " An', sure, when the people 
that God plaised to put in a country, aren't fit to cut the harvest 
that God put in it too, why, thin, the Capt'n must only thry for the 
Orangemen, the few hundred miles away, as my gossip here tould ye 
afore me, or else see me how many rale, honest boys, like 'em, he'll 
be able to get in the barony." 

" An' they're asily counted," resumed Con, the chairman — " four 
of *em, all in a lump. Ould Spear, wid the head shakin' on his 
shouldhers, like the last lafe on the top of a poplar — he that cries 
* amin' to his reverence, the ministher, in the church, every Sun- 
day — k)nld Spear, I say, is one ; then there's the two Hucks, bro- 
thers, the wavers ; the only bodies that hears ould Spear in the 
church, or does be there to hear him, barrin' the ministher's oun 
wife and chidher, and the Capt'n himself, long life to him — an' to 
his whate, too— the Hucks is — stop — ould Spear is one — yes — 
the two Hucks is three— craturs so worn away with the shuttle, 
an' goin' in winther to a could church, that — ^but, look up there, 
boys 1" — cried the speaker, suddenly interrupting himself, as he 
stared towards the roof of the barn. The eyes of all the other 
rebels followed his, and fixed upon the face of a man which was 
visible through a rent in the thatch, and which earnestly regarded 
them. 

" It's Connors, the informer !" shouted Micky — " out wid us, 
boys, an' let us give him what some of us owes him, at last !" 

" Tm no Connors, and I'm no informer," said the man overhead ; 
" stop where ye are, boys, and look at my fatnres again." 

" By the moi tial man I" cried one of the ccnFpiraiors, a young- 
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tacitnrn, sad-browed fellow, who previoQsly had not uttered a word, 
though he now spoke with remarkable liyelineds of voice and man- 
ner, as he sprang from his primitive seat on his heels by the rough 
wall of the building — ^' By the mortial man, an' he says thrue !«-- 
it's poor Ned CabiU is in it, if he's a livin' man this night !" 

" You're not far off from the mark, Peery O'Dea," replied the 
intrader — " and, now that you're sure o' me, won't you and the 
other boys let me drop down among ye, to discoorso one word ?" 
He prepared to descend through the aperture as he spoke ; his 
face disappeared from it ; his legs, his body, took the place of the 
former ; then he swung an instant, by the hands, from the rude 
joists of the roof, and saying — " 'Tisn't the same way some people 
'nd like to see me hangin', boys," he alighted firmly on his out- 
spread feet, in the middle of the earthen floor of the barn. ' There 
were ease, agility, and boldness in all his motions while accom- 
plishing this not unperilous descent ; and now the rushlight which 
illumined the council of the disaffected Irish, showed the person of 
a slight-limbed man of thirty, or thereabouts, with broad chest 
and shoulders, and a well-favoured face, of which the only disa- 
greeable expression was the suspicious curl of the brow, and the 
sidelong, quick glance of the eye. 

"Musha, my poor fellow! my poor Ned!" resumed Peery 
O'Dea, hastening to him, and there were tears in Peery's eyes, 
and a tremor in his limbs, while they interchanged the usual 
salute — kissing each other's cheeks as they held each other's 
bands. The other peasants looked on, with various expressions 
of coantenance. Some showed sympathy ; some anxiety, perhaps 
for themselves ; and one or two regarded the new-comer as if 
forming a selfish resolution towards him. 

" And how is Nelly, ma-bouchal V^ 

" The only sister o' you is brave an' hearty !" answered Peery 
O'Dea — " if it wasn't for thinkiu' a ^eat dail about you, Ned, 
an' crying, morning, noon, and night, on the head of it all." 

f' An' her weenochf continued Cahili. 

" As fine a lump of a boy as ever you ^" began the vaiu 

father. His brother-in-law interrupted him. 

" Oh, well — sure I know, Peery ; Nelly's gorsoon 'ill want no 
praises you can give him ; but that's not the business now. 
I come bene, a good stretch o' road, to spake o' something 
else to you and the boys forenent me ; only I'm hungry, not to 
say droutby, an' ^ud ax a bit an' a sup afore I make my narration. 
So, you'll just step out, a-vichj and beg a mouthful for me from 

a 
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Nelly, and tell her Fllsee her, maybe, the night, afore I take to 
my thravels again." 

" 7*11 run out," volunteered one of the two men whom we have 
mentioned as glancing at Cahillin a questionable way — 'Til run- 
out, Peery, an' yon can be stoppin' wid your brother-in-law." 

• " No," said Gahlll, fixing upbn him an expressive look — " no, 
neighbour (were all neighbours afther a manner, tho' I wont take 
it on me to say I ever saw much of you afore). But no ; neither 
Peery nor you need go now. Con, my boy, turning hastily to the 
ex-chief of the assembly, " you and I are ould friends, an' you'll 
think it no great throuble to run and ax a morsel to ate for a 
hungry and a tired man." 

" You're afther just sayin' it, Ned a-vwA," responded Con, and 
he arose and strode towaards the badly-secured and crazy door of 
the bam. ** I'll let you out my own self," continued Cahill — 
" there," holding the door only a little way apart, while he again 
glanced keenly around him. He shut the door, and secured it as 
he hiid found it ; " an' you and I, Peery, can just step, the closest 
of any, to the dour ; for who knows who might be on the scent 
of one of us abroad. There's great temptation, boys," turning to 
the legislators, as he drew a pistol from his breast — " great temp« 
tation, even among neighbours sometimes, in the reward offered 
for the head of a poor outlaw." 

Short answers, yet such as sympathized with Cahill's well- 
known position, or seemed to do so, came from the greater number 
of his hearers after he had spoken ; but Peery O'Dea was greatly 
moved — ^his friends heard him groan as he turned away his face. 

" It's a long time since you come this road afore, Ned," re- 
marked the Micky before named, " tho' we hard tell of you showing 
yourself, here and there, in other places." 

" Ay, Micky, the life I'm forced to lead isn't the pleasantest. 
Here an' there, as you say, good weather an' bad ; sleepin' little, 
and never two nights together on the same road, an' never undher 
a Christian roof, but out on the fields at the snug side of a stack, 
or in a wood, or in a plantation, or near the fox's hole, or down 
by the river near the otter's bed ; and all for fear of what I said 
a moment ago. The neighbours are very good to me — I'll never 
deny it ; and, as yet, I've no rason to be in dread or doubt 
of any one, but the reward in the proclamation is a heavy one : 
thats all I have to say." 

He started slightly, Peery sharing his emotion, as a woman's 
voice came to the door at the outside, high in anxiety, if not 
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lamentation. Oahill, after listening a moment, hastily undid a 
second time the fastenings of the door,nsing, however, some cantion 
still, and, after saying in a whisper to Peery, " Look ahout you," 
opened his arms to embrace his only sister, whom he had not for 
a long time seen, and who was his nearest sunriving relation. 

Their meeting evinced deep and true affection on both sides. 
The young woman had an interesting, if not handsome, face ; and 
it and her person just began to indicate the matronly change 
which her duties of wife and mother were bringing about. She 
wept abundantly, while her arms surrounded his neck, and her 
face lay hidden on his bosom ; but for some minutes her attempts 
to speak could not get beyond, " 0, Ned ! 0, poor Ned!" Nor 
was the rough man she clung to unmoved. 

At length they began to talk a little more freely, and, calling 
to mind the claim which her brother had forwarded by Con upon 
her hospitality, Mary O^Dea caused the outlaw to sit down near 
the door with his back to the wall, upon her ample cloak, folded 
into a temporary cushion ; and, confronting him, sitting also '* on 
her hunkers," she gave him to eat of the plain fare she was able 
to snatch up at home, and -to drink, too, out of a bottle of " pot- 
heen," diluted with water. During her attentions, the provisions 
rapidly disappeared. Mary looked every other instant at her 
brother's features, or scanned his person, and perhaps the state of 
his attire, while tears still flowed down her cheeks, and plaintive 
mutterings escaped her. Poor Mary, poor as she was, deserves to 
be called a good specimen of the only really beautiful existence 
under Heaven's sun — ^a true-hearted and gentle-hearted woman ; 
she possessed, too, as may appear, what (thank Providence !) often 
mixes up with female excellence in the softest shape — a strong, 
prompt mind, and a sacred sense of right and wrong. 

" An' won't you stop wid us the night, Ned, agraf' she asked, , 
towards the conclusion of his hasty meal. 

" You oughtn't to say to me, wonH you, Ned, but can you, 
Mary, machree^'* he answered, turning his head to the door to 
note if Peery continued to do duty at it, with the pistol he had 
slipped into his hand. " That's what you ought to say to me, 
Mary ; but little's the use in thinkin' of the thing the heart 'ud 
like best to do when the body isn't able to do it." 

"jTU do something to get i/ou lave to do thatj'^ed, my dear, 
afore I'm many days oulder," resumed Mary, glancing at her hus- 
band, and, with a nod of her head, looking expressively at her 
brother, while she spoke in a low, cautious voice. 
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" Mary ! Mary asthore P* he said, in the lowest whisper, al- 
though its cadence betokened sudden and deep emotion, ^' what are 
yon for saying, girl ? Get up, and come this way wid me.'' 

He took her by the arm, and led her into a corner of the bam, 
where they were far removed from the peasants. 

" What's this, at all ?" he continued j **^ tell me in one word, 
Mary!" 

'^ I know aU about it at last, Ned ^ and I'll do my best to free 
yon from the outlawry," she repMed. 

^< DuoibIP he cried, impatiently ; ''the woman has taken lare 
of her seven senses ! all aboitf what ? And what would you 
dhrame o' doing ? and who tould you, Mary, if you do know all ?" 

'' Himself, Ned.'^ 

" Peery, his ownself ?" he demanded. 

'' No other eratur ; who could ? Pom^ fellow,, he couldn't long 
keep it from me ^ the heart in his body is too sthraight, and it 
loves and likes us both too well to let him lie down quietly, and 
you ^" 

'* Whisht, Mary, for your life I whisht f he east his habitually sus- 
picious eyes all round him ^ ^^musha^ but he's a b(Hm fool of his 
mother to open his lips to you a word about it ! Tell me, Mary, what 
are you goin' to do ? What can you thry that wouldn't be against 
your own husband — ^the father of your weenochP* he continued, 
passionately ; ''^and daare yon, Mary — daare you attempt anything 
so unnaatura^ as that ? Mary^ my curse be upon your head — and 
I will pray to our father and our mother to curse you out of their 
graves, if you let only the thought of it come into* your mind !" 
She several times strove to speak, he seemed resolved to afford her 
no opportunity. '^ Give over thkiking of it, I warn you l" he went 
on, " and now good-by, and God bless you, if you deserve bis 
blessing ; good-by, Mary, I'll see you again as soon as I can !" 
He hastily turned from her, and, standing with his back to the 
door, continued speaking to the peasants, without an instant's pause. 
'' I'm goin' my road, boys, and as my time is short, I must say what 
I have to say to ye, at a hop-and-a-jnmp ; so here it is. The Lord 
Lieutenant will be down among ye the morrow morning. He's 
to stop wid a good friend of yours, I hear, and that's like as if he 
wasn't far off from being a good friend himself. I don't want to 
advise ye to be good boys foment his eyes \ sure you'll thrate him 
well of your own accord, because ye all know he manes well to us, 
(the first of his kind that ever said so, at laste,) and morebetokeu 
because he goes about the poor counthry like a man that has thrust 
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in the people; ridin' his horse, somednies, almost aloDe, along 
by roads and borheens^ as simple, ay, and a great dail simpler than 
some o^ the little squireens nigh hand to vs. Well, if it^s a thing 
that Captain Lighton axes the Lord Lieutenant to ax ye to cut his 
harvest, it would only be a good turn, af ther all, not to refose ; and 
it may sanre yourselves; and maybe it might sarve me, too, in 
an endayvonr Tm goin^ to make to get lave to come home from 
my rambles, and take to arniiig an honest mouthful again. And 
80, there's what Fm come a begging to ye for; and now, the good 
Di^t to ye, boys, <»r the top o' the morning ; for that matter the 
da/s breakin' already. God speed ye," 

" Peery O'Dea," he added, whispering his brother-in-law, " help 
me to open this ould door quicic, qaickl and out wid you now like 
a hurler afore me ! and let us run over a field or two together . I 
want to spake to you, and keep you free of harm. Come, mui, 
hurry !" He seized Peery^s arm, and almost forced him through 
the door- way ; and when Mary and some of the peasants went oot 
to look after them, the brothers-in-law were nowhere to be seen. 
Mary pondered a moment, shook her head, and then bent her steps 
homeward, little changed in the resolution she had taken to try 
and restore her brother to society* 

^^ What fooPs talk has passed between you and Mary, Peery 
0*Dea ?" asked Gahill, when they had gained their place of conceal- 
ment, the ruins of an «ld castle which overhung the main road to 
their collage. 

"Ned," answered Peery, " you know Fve tould her all; don't 
fly in a passion wid me ; I saw ye discoorsin' together in the barn, 
and it was asy to guess what Mary was sayin' to you,^' 

" An* that's the way you keep your promise wid me ?" questioned 
Ned. 

" I couldn't help it, Ned Cahill, asihare. It was lyin' like a 
heavy stone on my heart. Sure enough, we both thought it would 
be for the best; I to hould my tongue, an' thiy to work for her 
an' the weenoeh, while you were only forced to bide yourself for a 
start. But I'll tell you what it is, Ned ; the mornin' I hard o' 
them takin' you, I set off for the jail dour, to give myself up to 
^em in yomr stead, as it well became me to do ; an^ nothin' but 
the news I lamed on the road o' your breakin' gaol^ and givin' them 
leg bail, the thing that put the ouUawry on you, afther all, poor 
boy, nothin' but that sent me hon^ agin. Ay, an' I have more 
to say to you, Ned Cahill ; the first moment I hear o' your falling 
into Uieir dutches a second timci 111 be on the road to the gaol 
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dour, a second time too ; for I can't ate by day, nor sleep by night, 
thinkin' o' you. An' afther all we can say about Mary and the child, 
my heart tells me I'm not doin' a thing that a man ought to do." 

" Bother an' botheration, Peery ! Do you mane to tell me, even 
if it did happen that I was locked up agin, that it would be the 
part of a man to start himself off, of his own accord, from wife 
an' weenoch ; to say nothin' o' the poor ould father o' you, sittin* 
at home by the fire ; au' let them send you for life across the wide 
seys, if they didn't take the life frona you aforehand ? I tell yon, 
man, you have your duties laid out for you on this earth. As for 
me, no one is dependin' on me, and no one 'ud miss me, barrin' 
yourself and Mary ; an' even ye only for the sorrow, an' nothin' at 
all for the loss. An' I'm not a boy given to marryin', I don't 
think the notion of it '11 come into my head agin ; for, in throth, 
Peery, from the day I helped to carry poor Cauth Farrel to the 
berrin-ground, afther the long sickness that made her a light load 
to carry anywhere, afore it ended her days" — Cahill's yoice changed 
and his eyes fell — *• from that day to this, Peery, though I was a 
younger boy then, I never saw the colleen I'd care to be thinkin' 
of; no, nor wanted to gee her neither. But we're talkin' a power 
o' raumaush here, in this ould place. Tell me, Peery, an' don't 
telj me anything but the thruth, how much o' the raal business did 
you blab out to Mary ?" 

" I didn't hide a single bit o' the raal business, Ned. I tonld 
her that it was me myself (an' you not wid us nor in the sacret) 
that went up to Ligh ton's house that night, for the arms, along 
wid the other boys. An' I tould her you only follied us to get me 
home out o' danger, when, by bad luck, you found out what I was • 
goin' to do. And that, when the Peelers purshued us, afther we 
got the gans and pistols, and were hard and close on my thrack, 
you ran up to me, Ned, an' forced my gun from me, an' made me 
turn off home by a cross-cut. Och, Ned ! if it could come into my 
mind that night, what you were goin' to do — " 

" Phu, Peery, I never meant they should ketch either of us, 
when I took your gun, an' if you were bid by me to use your legs 
sooner, they never would have to tell that they came up wid me : 
'twas our argufying the thing that spoiled all. Well, no mattber 
now. Just listen to me over agin. What's Mary goin' to do, to 
thry an' get me free o' the outlawry ? Can you tell me that, Peery ?" 
Peery solemly protested he could not. He had never heard his 
wife mention the subject. Cahill looked grave, and, after a panse 
kindling into a rage, said^ '* By the sky over us ! if m^ sisther, my 
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father's and my mothar'a daiis;hter, ever attetppts the like of it, I 
could kiU her with my own hand !" 

Perry asked what he meaait; and it was obTions, from his, per- 
fectly nnconscious manner, that he did not share with his brother- 
in-law a single doubt of Mary. — <jahill evaded answering him. 

" Yon must stop the day by my side, Peery — that's all ; or as 
much of the day, at laste, as 'ill be wantin' to do what I mane to 
do in. An', first of all, let ns hide here till the Lord Lientenant 
passes by to -Mr. Lowe's big house. I'd like to see him that I may 
know him again ; an' he'll soon come now, for Mr. Lowe expects 
him to the great break'ast." 

Accordingly, both remained in the old ruin some hours, peering 
out upon the road, through narrow vrindow-slits in its walls. Aud 
Ned Gahill seemed to have gained true information as to the move- 
ments of Vice-Royalty. After some time distant shouts reached 
them ; they watched the top line of the hilly road ; the uproar came 
nearer ; clouds of dust arose in view ; and, dimly seen through it, down 
streamed and trundled the crowds ef peasantry, who were drawing 
his Excellency, with silken ropes, in his open carriage, and the 
huge crowds who, jumping and capering, were before them, beside 
them, and behind them ; and Mr. Lowe, and other gentlemen of 
the place, on hcn-seback, in front ; *^ an' not asoger nor a Peeler 
to be seen !" — as the ecstatic mob declared, and truly declared ; — 
the ecstatic mob, who, not two years before, had been . enjoying . 
the Insurrection Act, and who have not remained quite ecstatic, 
ever since that blessed morning. 

"Pm tould ril know him in thie carriage by his takin' off his 
hat and makin' all manner o' bows and fine manners to the people ;^' 
soliloquized Gahill, looking close, as the frantic rout whirled onward 
the truly and meritedly popular Lord Lieutenant, often tumbling 
over each other, in the zeal of each and all to ^' have one pull at the 
ropes." 

" Well, an' there I see him, sure enough," resumed Gahill, atf it 
'ill be qnare if I don^t know him again, after he ates his break'asi — 
much good may do him, every bit an' sup of id." 

At Mr. Lowe's hall-door the people permitted his Excellency to 
stop. Their parish priest there read him a little address, to which 
he replied kindly, in impromptu. Again we have to notice the cor- 
rectness of Ned Gahill's private sources of information. Gaptain 
Lighton, who, with other gentlemen, had ridden out that morning 
to meet that great man, handed a note into the carriage. The 
Lord Lieutenant, interrupting a few words of conversation with the 
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parish priest, immediately glanced once at it, and then, sajing some- 
thing in a low voice, gave it to his late reverend panegyrist, who, 
having perused it in his tarn, tbns addressed the assembled 
tbonsands. 

" My good people— down to this morning ye have refased, even 
against my reqaest, to cut Captain Lighton's corn ; here is his Ex- 
cellency, the Lord Lieutenant, and Governor of Ireland, and yoor 
friend, If yon will let htm, by deserving his friendship — and through 
my momth his Excellency is pleased to ask ye, will yon, or will yon 
not, save the Messed hardest that Divine Providence " 

** We will, plase Ms Majisty and your Reverence ;" interrupted a 
voice very like that of ** Con.'* " We wiU, out o' glory to him for 
axin' us. — An' for another little rason, becase poor Ned Cahlll, that 
we're all sorry for, an' lo¥e an' like, is afther bidding us do the same 
thing aforehand." 

" Ned Cahill ! the po«r outlaw !" res«med the good priest, for- 
getting a little chagrin be had felt, on the head of being cheated 
out of a very pretty peroration, by Oon's interruption. He and the 
Lord Lieutenant began to discourse anew, in seeming earnestness. 

Ned Cahill and Peery O'Dea soon had proof, from a changed 
hiding-place, that the people respected Oon's pledge as their spokes- 
man ; shouting and capering, and brandishing their sickles, hun- 
dreds of them ru8hed into the Captain's fields, and simultaneously 
attacked all the ripe com they could find. 

And still the outlaw showed a knowledge of how more important 
people were to act upon that — to him — ^memorable day. Having 
again spirited P«ery along with him to a convenient place of am- 
bush, he wAtched, earnestly, the expected approach of the Lord 
Lieutenant, along, a by-road leading, cigzag, from Mr. Lowe's 
house. Peery kaew his purpose by this time, and awaited its issue 
with his own mental reservations of what he would do, should evil 
come of Ned's bold thought. 

'^ Whbht, Peery 1" cried Cahill, catching his arm, as he glanced 
over the hedge of the road, with a sparkling eye, and suddenly 
flaring cheeks ! — ** here be is, sooner than 1 or others had a notion 
of! — and ridin' quite, alone, too, by the Powers I — not an edge^a^^ 
gongj nor Misther Lowe, himself, wid him ! — weU, an' that's quare ! 
bud I s'pose they're behind the turn o" the road ; or, at any rate, 
it's all the betther for me — so here goes, in the name o' God and 
good luck 1" — and springing upon the road, and fallmg instantly 
upon his knees, straight before the object of his soul's solicitude 
and reverence, he continued, — ^* Oh 1 your Excellency ! oh, my Lord^ 
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Lieotenant ! — ob, plaise yoitr Majisty, hear ooe word from a poor, 
heart sore man !" 

" Wha — a — ^t, whatj what, friend?'* stuttered the person he ad- 
dressed, endeavouring to rein in and qniet bis horse, who had 
been amazingly startled at the sndden vision of Cahill ; and, in- 
deed, the horse's master did not speak or look like a man of perfect 
presence of mind. 

" My life, my life I" resumed Cahill ; " wait, your honour, my 
Lord Lieutenant, an' I'll hould binr for you ;" — and he Jumped up 
and grasped the horse's reins — " an' now " 

" Let go, fellow ! let go !" — sereamed the rider, in increased terror, 
for, from Oahill's brogue and impassioned pronunciation, be had 
mistaken the possessive pronoun which the supplicant had placed 
before the word " life." 

" Och, an' won't I, your Majesty, won't I, when you only bear me 
spake one word ! — sure I'm no one else in the world, bud poor Cahill 
the outlaw, that your Majisty— " 

'^ Outlaw 1" repeated the other — ^' savage villain ! do you mean 
to murder me ?" 

" Murder you, my Lord Lieutenant ?" repeated poor Cahill, in 
his turn, letting go the reins, and starting back, aghast, with clasped 
hands — " By the Hessed stars in the sky 1 I love an' like you so 
well, that I wouldn't harm a hair o' your horse's mane, let alone 
one o' your own head, for the round world stuffed full oif goold?" 

" And why do you carry that pistol, then ?" still stammered the 
poor Double, now a little soothed, however, by the honied flattery 
of Cahill, and the repetitions of the splendid titles addressed to him. 

*• This ? the bit of a pistol, my Lord ?" Cahill drew it from his 
breast, where its butt had not been well bidden-^*^ och, an' is it 
me you fear, on the head o' this ! — ^lookee here, plaise your Ma- 
jisty ?' 

He discharged the weapon in the air, close by the horse's ears, 
however; the animal pranced and reared in a freney of terror, 
and. his rider, still sharing his feelings, could scarce keep his saddle. 

'* An' see here agin" — continued Cahill, hurling the pistol from 
him— an action lost to the confounded and dancing eyes of the 
Double— and now, at laste, your Majisty 'ill please to hear me !" — 
he renewed his grasp on the horse's bridle, really only meaning 
well — " You put the outlawry on an innocent poor man, my Lord 
Lieutenant I—- one that never riz a hand, for bad, in the counthry ! 
oh, take it off o' me, take it oSo* mel Let me go home from the 
bills and woodsy agin, to sleep undher a Christbcn^roof, an* to meet 
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my fellow- cratnres widoatbein' afeard o' them, an' to pat my band 
to the spade or the plough, agin, that I may am the honest bit, 
and the honest snp, an' that I may go to the house o' God, an' 
kneel down, there, and put np my prayers for you an' yours, to the 
last day I draw the breath o' life ! — Ochown, take it off, o' me, 
an' may you reign long in glory, an' die happy ! — It's an innocent 
boy that axes you, my Lord the Lieutenant — it's an innocent poor 
boy ! — Say the word out o' your mouth, say the word, an' do a good 

action ! say the word an' ^" 

" Well, well, weH, man," — interrupted the Double, his fears now 
only divided between the uncertainty whether he had to do with a 
wild- Irish assassin, or a wild-Irish madman — " d— don't you pall 
me about so, and we shall see — ^let go the bridle and I wiU say the 
word — there — stand aside, now, and you may regard yourself as a 
free man." 

" Hurrah I" screamed Cahill, jumping up a good height from the 
ground, as he smote his breast in utter joy — " Peery O'Dea, inside 
the fence, there ? Peery O'Dea, do you hear that ?" 

" Hurrah ! aa' it's I that do !" answered Peery, with another 
shout, discovering himself. 

" It's off o' me ! it's off o' me !" continued Cahill, hugging his 
brother-in-law — *' isn't it your honour-in- glory — bn't it ?" 

" It is, it is — to be sure it is — ^have I not said so ? I revoke 
every thing — only won't you and the other man move away from 
my horse's head ? So— good day to you both — all's right---good 
day^— ." Seeing the road at last clear before him, the speaker 
gave spur and rein to his horse, and was out of sight in a moment, 
ay, and out of Ireland in some hours after, from the nearest sea- 
port, cured in a degree, of performing his absuvd and miserable im- 
postures in it. 

" There you go, an' may honour an' glory be in your road, afore 
you !"— Cahill continued to shout. 

** There you go, an' may you never know what it is to have a 
heart as heavy as the hearts^ you're afther makin' happy this day !" 
added Peery. 

" Stand !" cried voices at their backs — " one of you is Cahill, 
the outlaw." They turned, and saw half-a-dozen police, who, 
with presented carbines, immediately surrounded them. 

" Bother, boys, wid your * stand !' " — answered Ned — " I'm 
Cahill, sure enough, but no outlaw, this blessed day, thank God! 
an' his honour the Lord Lieutenant ! Hurrah I" — ^He jumped again. 

** Come, conae — your arms," said the sergeant of the party. 
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" Arms ! sorrow a one I have, barrin' the two God gave me. 
A lititle while ago, to tell thratb, I had a sort of an onld pistol wid 
me — but I sint the bullet of it up into the air, an^ itself after the 
bullet, to the divvle, entirely — an' its my word I give you, mas- 
ther Peelers, my poor fellows, that from this day out" ■ 

" Search him" — interrupted the sergeant. 

" Here, then — sarch — sarch — ^sarch — oh, wid all my heart. I 
tell you, boys, it's only givin' yourselves throuble for nothin'' 

" Fall in with the men, then, and march for gaol," resumed the 
Serjeant, when the useless search was ended. 

" Gaol ? me march for gaol ? yeVe mad to speak of it. It's more 
than your lives are worth to use the words. Take great care what 
ye're for doin'." 

" Come, fall in : — where are the handcuffs ?" 

" Handcuffs !" as he heard them jingling — " have a care o' your 
behaviour to me, I tell you once again !" ejaculated Cahill, while 
he vainly resisted the strength used to manacle his hands — " his 
own self took the ban o' me, masther Peelers — ^his own self, my 
Lord the Lieutenant, only a minute agone, an' on this very blessed 
spot ! ay, ye may laugh at me : but I say he did ! an' here's Peery 
O'Dea that's ready to say the same thing, for he hard an' seen him ! 
didn't you, Peery, didn't you ?" 

Peery proved, indeed, a ready witness ; but still the police 
sneered, until, after glancing down the road, in the direction of 
Mr. Lowe's house, the serjeant said, " Well, Cahill, now's the 
time to get grace frcwn us, if your words are true," — the man's 
tone was still deriding — "here comes his Excellency." 

*' Which way ?" demanded Cahill, glancing up and down the 
road, in great astonishment — ^^ Wa. ? the gentleman ridin' up to us 
wid Mr. Lowe an' the officers ? stop — ^wait — stop — eh ! by the 
powers o' man, an' it is, sure enough, however the divvle — or by 
the Lord's will — ^he got there !" for the Double had retreated in 
the direction contrary to Mr. Lowers house — " Peery I Peery, 
avich r — 

** Shove aside, and clear the road," said the serjeant. The police 
and their prisoners accordingly stood at the fence, the men pre- 
senting arms. The Lord Lieutenant stopt before them, and was 
about to ask what was the matter, when Cahill broke forward, 
and falling almost prostrate, prayed his Excellency to look on him, 
and remember him well, and say whether or no he had not, a few 
moments before, pardoned him his offences ; and at the same time 
he again shouted out for Peery O'Dea to support his assertion. 
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^^ The man must be mad,** said the Lord Lieatenatit to Mr. 
Lowe'— both of them most be so ; I have never seen ^ther of them, 
in TAJ life before ; and jet how i^parentlj sincere b Uieir earnest- 
ness ; one of them weeps." 

At the sound of his Excellencj^s voice Oahill started np, staring 
in misgiving and dismay on the face of the speaker ; and agahi he 
called, in a whisper, to Peeiy, " Peeiy, avick /" as if for coancO. 

" No, Ned, oithorey' replied Peery, after making his own obser- 
vations, *' 'tisn^t himself is afore ns — or— -it is himself, I mane, or 
else there^s two o' them— or, it was the onld diwle that came the 
road, first of all, to make yon go through wid the foolish thought 
o' your mind, and get yon taken agin T' 

While the Lord Lieutenant was speaking in an uilder tone with 
Mr. Lowe, the serjeant of the police advanced to recapture Cahill. 
Peery O^Bea now sprwig f orwurd and continued, in a loud, wsuling 
voice*— '' But since they have you the second turn, Ned, it*s time 
for me to do what I said ! — Plaise your Lordship, Ned Cahill, my 
wife's brother, though he broke gad, is as innocent as my own 
weenock o' what sent him there ! — I am the man — ^I, Peeiy 0*Dea, 
that headed the boys up to the house, for the arms that night — 
an' Ned wasn't wid us at all, only met me on the road after we 
got what we went for — an' forced my gun from me, an' stood to 
be seized by the Peelers ! aa^ this is the holy thnith, an' I'll get 
your honour plenty o' witnesses to say so. An' now, sure your 
Majisty 'ill teU them to let him go, an' take me in his place, an* "— - 

" Don't put thrust in a word .the fool of a boy is sayin', gkwy 
to your Lordship," interrupted Oahill — '* the head of him is cradced, 
becase I'm poor Mary's brother, an' he's often not in his right 
mind. 'Twas in my hands the gun was fonnd — an' 'twas I that 
broke gaol— «id, by coorse, it's I that ought to go to gaol, over agin. 
An' so, misther serjeant — ^now, the Lord save us ! an' what's this ?" 

Mary O'Dea held hdm in her arms, sobbing and weeping ^oud. 
" To gaol yotfll nearer go, brother Ned, vutehree /"—she cried — 
'^ never, never, praises to the good God, an' our good Lord Lieu« 
tenant I"^ 

^^ Avich, you poor eratur ; aa' did that desaitful diwle come 
across you, too, and make you ail manner o' promises ?" asked 
Cahill, returning her embraces. 

" Your honour, my Lord !" continued Mary, *^ Spake the word you 
{HTomised me!" 

Addressing Mr. Lowe, his Excellency, t(mched and affected, 
turned his lu^s head — ^' Pray, Sir, explam to the poor people." 
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" Cahill," said Mr. Lowe, " yonr sister has saved you ; at least 
confirmed the Lord Lieutenant^s mercifnl dispositions towards yon, 
previously formed by reason of other circumstances. She contrived to 
meet his Excellency, before my house, this morning, and, on con« 
dition that a considerable dep6t of concealed anns---discovered by 
her, she has not said how," (Cahill glanced from Mary to Peery,) 
^^ should be delivered up, obtained your pardon. The tranquillity of 
the country for the last year, a word in your favour, from your 
priest and others, and, indeed, from myself, and a wish to show the 
deluded people that they will be treated mercifully, whenever they, 
themselves, afford the opportunity — all this helped your sister's 
prayers. Thank his Excellency. You are a free man." 

That Cahill did as he was bid it would be idle to enforce. Nei- 
ther is it necessary to describe the joy of the re-united family. 
But, indeed, kind English readers — contradictory as the thing may 
sound — men made of mortal materials similar to those which we 
believe you like in the brothers-in-law, Ned and Peery, often plun- 
der arms in some Lrish counties, nay — (and alas for the admission 1) 
use them fearfaUy, too. Let us hope and pray, however, that such 
an Irish Lord Lieutenant as we here have sketched for you, acting 
under the wise instructions which shape his own excellent feelings 
and inclinations, may soon gain possession of all the hidden depdts 
of destruction, accumulated by the wretched people. 

As for his Double — 

" Peery avidi/' said Cahill, after they and Mary had been left 
alone on the road — '^ let us run hard, straight-a-head, an' thry 
an' lay hould o' that brute-baste of a pretendher !" 
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So were called a highly respectable Irish family ; and the appel- 
lation is continaed to their descendants of the present day, in con- 
sequence of the concluding circumstances of the following true 
narration. Incredulous some readers may be after having perused 
it to the end, notwithstanding our intimation that it deals with facts. 
Should such be the case we cannot help it; and shall only add, that 
while the occurrence, for which we apprehend most question, has 
aathenticated parallels in many countries over the world, its truth, 
in the particular instance before us, has been vouched to the writer 
by a member of — The family of the Cold Feet Ay, and cold 
were his own feet while he told the chilling stoiy ; so inveterately, 
80 inheritedly cold, that the blaze of the jovial fire at which we 
sat, dmung his narrative, could not impart to them the least 
warmth ; and cold, cold were his children*s feet — all except one, 
who obviously took after her mother, as well in constitution as in 
face and personal conformation ; and cold, cold had been his father's 
feet — as cold, while he lived, as when he had been dead three days, 
and decidedly cold all over ; and his grandfather's, and his grand- 
father's mother's — which lady brought the inconvenience into the 
family. And now we begin to tell in what manner. 

Antony Skelton, at four-and- twenty, was a tall, well-limbed, 
fair-haired, ruddy-cheeked, blue-eyed, and half-educated Irishman ; 
a younger brother, too, though on that account scarce a whit less 
dangerous to many a blooming girl around him. He lived with his 
brother, the baronet, in the old cut-stone mansion, called Upper 
Court, having nothing to do but hunt, fish, shoot, cock-fight, dog- 
fight, badger-bait, ferret- chase the rabbits in the warren, and, 
above all, dear women, admire you. Profession he would none of ; 
taking fees, either as attorney, barrister, surgeon, or physician, was 
very much beneath his family consequence. He might have put 
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his fine broad shoulders into a red jacket, indeed, (or rather 1od|; 
and broad skirted red coat, as was then good military exquisitism,) 
had there been spirited wars going on over Europe : but it was a 
time of profound peace, and be candidly admitted that he did not 
like the trouble of drilling, and parading, and mounting guard, 
when very little could be expected to come of it. And he had 
much rather stay at home, amusing himself as a country gentleman 
on his brother's grounds. 

This sounded in many ears as quite an independent resolution ; 
but that it really was so may be questioned. There was little doubt 
that, at an early age, he had, among the pleasures of the Irish me- 
tropolis, with great facility, disposed of, the few thousands which fell 
to his share, as a younger brother, according to his father's will. 
So that when he spoke, with a toss of his head, of " staying at 
home, amusing himself as a country gentleman on his brother's 
grounds," he must have meant, though, perhaps, it never struck 
him, at his brother's expense into the bargain. Sir Roger was 
fond of him, however, and one of a class of men of that peculiar 
good nature, besides, who can countenance the expenses of those 
they are fond of, or as he would himself have said, '* used to," at 
the risk of their own personal independence. So, Tony did very 
well ; nearly as well as if he had been elder son born, and wrote 
himself Sir Tony. 

Well, gallantry, it has been declared, was, above all others, his 
amusement on his brother's grounds, and in the neighbourhood. 
For it he would, in truth, give up fox, hare, the river's side, the 
rabbit-warren, a cock-fight, a badger-bait — any other thing. Of 
this he boasted; as he ought to have done, to more fair faces than 
two or three, and was estimated accordingly — ^for a season at 
least — by each of those to whom, in turn, he made the avowal in 
strict confidence. Nor was " Master Tony" — or more expressively 
with reference to his virtual reign at Upper Court, " the young 
master," as the tenants called him — particularly select in the exer- 
cise of his talent. His "grand passion," or universal passion, 
asserted and proved itself in a veiy efficient kind of way, from the 
" cottier's" comely daughter up through the family of the small 
farmer, of the " strong farmer," of the gentleman farmer, and of 
the still more genteel farmer, till it had achieved its utmost flight, 
proportioned to his opportunities, at the fireside of the next 'squire, 
locally "square," baronet, bishop, or haply, real lord. For Tony 
certainly had the blessed talent of making himself agreeable, and 
therefore welcome, from the mud cabin to the family seat. We 
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have called him half-cdacated-— that is, he pretended to Virgil, and 
hiated at Euclid ; still be bad been a member of T. C. D., and be 
c<nild smatter on, amusingly, among the very best society of his 
county. While in rhyming, which he devoted exclusively to songs 
in praise of angling, hunting, fishing, wine, and ladies, Tony was 
considered a master. 

Now, any sagacious reader will perceive that so much had not 
been said about Mr. Tony^s characteristics, unless that they must 
liave a good deal to do with the origin and perpetuation of "eold 
feet'' in bis family. Such, indeed, is the fact, as we hasten to make 
e vident. 

The house of a neighbouring gentleman had long been untenanted, 
save by the trustr servants in whose care be had left it. *Mr. 
Neville lost a well-beloved wife, in her first confinement, and im- 
mediately after quitted his home and country to seek forgetfulness 
of sorrow in foreign lands. The innocent cause of her mother's 
death, his infant daughter, he deposited in safe and respectable 
hands, to be nursed through the first years of childhood ; and when 
Esther Neville gained her sixth year, he sent for her from England, to 
which country he had just returned from the continent, and thence- 
forward assumed his natural right as her protector. For some time 
she was educated in England, afterwards in France and Ttaly, and 
ultimately in England again ; and in her nineteenth year her father 
came back with her to his native country, to instal her, as her 
mother's successor, in his paternal mansion ; announcing his deter- 
mination never to re -marry, and proclaiming her heiress to his con- 
siderable estate, and funded property. 

Antony Skelton, for some long weeks l^fore her amval within 
tea minutes' ride of Upper Court, had been rather at a loss for a 
new object of adoration. He soon got Sir Roger to accompany 
him to Mr. Neville's on a welcoming visit ; fell in love with Esther, 
ten seconds after he had seen her ; and having contrived to stay 
for dinner, while his brother returned home, told her as much before 
he left the house that evening. 

Let no one be a^^tonished'at this dispatch. It was his way ; he 
couldn't help it. No, no more than a connoisseur can help express- 
ing raptures at the first sight of an old picture, although he may 
have seen hundreds, quite as old, before it. In very truth, Tony 
could not recollect the time since his sixteenth year, that he had 
once been able to curb the avowal of his perfect love fnr any and 
every woman or girl in the least interesting, by whose side he found 
. himself the necessary number of hours. And we pray, in his be- 
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half, that no ill-natured person will suppose it was because Esther 
Keville happened to be an heiress, and he a younger brother, that 
he so soon declared himself, in the present iustance. No such 
thing. Heiresses were by no means new to him. He had been at 
the knees of one or two before, and given them up in a few months, 
weeks, or days, as it might be, for the untiring pleasure of once 
more manifesting his mighty love for the sex in general, in the case, 
perhaps, of a pennyless fifth or seventh daughter. Xo, indeed ; the 
least mercenary lover on the earth was Tony, And in some degree 
to Account for this, considering his own pauper state, and a rapid 
groAvth of nephews at Upper Court, perhaps it is as well to surmise 
that, in thus offering fervid adorations, like a lusty sun, to every 
flower in the female garden, he had not as yet ever thought of 
becoming entitled, by marriage, to the goods and chattels of one 
Individual woman. But why he should not have done so we arc 
ntterly unable to explain. 

And how sped his, as yet, newest of all wooings ? How did 
Esther Neville take his sufficiently abrupt attack ? Not as she 
ought to have done had she much experience of the world, or of 
the various sorts of fools in it. Out of select English boarding- 
schools, or of continental x^onvents, she bad lived but little ; and 
romance substituted in her mind a wholesome and most necessary 
knowledge of mankind and of womankind. Of such a man as we 
have sketched Tony Skelton, at four-and- twenty, she had dreamed, 
as well as of her own powers of striking to the death at first sight ; 
not forgetting his really fervid and seemingly unchangeable man-» 
ner in giving her so quick a proof of her good opinion of herself. 
In truth, although, a^ the most romantic woman is bound to do, 
Esther made no response to his first startling speech, Tony had 
not repeated it, with pretty additions, more than four times, when 
she did; and vows of deathless fidelity were forthwith inter- 
changed; and, in the stolen walks they enjoyed among the wild 
and solitai-y scenery adjacent to Mr. Neville's house, plans of f utui-e 
happiness — of happiness that never could, would, should, or ought 
to tire — towered up, like that same wild- scenery, before and round 
them, till it faded into rich and beautiful vagueness in the dis- 
tance. And this was as true of Tony Skelton as of Esther Neville. 
He felt as enthusiastic and as sincere as she did. Yes — not a 
doubt of it. He felt, in fact, as he had often felt before, just like 
a man in love for the very first time ; and he could have sworn to 
the world, as well as to his own heart, that it was utterly iraposv^i- 
ble he should ever look with the slightest interest on auother woman. 
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In fact, the arclenty quick-tempered Esther was in ber para- 
dise — Fool's Paradise. Once or twice only she thought it odd. 
that, in all their schemes for perennial blisses, her lover nerer 
happened to allude to the married state. But, on reflection, thi^ 
could mean nothing^ at all ; or, if anything, it illustrated his deli- 
cacy, and so helped to raise him in her estimation, if that were 
possible. It struck her, however, that she might as well tempt 
him a little on the point } so, one evening, when, as usual, she 
had stolen out to meet him by the river's side, Esther, after ex- 
pressing her tremors at the idea of being missed, and asked after 
by her father, added, " but our little uneasiness on that head, 
dear Tony, will soon be removed — I mean when you propose for 
me at home." 

"Propose for you at home, dearest Esther!" he repeated, 
staring at her with great simplicity, and a disinterested observer 
might have added, something like quandary, or stupidity. In 
truth, it was the flrat time the idea had presented itself to his 
mind. And here we again express ourselves unable to make out 
the peculiar mental economy of our hero. Such as we have found 
him, however, we give him to the world. 

A quick flash from Esther's dark eyes met his strange stare ; 
and she demanded, " Why do you repeat my words ? 

" Repeat your words, Esther ? Oh, ay ; yes, to be sure — what 
a blockhead I am — 1 ha ! ha ! don't be angry with me, gra-ma- 

chree " here he slightly interrupted his speech by a little act — 

'* but, as I over and over told you, my darling, looking straight 
into your beautiful face, always makes me forget what I am say- 
ing — ay, or doing either." 

Esther constrainedly echoed his laugh ^ and, though nothing 
more distinct was said on the subject, all seemed well. On their 
way homeward, however, she thought Tony a shade graver, or 
more reflective than usual ; and she lay down that night with the 
germ of something disagreeable in her mind. 

The next evening Tony sent her a message, as usual, and they 
were again alone, in a suitable lover-suiting place. Esther came out, 
determined to watch him ; and having made this resolution, she, 
doubtless, would have found in his words, looks, and manner, 
something she suspected him of, had he been as innocent as a babe. 
Truth must be told, however. Tony really was a changed, or at 
least a changing man. Why ? He no more knew, at present, 
than he had known, on similar occasions, many a time before. 
Once only, during the evening, did he appear much interested ; 



102 TUB FAMaY OP 

but the occasion for bb alteration of demeafiour was no comfort 
to Esther's heart. 

** When my coasin Mary covnes to see me, dear Toay, we mnsi, 
at once, make her a confidant,'* said Esther. 

^^ Certainly, Esther. Does she come soon ?'* 

" To-morrow— *some time of the day." 

'^ Indeed ! and that t> soon.'* His handsome eyes beamed 
brightly; thoagh, alas ! for poor Esther, they tatned away, with 
a kind of a happy, speealaftiTo expression. I'm so glad — for your 
sake« I mean. Yonr cousin will be such company to yon !** 

" Thank you, Tony." Esther was (juite put out ; she could 
mi^e nothing of him, no moid than oorselves. 

"Is she older or younger than you, Esther ?" demanded Tony, 
still in a calculating way. 

** About my own age*" 

" And like yon ? Any f amfiy reserobknce ?" 

" Not trtie least. I am not very tail— she is tall ; I am a bix)wn 
girl — ^6 is a feir one——** 

" With blue eyes, light hair, and a good complexion ?** iater- 
rupted Tony, vivaciously. 

"Yes, as is usual with very fair women." 

** Very fair, yon say ?" again interrupted her waning, waniug 
lover, bewitched with the novehy of the contrast between his pre- 
sent mistress and his future one. 

^ Yes, Tony Skelton, very fair ; as fair as heart can wish," an- 
swered Esther, now just beginning to apprehend. 

"And only about nineteen, like yourself," cried Tony, not no- 
ticing Esther's expressive manner, in the anticipaihig joy of hia 
simple heart ; " and a bounding, bouncing, charming girl, 1*11 
warrant ; all smiles and langhter, and pleasant conversation I Yes, 
I remember yon hinted as much to me before, didn't you, Esther ?** 

There is no use in continuing the scene between the lovers on 
this occasion. Tony arrived at home, to rave as much abouc 
Esther^s cousin as he had done about Esther*s self before her 
arrival at Upper Court. Esther locked herself np in her chamber 
to hate the merry-hearted Mary, whom she had loved, during 
their first acquaiutanee in Dublin, on her way from England to 
her father*s house, and ever since, til) this evening ; and, even 
towards her beau-idSal of a lover, and of a constant lover, Tony Skei- 
ton, her heart began to change, and change badly. Unamiable 
ingredients had naturally mixed themselves up wiUi the whole of 
Esther's character ; and the course of her education and expc- 



TfiE COLD FEET. 103 

rieiioe bad not sinoo worked them out of it. As a child, she was 
self-willed, almost daring in the attainment of whatever she had 
sol her heart on, aad reaentf al if thwarted in gaining her object. 
Nay, worse^ she oonld brood over her disappointmeat, and nnre- 
Icwtikiglj nnrse a spirit of retaliation towaids its anthor. Jodidous 
(tirootion of her mind and feelings might, doubtless, have done 
jfkmeh towards snbdning, if not eradicating, these infirmities during 
]um i^rowt^ from diild into giii ; or the really good portions of her 
miad aad heart, then: generosity, and even romance, might have 
bfMi cultivated and enlarged, so as to weigh down theit dangerous 
tendeftcies. Such, we repeat, had not, however, been the case ; 
and now, at nineteen, she was, therefore, a passive victim to the 
iMAiiable lemptations of her nature ; at the impulse, too, of the 
ItrcMleat disappointment any woman can feel, and which Esther 
KfiYiUc felt to an intensify of which few women are capable. In 
fact, before the summer morning's sun danced dazzlingly through 
thft window on her sleepless eyes, £sther had vowed a vengeance 
Hpon the unooDscioQS Tony Skelton, ior his buoyant spirits the 
pr»Tio«s evening ; nay, she had planned it, and only waited to 
itecaiv.e full proof of his delinquency, with a fit opportunity, in 
Qedflr to ca»y it into execution. • 

And Tony did mot keep her long waiting. He was in Mr. 
NeTille's house when Mary O'Neil entered it, and scarce stirred 
Irom her side the whole evening. Esther had to suffer the scene 
of a laughing, witty, hilarious flirtation between her cousin and 
her quondam lover, while she sat neglected, looking out through 
the old bow-window of the sombre drawing-room. She did suffer 
it, kowever, silently, and, to all appearance, contentedly ; and, at 
lengthy she left them alone-^to reconnoitre, however, from an adja- 
cent room ; at the door of which she had not stood a long while till 
her ears heard the words of perfidy from Tony's importunate lips, 
aad then something else from them, with the aid of those of the 
bmghiiig, almost scofiing, Mary C^Neil, which sounded to Esther 
W». a p(H6onoHs reptile's hiss. 

Asd now she took her measures, her first ones, at least. She 
wrote to Mary ^8 brother, a iM*ave and cool, though fierce, old cam- 
paigner, quartered with his regiment in a town near at hand. She 
aottght her father, in his libraiy, and conveirsed with him some time. 
Then she had to adapt her manner and looks to her purposes, before 
re-entering the drawing^^-oom, where the new lovers still sat in the 
twilights ^'Does she laugh at him still?'' thought Esther, again 
eaves-dropping at the door. " No — now her voice is gentle enough, 
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and if she does continue to reject his quickly conceived, and as' 
quickly told love, it is in maiden murmurs only. Good ! very 
good ! — Mary O'Neil, he shall be mine yet — mine, though it were 
but to show him how I loathe him, when he is so !" And, so me- 
ditating, Esther tripped into the room, in seemingly high spirits, 
rallying the happy pair, and congratulating herself on having been 
the means of making them known to each other. Mary laughed, 
aud protested, and remonstrated, and asked, *' How could soch 
nonsense enter into her dear Esther's head ?" And Master Tony, 
what did he say or do ? Was there no appearance of disconcer- 
tion in his manner? no consciousness of being, at the least, a very 
gay deceiver? no awkwardness in the presence of the woman to 
whom, a few hours before, he had been swearing, in good round 
oaths, (as became his rank and bearing in those good old times,) 
adoration and fidelity ? Not a trace of anything like all this : and 
for a very sufficient reason — namely, because he did not feel it. 
His heart accused him of nothing at all. He stood quite self-ac- 
quitted to his own conscience, or rather he had never been at its 
bar for an instant. He was but following his nature, his vocation. 
In a word, the matter did not, could not, trouble his mind, had 
never done so, and was very unlikely ever to do so. And hence, 
upon Esther's re-appearance, he only joined in Mary O^Neil's laugh, 
and chuckled, and rubbed the palms of his hands together, and 
really and truly thought it all exceedingly pleasant and natural, and 
just as it ought to be. 

About three evenings after, Tony and Mary O'Neil were seated 
in a very nice little place, out of doors. It was a miniature, a 
fairy valley, abruptly entered, at one point, very near to that where 
they had chosen to repose themselves after their walk, by a zigzag 
path down one of its sides — the side, too, opposite to where they 
sat. A little wailing brook — so little that it fretted itself in wail- 
ing against the mere pebbles which obstructed the would-be per- 
fectly even course of its insignificant existence — was at their feet ; 
their couch was one of the inland sweeps of its mossy, and 
daisied, and butter-cupped bank ; and the sky-lark was bravuring 
his last evening song for his wife, over their heads. Could there 
be a better boudoir for two lovers ? The?/ thought not. 

" But can I believe you ?" murmured Mary, as Tony's doomed 
head rested on her shoulder, " this time, your first time ?" 

** I vow and swear it, dearest, dearest darling, by the round 
world, and the blue sky over it ! — ^by your two eyes ! — ^and by 
this — and this — ." 
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"Stop, stop!" whispered Mary, "there's some"one looking at yon.'' 

Tony followed her glance with his own. On the top line of the 
sweeping ground opposite to them stood three figures. Esther 
Neville, leaning her right arm on her father's, and her left on that 
of a dragoon officer of about forty. " My brother Peter 1" half 
shrieked Mary, starting up. 

The new comers stood a moment observantly, during which 
Esther, turning her face alternately from one to another of her 
supporters, pointed expressively towards the lovers. " What do 
they want here ?" asked Tony, rising. Esther, her father, and 
Captain O'Neil, descended the zigzag path to the brook, crossed 
the tiny stream by stepping-stones, and were soon with their friends. 

" Hope you're well. Miss Mary O'Neil, since I saw you last," 
said the militaire. Mary could only run to him, and embrace him. 

** Good evening, Mr. Tony Skelton," began Esther. 

" A kind good evening, Esther," answered Tony, " though I 
thought we wished each other that before." 

" I want to make you acquainted with Miss O'Neil's brother. 
Captain O'Neil," continued Esther. 

" Thank you kindly !" responded Tony. 

*' My service to you, Sir," said the Captain, bowing low, while 
the broad skirts of his braided coat stuck out at either side. 

" And mine to you, Captain," answered Tony, quite cheerfully. 

" I may as well make you a little better known to one another, 
gentlemen," resumed Esther, haughtily taking her father's arm, 
while her bridled passion made her brown cheeks pallid, and her 
slight lips ashy-coloured. "This, Mr. Antony Skelton, is a brave 
and distinguished officer, .who, as yet, cannot count a stain on the 
honour of one member of his family, male or female, and who is 
determined he never shall. And this. Captain O'Neil, is the young 
gentleman who has been trifling with the affections of two of your 
relations in the short space of a few weeks ; the presumptuous 
beggar, who began by swearing himself my admirer, and who pre- 
vailed on me to conceal the dishonour from you, dearest father ; 
and who, the very hour Mary O'Neil came to see me, repeated the 
same oaths to her. (Mary shrieked out at these words)... and re- 
peated them, again and again, until at last she allowed him the degree 
of intimacy we have witnessed from the top of that height yonder." 

" A peculiar kind of business, Mr. Antony Skelton," remarked 
the grave and gruff Captain. 

" I protest — I declare. Captain, I don't know, I can't see what 
all this means," said Tony. 
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*' Then we must only try and clear yonr eyesight, Sir. You wiah 
to have nothing to aay f artfaAr in the matter^ ooufiin Esther ?" 

" Ide !" i^pealed Esther, aooffin^y, '^ I acora the poor adv^rtarer 
as I do the dust ol the road I ha¥« come to find him for yoa." 

" Very weil," rejoined the Captain, " j<m need be in no passion, 
my dear ; I only asked yon to declare yoor miDd to his fkoe^—jiist 
to give him a hiat that, akhongh my own sister is second in the 
case, I ahooLd ha^e seen yon righted before her, if saoh was yonr 
will, takmg into acoonnt Uiat pou were first in the oase. Very 
weU. And so, Mr. Antony, 'tia with Miss O'NeH's help yon aid 
oarrying oo the war at preseat r^ 

" Sir ? what do you say, Captain ?" asfced Tony, 
" That is, in plain wor<Jb,you are very much devoted to my sister." 
^ Devoted I I adore her on die knees of my heart ! and have 
told her as much a thouasnd Iiums !^ assented Tony, joyoosly. 
" Very well, Sir, You do my sister and me a great honour." 
" Delighted to hear you My so !" oried Tony, ponaQHg on hia 
hand, and shaking it. 

** Very well, Mr. Antony. AM very well, so for ; and of course, 
you agree that, particular^ after your meeting here this evening, 
whioh any one might have witnessed before your friends eame up, 
the sooner such maltcrs are brought to an end, the better lor all 
parties conc^tied," 

*' X'--*! must really say," stammered Tony, " that I should be 
very, very sorry to bring things to an end so soon betweeu me and 
my darting Mary-^ — *" His heart nearly failed him at the thought 
of gining her up so exceedingly soon ; '^ but if you afford me a 
little more time, and let me look about me a tittle, perhaps I may 
soon be aUe to oblige you." 

'^ I can ^aro very little time, Sur," replied the Captain, miseos- 
celving him^ yet, even on his own understanding, looking danger- 
ous. '' My leave of absence extends but to three days." 

" Well, Captain, well, even in three days a good many things 
may happen." 

^' But the business ought be completed, Sli*, before I go back to 
my regiment.'' 

'^ Well, and perhaps it may^^who knows ?" assented Tony, 
cheerfully, and with self-relianoe. 

^ Come, come. Sir — I don*t undw^and yon at all, nor your 
foolish manner either. In one word, Mr. Antony Skelton, are you 
prepared to marry Mids 0*Nefl this evening, under Mr. Neville^s 
roof ?" 
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^* Marry !"— ejaculated Tony, in mortal surprise. But he 
was soon made mc^-e familiar with the new-formed idea, on having 
th& Captain's alt^matiye suggested to him. Not, indeed, that he 
was as much a coward as he was a half-witted countiy gentleman. 
Had he disliked Mary^ It is probable he would have stood and 
fired his f(^ or ^m shots for a chance of escaping her ; but, on 
the contrary, his passion for her still remained as strong as any he 
had ever felt for any other woman, chiefly, perhaps, because as yet 
sbe had not quite fully avowed her adoration of himself, and he 
wanted that habitual gratification, at any risk. In short, with the 
nature or extent of his new engagement only very vaguely esta- 
blished in his mind, and while poor Mary, notwithstanding a grow- 
ing preferefice, ob^ted oa the score of Ton/s perfidy to her cousin, 
as well as on account of the rapidity of the proceeding, marrkd 
they were that evening, in Mr. Neville's house — her brother em- 
phatieally bullying her into compliance by threats of a foreign 
convent. It should before now have been said that Mary O'Neil 
was aa orphan, her father and mother both dead, aud therefore 
thai she stood greatly in awe of a brother so much her elder. 

" I wish you joy, Mary Skelton," whispered Esther, directly 
the marriage ceremony had been performed. Mary half started 
at the emphasis with which her cousin spoke ; it seemed to hide 
a dangerous meaning. Then she began to wonder at Esther^s zeal 
in so precipitately providing her with a husband, in the person of 
the v&ry man whom, bat a few days before, she had permitted to 
pay attentions to herself. And the reader's surprise may also be 
aroused on this point, recollecting Esther's mental resolve, while 
meanly eaves-dropping at the drawing-room door. Marrying Tony 
to another woman seemed, indeed, a strange step towards making]; 
him her own properly. But we shall hear her explain the crooked 
and unique workings of her imperfected mind and unrefined heart. 

How Tony was to support a wife, now that he had got one, to- 
gether with some other little human beings who might follow the 
event, to say nothing of himself, dogs, horses, cocks, ferrets, and 
two or three servants, at least, to look after his whole menage ; 
this was a question which occupied his brother-in-law the Captain, 
his host, Mr. Neville, and, (in a very slight degree) himself, to a 
late hour the night of his marriage. 

'* As for me," said Tony, laughing gaily, " every body knows 
that, since my last Dublin trip, I have been living on Divine Pro- 
vidence, like my friends the archbishops." 

" Your brother may assist you," observed Mr. Neville. 
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" Roger has not a sod that isn't mortgaged twice over,*' an- 
swered Tony, " and I believe I helped him, the first time, my own 
self," he added, again laughing — ^not a false, forced laugh, but a 
sincere hearty one. 

" I live on my pay alone," said Captain O'Neil, " having been 
a little improvident, like yourself, brother Tony, in my younger 
days, with the wreck of the paternal property which my dear fa- 
ther's tastes, as a country gentleman, properly supporting the 
family consequence, left me to take care of. Your wife's little 
fortune remains untouched, however ; and, with it, suppose we 
purchase and stock a snug farm for you ? Care and prudence 
might soon make you and Mary rich, and cut out something for 
the little ones ;. and 'tis no disgrace to a gentleman to farm his 
own lands." 

" Done !" cried Tony, striking the table with his knuckles. 
" Disgrace 1 not a bit ; 'tis a most honourable occupation — and 
that's the worst can be said of it. And as to care and prudence 
between my. darling Mary and me, now that we are to be turned 
out on our own accounts ; never fear. Captain ; never fear, Mr. 
Neville. So good night — and here's our own noble healths. Good 
night — hurra !" And, bounding like a stag over the backs of 
chairs which stood in his way, Tony sallied forth. 

Two days after, the new married couple, accompanied by the 
Captain, left Mr. Neville's house to take possession of their own. 
Esther Neville did not appear to wish them good-by — ^her father 
said she was indisposed. Nor had she appeared to them since the 
moment after their marriage, when she wished Mary joy in rather 
a remarkable manner. And her father all along gave the same 
account of her absence ; but it was not the true one. Esther did not 
stay in the house ten minutes after leaving the drawing-room that 
evening. Ordering her carriage, she departed in it for the abode 
of a lady, a relation, in the neighbourhood ; and home she did not 
return till Tony Skelton and his wife had quitted her father's house. 

Let us skip over about a year-and-a-half, and ^isit farmer Tony 
in his own house, just to sec what '^ care and prudence" had done 
for him in the mean time. He and Mary are sitting to a good turf 
fire, facing each other ; and that's one feature of comfort, certainly. 
Tony has a huge jug of strong beer before him — and that's another. 
But he is ill-dressed, and so is poor Mary ; and he looks five years 
older than when we last saw him, and not so handsome, to say 
nothing of respectable; and she looks delicate, and worn, and 
drooping; in fact, she is but recovering from her confinement. 
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Glance round the room. Fowling-pieces, fishing-rods, nets, and 
other weapons and implements of field sport, irregularly placed over 
the chimnej, hint that Tony is yet able, or recently has been, to 
follow some of his old pastimes ; nay, a fox-hound rolled up before 
the fire, and a fresh brush stuck into the muzzle of a fowling- 
piece, proclaim that, if his hunter is not yet in the stable, he very 
lately might have been found there. But what shall we say of the 
torn, and worn, and crumpled carpet on the floor ? and of the 
ricketty, almost shivered deal table before him ; and of the one 
mean, thin, gauky tallow-candle which flickers on it ? and of the 
broken chairs, and the damp white mould which in many places 
covers the paper on the walls of Tony's parlour ? 

A few words of the -conversation between him and his wife may 
assist us to answer: — "Never mind, Mary, duck; keep never 
minding, and all will go right in the long run. If you would just 
stop talking to me, in that way, about this woman and that woman, 
and this girl and that girl, you would leave me more heart to look 
about me, and keep things together." 

" Very well, dear Tony, very well ; only I'm told you had a pay 
time of it while I was up stairs, the last three weeks. But no mat- 
ter. What we are now to do for common food, or even to keep 
the old leaky house over our heads — that's the question." 

" Well, and so it is, darling," assented Tony. 

" You take it very quietly, Tony, dear." 

" And to be sure I do, Mary, pet." 

" But what do you mean to do ? There is not a shilling left of 
the thirteen hundred spared out of my little fortune, after purchas- 
ing the farm, to help us on — is there r" 

" Not a stiver, my love." 

" And our stock is driven, almost to the last cow, for debts in- 
curred in the meantime ?" 

" You speak the blessed truth, duck." 

" And we owe more than what they have sold for." 

" Induced and we do, sure enough." 

" And no one will give us a loaf on credit any longer." 

" So they say, darling." 

" Then, where are we to get the loaf ?" 

" Buy it — out of that, my dear :" and, to Mary's astonishment, 
Tony emptied a goodly-sized leathern bag of guineas on the table. 

"In the name of goodness, Tony, how have you come by that ?" 

" Esther Neville's attorney gave it to me." 

" Esther Neville's attorney," repeated Mary, in consternation. 
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" Yes, love. You know, since the old maa*3 deatli, she bas all 
his great riches at her own disposed." 

" Yes. Well, she lends it to yon ?" 

^^ No snch thing ; but, as I was talking of mortgaging onr little 
purchase, she heard of it, and so sent the attorney to me, and the 
business was soon settled." 

" Soon, indeed," replied Mary. Then she added to herself : 
^' Well might you wish me joy, Esther ;'' and dismal, though vague, 
forebodings pressed on Mary's miad. 

" How soon must you repay Esther Neville, Tony ?" she resumed, 
after a pause, during which her tranquil husband was whistling a 
hunting air, and playing with the heap of gold on the table. 

" Esther offered me my own time, darling ; so, to make sore, I 
named this day twelvemonths ; and that's what the little attoniey 
called a special deed of agreement between us, that tbe land and 
house are Esther's, if we are not quite punctual. But little fear of 
that : ' care and prudence' will enable us to meet the debt in six 
months, not to talk of twelve." 

A comely serving-wench here bustled into the parlour, much 
agitated. *' Misther Antony," she cried, " there's Kitty Larissy, 
the smith's daughter, from the other side o' the river, is aftfaer 
sendin' in a little brat of a gorsoon^ to ax you to step out to spake 
to her. I wondher what makes her ashamed or afeard to come up 
to our dour her ownseif, in^d o' snakin* about the hoase in that 
way." 

" Divvle's in the little fool, what can she want of me ?" de- 
manded Tony, bundling out of the room with a very bad grace. 

"You're the best judge o' that, yourself, Sir," answered the 
serving-wench, stumping after him in evident dudgeon — and dud- 
geon of that peculiar kind which might have had its source in out- 
raged though tender feelings. 



" Twelve months are soon passed over." Again we approach 
Tony's house upon the day appointed for the repayment of Esther's 
loan to him. 

Something unusual has occurred within. The road, as we come 
near, is covered with country-people ; groups of them also recline on 
shelving ground over it ; all are grave, and converse in whispers. 
Looking to the house, we see its window-shutters closed. Enter- 
ing its little court-yard, Sir Roger Skelton's old lumbering carriago 
appears at the door ; behind it, those of some of the neighbouring 
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gentry : Sir Roger's servants wear long white hatbands and scarfs. 
At either side of the door stand two mntes in black cloaks, holding 
long black poles in their hands, snrmoimted bj folds of white linen. 
Death is in the house. The country people have flocked in to at- 
tend the funeral — a duty considered almost sacred among them — 
and to vie with each other in bearing the coffin on their shoulders 
to the church-yard. Now they know they have not long to wait ; 
for the two chairs have just been placed before the door to receive 
the coffin for a few mpments, while the clergjrman prays over it 
before it is lifted up and borne to its destination. 

The pause, though short, is very solemn. The country-people 
crowd up to the house, scarce uttering a breath. Hush ! that wild 
low wailing of women within the house announces the closing of the 
coffin-lid. The corpse is brought out. Two clergymen, an old and a 
young man, issne through the door bareheaded, and murmuring 
prayers ; white scarfs across their shonlders, and white flowing bands 
on their hats. Then, carried upon men's arms comes the coffin — poor 
Tony Skelton and his brother following it as chief mourners, their 
ejes reddened and east down, their lower features hidden in the 
collars of their black cloaks. Other mourners, friends and neigh- 
bours, also appear in black cloaks, and the procession is ended by 
women in close white mantles, with hoods gathered round their face?, 
whose wild lament now swells higher and higher on the ear, and is 
answered, suddenly, by the ejaculations and cries of the hitherto 
hushed crowd before the house. The coffin rests awhile upon the 
chairs ; every head is uncovered, and every knee bent, while the 
clergymen pray over it. Then four strong men place it on their 
shonlders ; the clergymen still precede it ; the widower and his 
brother still follow it ; Sir Roger's carriage and servants come after ; 
then the friends and their carriages ; then the women in white, — 
and all pass through the country- people, abroad, who form irregu- 
larly in their train, to the amount of perhaps a thousand souls, men, 
.women, and children. And in this order the procession moves on, 
by the bank of a shining placid river and through the windings and 
inequalities of a road running between sweeping hills at either hand ; 
the continued wail of the women echoing from height to height, and 
along the surface of the water. 

It was late on a December day when the funeral left the honse. 
But the church-yard could soon be gained ; it was not a quarter of 
a mile distant. Before arriving at it, however, the weather sud- 
denly changed, as if to try the siucerity of the multitude of volun- 
tary mourners. Hail, rain, sleet, and wind burst and blustered 
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around them ; — no creature of the assembly turned back. The 
coflSn was carried to Sir Roger's family vault, the mouth of which, 
in the middle of the nninclosed cburch-yard, was, save when a 
fresh tenant approached it, always covered over by a little oblong 
building of brick and mortar, surmounted by a marble slab ; then 
the slab was removed, and one side of the oblong broken, to afford 
free passage for the descent of the corpse, down a few narrow stone 
steps. These circumstances it is advisable to mention. The de- 
luges of rain and sleet, and the roaring of the wind, increased rather 
than diminished at the moment, wheu, in the somewhat premature 
gloom of the hour, the coffin was being conveyed down the steps 
into the tomb. There was bustle, confusion, anxiety, and uncer- 
tainty. The st«ps were slippery from the sleet; the bearei-softhe 
sad burden missed their footing ; they and it were precipitated into 
the depths of the vault, and the results of the accident soon ap- 
peared to be some dislocation of then* own limbs, and giving aw«j 
of the screws of the coffin-lid. For the men, help was at hand , 
for the other mishap, persons were to be sought after ; the evening 
grew darker and blacker : the storm augmented its rage. By the 
advice of all friends present, Tony Skelton decided to return home, 
and wait till morning to have the coffin screwed down agaiu, and 
the mouth of the vault re-built. 

We now rapidly approach the close of our history. Sir Roger and 
the elder of the clergymen accompanied Tony to his house, to re- 
main for the night, and console him in his bereft situation. They 
found the doors closed ; and this the servants, who had all gone with 
the funeral, pronounced strange, inasmuch as they had been left 
open, and, indeed, the house left empty, after the departure of the 
body for the church-yard. Tony knocked ; the door was opened by 
Esther Neville's attorney. The widower started and stared. The 
attorney drew him aside. — *' Miss Neville, herself. Sir," he said, 
'< is in the parlour, and wishes to speak to you alone — quite alone. 
I am not sure if — ; what she exactly means to do I cannot guess. 
But she insbts on seeing you without a witness." 

Tony looked still more confounded for a moment ; but a happy 
thought seemed to relieve him a little. He whispered to his brother 
and the clergyman what was going on, and stepped into the parlour. 

Esther Neville was seated at the fire in the riding dress of the 
day. A solitaiy candle scarce gave light to the apartment. To 
Tony's great comfort she smiled when he appeared, and held oat 
her hand to him — sayiug — I am glad to sec you in mi/ house, Tony 
Skelton." 
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*' In your house, Esther ?" 

" Don't you remember what day of the month this is ?" 

" Yes," muttered Tony ; " and now I guess what you mean, 
Esther Neville." 

" Perhaps you do not. Can you redeem your land and house ?" 

" No, not if one gold guinea could redeem them for me." 

" Then they are mine, you know ; and, as the weather is bad, 
I intend sleeping here to-night, with some servants, and my attor- 
ney. They will contrive a bed for you at Upper Court, I suppose.; 
or perhaps your friend the clergyman may oblige you." 

" Thank you, Esther. I shaU go and see." 

" Stop a moment, dear Tony:" he started, and turned round; 
she was again smiling at him : " sit down^ and let us have a little 
chat, something like old times.'* He did as he was bid ; she drew 
her chair closer to him. 

** Ah, *ose old times, Tony ! when you vowed and swore you 
loved me dearly !" 

" And I did, Esther !" gasped.Tony,. his happy suspicion before 
entering the parlour now almost growing into a reality. " I did! 
as truly as ever man loved, woman !" 

" 'Twas for a short time, however. You soon gave me up for 
another." 

" Ah, dear Esther,, a foolish frolic. I did not mean giving you. 
up ; and you were to blame, yourself, for separating us, really." 

*• And perhaps I was, dear Tony. But that can't be helped 
now, you know. Let us go on, instead of looking back. What- 
ever attracted you to me, a few years ago, is still in me. I am 
still a very young woman, not yet two-and«-twenty." 

" To be sure you are, my dear Esther ! and improved, if pos- 
sible, every way. More worthy of true love than ever !" 

Did Tony mean and fell what he said ? He did. Esther again 
was a contrast to all other women, he had adored since their angry 
parting. With the tomb unclosed over Mary O'Neil — with her 
coffin unscrewed^ — he did mean and feel what he said. 

They continued their conversation together for more than an 
hour. Esther's revenge over the paltry mind and heart of Tony 
Skelton lay within, her grasp. She sent him to call in his brother, 
the clergyman, and the attorney. She invited them to be seated, 
and spoke as follows — '' Mr. Attorney — whatever I say, do not 
interrupt me. You have assured me there are no means of stay^ 
ing your proceeding against Mr. Tony Skelton, and that his house 
and lands must pass out of his possession, and he once more be- 

I 
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come a pauper. Bat I bave found means. I do not scruple to 
say, gentlemen all, that he and I were once sincerely attached to 
each other, and that an old love is now renewed, as truly as ever. 
That being the case, there can be nothing very extraordinary in 
our becoming man and wife, and, for his sake, as soon as possible. 
Should we delay a single day — a single evening and night, I 
mean< — I must become the possessor of his only earthly property ; 
and, sudden— and, perhaps, something else — as the resolution may 
appear, I have consented to marry him, this instant, to save him 
from the humiliation of offering himself to me as a mere beggar.''' 
Tony winced at the tone of her address. It was a little unlike 
(though he could not exactly say how or where) her honied words 
to him, a few moments before. And so was the expression of her 
face, though he could not define that either. 

Esther paused a moment, being inteiTupted by loud shouts and 
cries, seemingly of deadly teiTor, which passed by th^ house. 
They subsided, and she continued. 

" Yes, (jrentlemen, there he stands, Tony Skelton, my old lover ; 
Tony Skelton, who, partly out of a return of pure, disinterested- 
affection for me, partly from a very natural desire of keeping a 

roof over his head, presses me " (there, again, thought Tony, 

why, twas sht pressed met) *' to marry him this instant — in this 
house — the house of deaths — death's taint, and almost smell in 
it — and while the late wife of his bosom is scarce yet cold in the 
gi-ave ! But these facts should only increase my love and grati- 
tude, since they show how great is Ae ardour of his passion. 
Here I stand, then, dear Tony. When I an your wife, you and 
your friends shall hear a few more of ray opinions about you.'' 

They stood hand in hand before the clergyman ; every one but 
Esther, even Tony, looking stunned and confused. She afterwards 
declared her plan of revenge : to have manied him, in order to 
prove to the woiM the base folly, and littleness of his nature, 
which, under the circumstances she had herself enumerated, could 
permit him to accept any woman's hand, either for whim, or self- 
interest, or both ; then she would have spumed him to her feet, 
drawn his own picture to his face, and cast him off for ever. But 
the sweet cup of revenge was snatched from her lips, even while^ 
they torched it 

All were suddenly starred by a low hoarse tnoaning at one of. 
the windows, of which the shutters fastened inside. They listened. * 
Feeble fingers seemed scratching at the glass ; then the weak, in- } 
wrticttlate voice passed round to the back of the house, accompaniedf 
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by a trailing noise, A moment after, shrieks and howls of utter 
terror arose in the kitchen, and Tim Eyan, Tony's man-of-all- 
work, olasped' round the waist by a stout serving-wench before 
mentioned, broke into the parlour, as mad for the time as any two 
poor creatures in Bedlam. " Thonomonduowir began Tim, and 
he only was able to speak, or rather stutter, '^ God forgive us for 
cursin' ! — ^bud — ^here it's afther us, hot-fut !" 

His master and friends rapidly questioned him ; he took little 
notice. 

" And the duowl's in me, for a bom fool, to run and open the 
back-door, to let it in ! only that you heard it, Winny, and was 

afeared and made me go out to see ^Murther !— don't ye all 

hear it !" The trailing noise remarked outside the house, was now 
more distinct, coming along the passage from the kitchen. '^ Mur- 
tb«r ! and do you mane to stay here ! — Let me go, Winny ; and 
kelp a hand to pull open this windee !" He began to unfasten the 
shutters — " Oh, your reverence, won't you thry an' lay it. Sir ! — 
Let me go, Winny, I tell you I" 

But Winny did not let him go ; and they emerged together 
through the now fully open window. 

Almost at the same moment, Mary Skelton, clad in her grave- 
clothes, rent and soiled, and with her hands and feet bleeding, 
dragged herself on her knees to the threshold of the parlour door ; 
and there, after half raising herself to give one corpse-like look at 
the group within, fainted, and fell across it. 

Our story is told. Esther Neville had only half her revenge ; 
and in some time, when recovered from the terrors of that night, 
she tried to make amends for having ever wished to wreak any. 
She shared her fortune with Mary and Tony, who lived together, 
a tolerably happy couple, during more than twenty years after-— 
thanks to a false step and bad screws — ^the father and mother of 
sons and daughters — all as much alive all over their little bodies, 
as if their mamma had never been waked and buried beforehand — 
all over their little bodies, except in their lower extremities— a 
deficiency transmitted to them by Mary Skelton, who, in that re- 
spect, never was able wholly to rewarm herself out of the chill of 
the tomb, and who thus became the founder of " The Family of 
THE Cold Feet." 
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HAEE-HOUND AND THE WJTCH. 



THE HARE-HOUND 

AND 

THE WITCH. 



Your genuine witches, who 

• " Seemed not creatures of the earth. 

And still were on it ;" 

withered old women, who united in their persons the decrepitude 
of age with the most marvdlous powers of locomotion ; half spirits, 
half mortals ; who seemed to live solely for the purpose of paying 
hack to the whole human race the hatred lavished hy men, women, 
and children on themselves : who could blight the farmer's hope 
of plenty ; cheat his cows of their milk, and his wife of her but- 
ter ; cause the clouds to gather, and the tempest to scourge the 
earth ; and yet, creatures of contrarities ! Who, possessed of all 
this awful power, could not, or would not, redeem tbemsel?es from 
rags, hunger, and misery ; they, your genuine witches, as we have 
already called them, exist not, alas ! at present, in our green island. 
Extinct, though not forgotten, is their race, like that of our noble 
moose-deer, our formidable wolf, and oar as formidable wolf-dog. 
Degenerate emulators of them, indeed, we still boast— individuals 
who dip into futurity by the aid of card-cutting or cup-tossing, 
or who find out stolen property, or vend charms against the 
peevish malice of the little sprites of the moonbeam. But, com- 
pared with their renowned predecessors, these timid assertors of 
supernatural endowment may be said to disgrace their calling. 
And even they are sinking in repute, as well as diminishing in 
numbers. 

But we would attempt to preserve, in the following pages, some 
fit idea of the importance of a true Irish witch of the good olden 
time. We are aware that the chief event which must wind up 
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oar story — the sudden appearance, namely, of a lost heir — (we 
have the courage to speak it out so soon) — is a threadbare ono^ 
It cannot be helped, however : it, at least, is fact, to our owtf 
knowledge ; although we are not quite as fully accountable for the 
respectable traditions that surround it with such pleasing wonders 
as we are about to relate, and which form the real interest of our 
narration. 

On the western coast of Ireland is a certain dangerous bay : 
into it the broad Atlantic rolls bis vast waters. Two leagues in- 
land from its mouth high black cliffs frown over it, at both sides, 
of which the bases are hollowed into caverns. And when the 
winds blow angrily — and any wind can effectually visit the open 
and exposed estuary — tremendous and terrific is the roar, the dash, 
and the foam, which deafen the ears, and distract the eyes of a 
spectator. That hapless vessel which, in a storm, cannot avoid 
an entrance into this merciless turmoil of mad waters has sealed 
its doom. 

Formerly, a great number of ships, from different countries, used 
to be dashed to splinters against the iron-bound coast. A few 
people conjecture that the diminution of such terrible accidents, in 
the present day, is partially owing to some improvement in sea- 
manship, or else to the timely warning now given to distant ma- 
riners by lights erected at the mouth of the bay. But other per- 
sons, and by far the greater number, in the neighbourhood think 
that the comparative paucity of wrecks may more naturally, and sa- 
tisfactorily, be accounted for in another way. In fact, there does 
not now reside, as formerly there did, in an almost unapproachable 
cavern, high up on the face of one of the black cliffs, *' a real 
witch, of the right sort." 

Not that her Witchship always dwelt in her cave ; no, her visits 
to it were but occasional. Nor did it ever become necessary for 
her to proclaim her presence on the coast by exhibiting her per- 
son — ^the results of her close neighbourhood sufficiently *' prated 
of her whereabouts." Farmers' wives toiled in vain at their 
chums. When no butter would come, self-evident it was that the 
witch was at that moment in her cavern, seated on her heels before 
a vessel of water, from which, by drawinga dead man's hand through 
it, she appropriated the produce of other people's honest labour. 
Cows suddenly went back in their milk ; — then it was known that, 
by passing a wheaten straw between her finger and thumb, the 
witch amply filled her can, while the owner of the animal uselessly 
wrought at its udder. Cattle swelled and died ; — once again every 
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one knew who was in the cave under tbe cliff. And if none of 
those events, or similar ones, proved her disagreeable proximity, 
the direfol storms and tbe frightfal wrecks in the bay abundantly 
warranted if. Often^ amid the bellowing of the tempest she had 
raised swelled her shrieking voice. And, while the despairing 
creatures in the doomed vessel topped each short, high, foam- 
maned billow, which nearer and nearer dashed them on to their 
fate, the watchers on the cM's brow have beard her devilish laugh, 
until at last it broke into frenzied loudness, as the ship burst, like 
a plass bubble, against the sharp rocks under her dwelling-hole. 

No one could tell whence she came, or when, for a time no 
longer visible on the coast, whither she went. Occasionally she was 
observed in conference with certain notorious smugglers; and the 
men appeared, it was well known, to petition and bribe her for a 
fair wind with which to enter the bay, and for a foul oue to keep 
their pursuers out of it. As was fally proved by the fact, that in- 
variably their light lugger got in, and was safely moored in some 
little creek, against danger of coming storm ; while, the moment 
the revenue-cutter appeared in the offing, out burst the wildest 
winds from the witch's cavern, up swelled the sea and the bay, in 
mountain billows ; and his Majesty's vessel was sure to be wrecked 
during the night. 

Like all of her sisterhood of that famous period, she could change 
herself, at pleasure, into various shapes. We give a serious proof 
of her talent in this respect. 

A few miles from the coast which she so despotically ruled, re- 
sided a considerable landed proprietor. A great hunter of hares 
and foxes was he. His wife bad just blessed him with an heir to his 
estate, and the boy was their only child. Of this event, the good 
Squire was not a little proud ; for, in case of his not leaving male 
issue, his property was to pass away to a distant, obscure, and 
neglected relation, whom its immediate possessor neither loved nor 
liked. For the heir-presumptive was mean in his habits and asso- 
ciations, uneducated and graceless ; and it would be a sad thing to 
know that the fine old family acres were to go into such hands. 

Shortly after his wife's confinement, and while she and her baby 
were " doing well," the Squire, to dissipate the recent anxiety he had 
suflferedj sallied forth for a hunting. His pack of harriers were his 
attendants on this occasion, for the hare was the object of the 
day's sport. 

And, surely, never bad such a hare been followed by dogs, or 
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*' sohoed" by mortal lips, as the hare he and his friends and pack 
started, and hunted, upon that memorable day. From breakfast 
to dinner time, a sweeping and erratic chase did she lead them all ; 
^e dogs Sit fall stretdi, and the horses at top speed. Yarieo:! 
accidents happened to the sportsmen; one maimed hia steed; another 
fractured his collar-bone ; some swampt in bogs ; and none, except 
our good Squire and his huntsman, escaped without injury or dk- 
aster. Bat, from starting to pulling up, they gallantly kept at the 
dogs' tails. 

After an " unprecedented run," the hare suddenly scudded towards 
the cliffy of the bay, immediately over the witch's cavern. The 
good harriers pursued : and the eager squire did not stay behind 
them ; his huntsman closely following. The hare gained the verge 
of the cliff. Sheela, the prime bitch of the pack, just had dote to 
close her, make a chop at her, and take a mouthful of flesh from 
her hauncb, before she leaped down the face of almost a precipice. 
Dogs, and horsemen were at fault ; none dared follow her. 

In some time, nearly all the other discomfited members of the 
hunt came up, soiled, wounded, jaded. They heard of the termi- 
nation of the chase ; and all wondered at the extraordinary freaks 
of the little animal, which had so distressed and baffled the best 
barriers and the best hunters in the county, taking men and horses 
together. 

*'By !*' suddenly exclaimed the huntsman, a young fellow 

of known hardihood of character, swearing a great oath, " III tell 
yez how it is ! ye are afther huntin' the witch o' the cave sthraight 
undher us ! It isn't the first time that creatures like her have 
made a laugh, in thb way, of nearly as good men as we are." 

Most of his auditors ridiculed the speaker ; one or two, however, 
looked grave : perhaps in patronage to his assertions ; perhaps 
because the pains and aches resulting from their many falls, during 
the day, lengthened their faces, darkened their brows, and puckered 
their lips. The huntsman offered, if any one would accompany 
him on the dangerous enterprise, to scale down the cliff, penetrate 
the witch's cavern, and prove his saying. One did volunteer to be 
his companion : a humble friend of his own, one among the crowd 
of gaping peasants assembled round the gentlemen hunters. 

The adventurers succeeded in reaching and%. entering the awful 
cave. Upon their return, over the edge of the cliff, they reported 
that they had found the witch at home, stretched, panting, and 
exhausted, upon some straw, in a dark corner of the cave ; that 
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ihejr had draped her, mach ag^fit her will (indeed her screams 
certaiolj had reaehed the Squire and lu« fiends above) to ikt 
light, at its opening ; had, with main f orce^ examined her person ; 
and, soro enoogb, had found a deficiency of flesh in her haimcb, 
wit^ plainly the marks of Sheela's teeth in and about the wound, 
from which the blood freely streamed. To be sure, the better in- 
formed hearers of this story, or at least a majority of them, still 
laughed at it. Bat whaiever they mig^t think, those to whom 
the talents and capabilities of witches were better known, firmly 
believed that the Squire and his con^anions had hunted all that 
day, a hare^ which was no hare, after all : and that the courageous 
little Sheela had tasted flesh of a forbidden kind. 

Happy had it been for the Squire and his pet bitch bad they 
proved less eager after their sport. Poor SheMa died in great 
agonies upon the very night of that day, and her master was 
doomed to a speedy punislmient for his own audacity^ 

Nothing daunted at the idea of whom he had been huntmg, he 
took the field again a few days after ; and now no question could 
be raised as to the nature of the game he a second time started and 
pursued. Puss did not, indeed, immediately make for the sea ; 
but this was only a ruse to effect her own malignant purposes* She 
wanted to get her enemy alone at the edge of the diff. For this 
purpose, her speed and her manners quite outdid those of a former 
day : so much so, that, in a few hours, even the dare-neck and 
dare-devil huntsman was thrown out, and returned with a lamed 
horse and a sprained ankle to the gentleman who had suffered be- 
fore him, leaving the squire alone close upon the dogs. 

For a considerable time he and his master's friends awaited the 
re-appearance of the persevering Nknrod. Finally, they repaired 
to the cliff, which the huntsman had left him speedily approaching. 
There they found his horse without a rider ; himself they never 
again beheld. The unbelievers in witdusraft immediately surmised 
that his high-blooded hunter had borne him against his will to the 
edge of the cliff; had there suddenly started back ; and that, by 
the quick and violent acti<m, the unhappy gentleoMui had been 
thrown forward out of his saddle, aikl predpitated from rock to 
rock hundreds of feet downward. A few who were able for the 
effort, cautiously descended towards the sea. On their way they 
discovered their friend's bunting-cap on the sharp pinnacle of a rock ; 
its iron headpiece was stove in ; and it became evident that, after 
having been loosed from its wearer, by the force of the concu8si(tt 
which had fractured it, the Squire's body bad tumbled still farther 
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downward. Thej reached the sea's level. His remains were not 
Tisible ; they most have fallen into the sea, and been floated awaj 
by its tide. The witch of the cavern disappeared with her victim, — 
her victims, we should say : for her vengeance on the Squire was 
not limited to his own destruction. At the story of his shocking 
death, hastily and Id judiciously communicated, his wife, yet en- 
feebled by her recent confinement, sickened, and in a few days 
died. Nay, nearly within the hour of her departure from this world, 
her only child, the heir to her husband's estate, disappeared; no 
one could tell whither or by what means. Strange enough to say, 
however, part of the baby's dress was found on the identical pin- 
nacle of rock where his father's hunting-cap had been met with; 
and, in the minds of the educated and wealthy of the neighbour- 
hood, this circumstance started doubts of fair-dealing towards 
father and child. Suspicion, however, could fasten itself upon no 
object ; inquury and investigation did not lead to any solution of 
the mystery. It need not be added, that by far the greater number 
of the population of the district smiled at the useless efforts to 
establbh a case of human, that is, ordinarily human agency : or that 
they went on tranquilly believing that the Squire and his family, 
not forgetting his harrier, bad been punished for the mouthful 
snatched by poor Sheela from the haunch of a certain person. 



Twenty years after the time of the tragedy we have detailed, 
our story is resumed. The once indigent and despised relation, of 
whom mention has before been made, sits at his breakfast-table in 
the old family house. He is in his forty^fifth year. Like other 
gentlemen of his day, he carries in his hair the contents of a large 
pomatum-pot ; four tiers of curls rise over his ears ; on the top of 
his bead is a huge toupee and a great qtieue lolls, like an osl's tongue, 
between his broad shoulde^. On bis loose, wide-sleeved, long- 
skirted, frock-like coat, is a profusion of gold embroidery : a lace 
cravat coils round bis throat ; ruffles flaunt over his knuckles; his 
gaudy waistcoat reaches only to his knees ; satin are his breeches, 
silken his hose, and ponderous square silver buckles are in his shoes. 
So much for the outside of the jocular Squire Hogan. As to his 
interior pretensions, and, indeed, some of his external ones, too, the 
least said the soonest mended. He had never been able to raise 
himself above the homeliness of his youth ; but though we cannot 
present to the reader, in his person, the model of the true Irish 
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gentleman of his day, we do introdace him in the character of — 
(to repeat what every one said of him) — '* as worthy a soaL as ever 
broke the world's bread." 

Sqnire Hogan, upon the momiDg when we meet him, paid earnest 
attention to his breakfast. Cold roast beef often filled his plate, 
and as often rapidly disappeared. Something seemed to gratify 
his mental palate as well as his corporeal one. A gleeish, self- 
contented smile played over his round, mddy face ; his small bine, 
eyes glittered, and^ to the accompaniment of a short liquorish laugh, 
his lips occasionally were drawn up at the comers, as he glanced 
at his daughter ; — a good-natured, good-tempered, sensible, and 
beautiful girl of nineteen ; — who sat opposite to him, sipping her 
coffee and picking her muffins. And, whenever their eyes met 
well did Catherine know that the chuckling of her father had re- 
ference to some little triumph which, as he believed, he had cleverly 
and cunningly achieved over herself. At length the good Squire 
relaxed in his meal ; emptied the silver tankard of October which 
lay at his hand ; leaned back in his chair, and laughingly said^ ^^ By 
Jove, Kate, my girl, I nicked you there l" 

" Indeed, papa, you played me a roguish turn," assented Kate, 
convinced, from experience, that it was pleasant to her parent to 
have the talent of his practical jokes fully admitted. 

" Where did I tell you we were driving to, out of DubHn town, 
eh?" 

*^ You told me^ sir, with as serious a face as you could make, 
that we were only going to visit a friend, a few miles out of Dublin." 

^'Ho, ho ! Good, by Cork! Choice! a capital hoax, a^ I'm a 
living sinner ! and I told yon this confounded lie, with such a seri- 
ous face, you say ?" 

^' With such a mock-serious face, I meant to say, papa." 

" Right, Kate ! you are right beyond yea and nay : a mock-am" 
ons face. Yes, and there lay the best of it. If I had not been 
able to keep myself from laughing, you might have suspected some- 
thing. But I was able, as you yourself saw, and as you now don't 
deny. Though, by Jove, Kate, it was enough to make a dead man 
shout out, seeing you sitting opposite to me, and believing every 
word I told you !" 

" Yon kept up the farce cleverly, I must, and do admit it, sir." 

'^ Didn't I Kate, didn't I ? And here we are, this morning, 
eighty miles from Dublin, in our own house, and taxing no man's 
hospitality. But, devil's in it! there's no fun in playing a good 
tri(i on you, Kate." 
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'< Why 80, dear papa ? am I not as easily blinded as yow heart 
codd wish ?" 

" To be sure you are I What else could you be ? I never met 
man^ woman, nor child, that I could not puzzle. Thafs not the 
thing at all. No ; but succeed as I may wkh you, 'tis impossible 
to make you a little cross. Why, if I had a lass of spirit to deal 
with, there would be no end to her tears, and her pouts, and her 
petitions, the moment she found that I was whisking her away from 
lier bails, and her drums, end her beaux, and all the other dear de* 
lights of DuWin*»' 

'' I hope that my merry papa does not reailly wish to baTO me 
peevish and short-tempered, even fw a greater provocation ?** 

*' Kiss me, Kate ; I believe not. And yet I dcm't know, either, 
by Cork ! There would be fun in tormenting you a bit, inahann- 
less way. But, Kate, can you give a guess why I rui away with 
you in such a devil of a hurry ?" 

^' Let me see, papa. I remember yon tel^g me of sone^^nal 
matches you bad on hands^ here, before you set out for Dab^. 
Perhaps you have engaged the two cripples to run a i^ee on their 
crutches ?** 

*' No ; that's put off— ho, ho i'* 

^* Or the two old women to hop against time, carrying wei^ 
forager 

" Ho, ho ! wrouR again !" 

" Probably you have succeeded in making the two schoolmasters 
promise to fight out their battle of the squares and angles with 
their respective birches ; their scholars standing by to see Mr play P"* 

^ Ho, ho, ho ! No ; though that^s a matter not to be let slip «nt 
of reach neither.** 

" Then all my guesses are out, papa.** 

^ 1*11 help you, then. Telt me, you little baggage, ^hat is it on 
earth you most wish for ?" 

*^ Indeed, my dear papa^ I huve so partienlar wish to gralKfy, at 
the present moment.*' 

** <Tet out 1 get out, for a young hypocrite ! Kate, woiddn't «mt^ 
thing like a husband be agreeable to you ?** 

The girl blushed the colour of a certain young gentleman's ooat, 
and drooped her head. Of that certain young gen^num, liowever, 
her worthy father knew nothing; at least, ia coBBeson witii the 
present t<^c. 
^ Oh, ho ! I thought I saw how the land lay/* 

" Indeed, my dear papa 

^^ Say nothing more about it. Leave it all to me, lass. I'll ge^ 
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him for you. None of your half-dead-and-alive fellows, that you 
could knock down with a tap of your fan. No, he shall be an able, 
rattling, rollicking chap, able to take your part by land or sea. 
Did your mother ever tell you how I came by her, my girl ?" 

Kate answered in the negative. 

" ru tell you, then, as truly as if she were alive to hear me. 
Though as poor as a church mouse at that time, I was a hearty 
young shav^ ; * bj^ as hearty, though not so matured, as I am this 
day, now that I am squire of the town -land, and justice of the 
peace, to boet. By the way, I wish they'd make the parish clerk 
a justice of the peace in my stead — I hate to be trying to look as 
grave as a mustard-pot, and as solemn as a wig-block I Well, I 
was at a Christmas raffle, Kate, and your mother's father was there 
too ; as comical an did boy as you'd wish to know ! I had a great 
regard for him, by Cork ! and so, away he and I raffled, and he lost 
to me every throw, until at last I didn't leave him a stiver. ' All 
I've won from you, and my watch to boot, against your daughter 
Nelly !' cries I, of a sudden. * Done V cries he ; and we threw 
egtAn ; and he lost, and I won sgain. And that'^ the way I got 
your mother, Kate. Now, do you guess anything else I'm going 
to 92LJ about yourself, Kate ?" 

*' 0, i)apa, I hope " 

** I know you do hope. Yes, Kate, I am going to provide for 
you in something like the same way— — " 

" Now, good heavens, papa ! " 

^' Don^t speak a word more till you hear me out. At ^c last 
club dinner in Dublin, Ned O'Brien calls me aside with a face as 
long as my own when I'm on the bench ; and after a long-winded 
beginning, he prays my interest with you, Kate. * To be sure, man,' 
says I, * you must have it it.' Then, up sneaks George Denq^sey, 
and his business was the same. ^ By Oork^ 111 <;ourt her in style 
for you, my boy,' was my word to George. Then, Mick DriscoU 
takes a turn at me, and begs of me, for the Lord's sake, to listen to 
him ; and I wa» obMged to listen to him all about his dtle-deeds 
and ivis pedignee ; and ho, too, craved my countenance, ^ith the 
prettiest girl, and {what he diMi call you) the richest h^ess in 
the province. ' By Jove ! FU do my best for you, Miek,' says I ; 
and Mt<^ nearly pMed the arm out 6' my body, shaking my hand. 
Btrt Fm not done yet. Harry Wa'lshe made his way to me : and 
the boy to my fiancy is Harry Walshe, Kale. ^ I'm op to (^ 
saddle'^skirts in love with your beautiful Kate,' says Harry. * Pull 
♦ /. c. One who begins to use a razor. 
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away, my hearty fellows/ answers I. * Never fear,^ feat FIl give 
a plamper at your election.'" 

My dear papa- " 

L^ me make an end, as I told yon, Kate. Well,- after dinner, 
and the bottle going merrily round, and every one of ns right 
jovial, I rehearsed, for the benefit of the whole company all the 
promises I had made, and a high joke it wasv ' Here's what 111 
do among you all, my good boys ; says T ; ' Let every one of Kate's 
wooers be on the turf the first morning of the next hunting season, 
each mounted in his best stjle ; let there be no pull-in from the 
cover to the death ; no baulking or shying,, but smooth smack over 
everything that offers ; and the lad that mounts th& brush may 
come a -courting to my daughter Kate.' Well, my girl, you'd thmk 
they had all lost their wits at this proposal ; — such joy amongst 
them, such shouting. Many a bottle tbe rivals emptied, each to 
his own success. In ten days from this blessed mornings the match 
comes off, my girl ; and whoever wins, Eiate will have a wooer 
worth throwing her cap at." 

Kate remained silent; tears of mortification and annoyance, 
unseen by her father,, streaming from her eyes, 

'' But the cream of the jest I have not told you, Kate. Rattler 
is in training, privately, the last two months — no one the wiser; 
and, harkeCy Kate 1 by Cork's own town, I intend to start for you, 
myself ! The brush I'll wear in my own cap ; and then, if I 
hav'n't my laugh, right out, why, in that case, 'tis th« Divvle that 
made little apples !" 

And before the sensitive, and delicate-minded girl could reply, 
away went her father to superintend Battler, greatly chuckhng 
over his scheme; while poor Catherine sat alone to* blush and 
weep over the mortification of being made, by her own father, the 
object of a vulgar and foolish contention. 

Other sad thoughts mingled with her reveries. The unestated 
military hero, to whom, while in Dublin, she had all but plighted 
her troth^ had promised, in answer to a letter she despatched to 
him frqm the first post where she had halted with her father, on 
their flight from town, to make his appearance in the country, 
and try his fortune with the Squire. But days had now rolled 
over, and he came not; neither did he send a line to account for 
his absence. This was sad mortification to the pure ardency of a 
■first love, in the breast of such a girl as Catherine ; particularly 
when she recollected the disagreeable predicament in which her 
father had placed her. 
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The morning of tbe hunt drew near, and still her luver was absent 
and silent. The match bad become the talk of tbe whole conntry. 
With great difficulty and perseverance, Catherine succeeded in 
bringing her fathei's mind to contemplate her position, in some- 
thing of a vein of seriousness. He could not, indeed, *' for the life 
of him," sHrmise why she seemed so earnest and annoyed. But he 
did see and comprehend that she was really unhappy ; and the best 
that he could think of to cheer her, he said and swore* He would 
break his neck with pleasure, and to a dead certainty, rather than 
not bring home the brush, and fling it into her lap. And when 
Kate's fears, at this solemn declaration, took^ naturally, another 
tarn, the honest Squire was again at a loss to account for her tears,, 
her clinging, though gentle embraces, and " her tantrums.'^* He- 
bawled right out, in utter mystification, at her entreaties that, come 
what might, he would not join the hunt. In fact, upon the ap- 
pointed morning, away he rode towards the fox-cover, mounted 
on his crack hunter, Morgan Rattler,, as full of buoyancy and vigour, 
and solicitude, as the youngest of the competitois'he expected to- 
meet. 

Great shouts rent the skies,, asy one by one, the candidates for 
the gentle Catherine arrived at the appointed ground. Their horses,^ 
as well as themselves, were examined by curious and critical eyes, 
and heavy bets were laid upon the issue of the day's chase. The- 
Squire, without communicating to any of his rivals his intention to 
hunt for his daughter himself, had contrived that his own fox-hounds 
should be in requisition ; because he well knew that Morgan Rattler 
would do surpassing wonders at their tails. 

The ruler of the hounds was the same vfho had held that situa* 
tion under the former owner of Squire Hogan's estate. In h'\» 
youth, twenty years previously, we have noticed him as a daring 
fellow ; we should have added, that he nscd to be as remarkable for 
his boisterous good spirits as for his reckless intrepidity. Now, 
however, at five-and- forty, mirth and even outward dash of every 
kind, had disappeared from his character. His face was forbid- 
ding ; his words were few ; he never laughed, he never smiled ; 
and, altogether, people regarded him as a dogged and disagreeable 
man. But enough of our huntsman for the present. 

The day promised to be most favourable for tbe remarkable 
chase it was to witness. 

A southerly wind and a cloudjr sky 
Proclaimed a hunting morning." 

K 
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The ground was in prime order ; the horses were foil of vigour an A 
spirit, after their long training ; and, except the huntsman's, (an d 
he comes in again sooner than we foresaw,) every face beamed 
with jojous animation. In fact, upon this daj he was making 
himself particularly offensive ; quarrelling unnecessarily with his 
hounds; sulkily refusing to take any advice or opinions (commands 
were out of the question), concerning his treatment of them ; giving 
short answers, and looking *' as black as thunder." 

What iS the matter with you, Daniel ?" questioned the Squire. 

" I have no fancy for the work to-day," answered the huntsman* 

" Why ^0, man ? what is all this about ?" 

" It was this day twenty years that my ould masther followed 
the witch down the rocks into the say ; and I was dreaming lasl 
•night that he and I were hunting here, again, together, and that h<) 
dhruv me down head foremost from the brow of the cliff afore him." 

" Hutt, hutt, you fool! there is no witch to hunt now, you know." 

" I know no such thing. You hav'nt heard that she is in her 
<»ave again?" 

" Pho, no. Tis impossible.'' 

" It is not. impossible; 'tis thrue. Let little Tony take my 
place to-day ; for I tell you, twice over, I don't like the work." 

"Bother, Daniel:! This day, of all days, I can't and won't 
spare you. Draw on the dogs. Come, stir ! see to your business.** 

With mutterings and growlings, Daniel proceeded to obey. Hei 
cast the dogs into the caver. For some time they drew through, 
it in silence. Presently some yelpings were heard ; then the leader 
of the pack sent forth his most melodious note ; dogs and men took 
it up •; the fox broke coyer ; away after him stretched the eager 
hounds, and, close ig[)on then^ the no less eager huntsmen. 

The Squif e stood still a moment, willing to let the foremost and 
most headlong candidates for his daughter's favour blow their 
horses a little before he would himself push forward. While thus 
manoBUvring, " Whom have we here ?" he asked of the person 
nearest to him. His inquiry was aroused by a strange huntsman 
who b adjust then appeared on the ground, no one could tell whence. 

" By the good day I" exclaimed the person addressed, "that's 
Jack Hogan, who fell over the cliff this day twenty years." 

<' Nonsense, nonsense," said the Squire. The stranger turned 
round his head, as if he could have heard these words, though be 
was at a good distance* 

" 'Tis he, man ! just as he looked the last day he hunted I his 
very dress ! see how different from ours ; and his black horse., 
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rd know horse and rider among a million ! By all that's good, it 
is himself I" 

The horses of the Squire and of his neighbour, a man of fifty, who 
thus spoke, would brook no further delay. Their riders were com- 
pelled to loosen their reins, and allow them to spring onward. 

Daniel, the black-browed huntsman, was at this moment im- 
mediately next the hounds. Two or three of the rivals for fair 
Catherine's love rode within a little distance of him. The new 
comer loitered behind the last of the candidates : of course, the 
Squire and his friend now pressed him hard. Suddenly his coal- 
black horse, seemingly without an effort, and certainly indepen- 
dently of one from his master, cleared the ground between him and 
Daniel. The huntsman turned in his ssddle, fixed an appalled 
look on his follower, uttered a wild cry, and desperately dashed 
his spurs into the sides of his steed. The stranger, still seemingly 
unexcited, as also appeared his horse, stuck so close to Daniel's 
crupper, that he coul4 have put his hand upon it. 

All were of a mind that the fox outstripped the wind in swiftness. 
The hounds did their very best, and more than they had ever done 
before, to keep near to him. Each huntsman, including even our 
honest Squire, spared not whip and spur to rival them. But the 
huntsman first, and the stranger at his horse's tail, were the only 
persons who succeeded in the achievement. 

Vain was the endeavour to come up with those two.. Every now 
and then black Daniel would glare behind him into the face of his 
pursuer, and with a new shout of horror re-urge his hunter to greater 
speed ; still and still, although the stranger sat tranquilly in his 
saddle, Daniel could not gain a stirrup's length a-head of him. 
Over hill and valley, over ditch and hedge, over bog and stream, 
they swept, or plunged, or leaped, or scrambled, or swam close 
upon the dogs, as if life were no value ; or as if they were carried, 
eddied forward, with supernatural speed, and in superhuman daring. 
Onward, onward they swept, scarce seeming to touch the earth, 
until at length only three other horsemen were able to keep them 
even in distant view. Soon after, those three became two ; again, 
but one followed remotely in their track. And this one was our 
excellent friend Squire Hogan. 

The sea-cliffs came in view, and straight towards them did the 
mad chase turn. In amazement, if not in terror, the Squire pulled 
up his horse on a rising ground, and stood still to note its further 
progress. He saw the panting fox make for the dangerous place 
over the cliff's brow. For an instant he saw him on its very line. 
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The next, he disappeared towards the sea. At his brush came the 
hounds — down they plunged also. The rival horsemeu followed — 
they, too, were, in a second, lost to view. A woman suddenly 
started up over the perilous pass, gaaed below, and then sprang as 
if into the air. 

The mysterious fate of his predecessor fully occurred to our 
Squire ; and he sensibly vowed to himself that ^' By Cork ! the 
faggot of a witch should never tempt him to leave the world by 
the same road." He also brought to mind his huntsman's words 
that morning ; and a struggle arose between his reason and his 
superstitious propensities, as to whether or no the man's dream had 
been verified. 

While thus mentally engaged, one of the baffled aspirants for 
Catherine's hand came up, himself and his horse soiled and jaded. 
Another and another followed, until almost all the members of the 
day's hunt surrounded Squire Hogan. He recited to them what 
he had witnessed. Greatly excited, some ©f them dismounted, 
and, under the care of an experienced guide, descended the cliff. 

They found that the bewitched hounds and their bewitched fol- 
lowers need not, as the Squire had supposed, have jumped direct 
from the land into the sea ; inasmuch as they might have turned, 
obliquely, into a narrow, rocky ravine. Down this pass, however, 
it seemed impossible that horses of mortal mould could have found a 
footing. The explorers themselves were obliged to follow their 
guide very cautiously ; as well to avoid tumbling downward, as to 
save their heads from the loose stones and fragments of rocks, 
which almost every step displaced and set in motion. 

After having proceeded a little way, they caught, far below 
them, a glimpse of the dogs, whose ciy came up to them, mingled 
with the roar and chafe of the waters of the sea. Shortly after 
they saw the huntsman, still closely pressed by the stranger. The 
next moment dogs, horses, and riders, were lost to view, behind a 
curve of the tortuous and stony course of the ravine, all hurrying 
onward and downward, with whirlwind speed, as if to bury them- 
selves in the waves of the ocean. 

Our adventurers, persevering in their descent, suddenly turned 
a projecting rock, and came in view of a strip of strand, running,^ 
promontory-like, into the sea ; this they soon gained. Daniel, the 
huntsman, lay on his back upon it ; his horse not to be seen. His 
dogs were squatted around him, each holding a fragment of bone 
between his teeth. The stranger sat still in his saddle, as if in- 
tensely observing th^e prostrate man. The woman who bad ap- 
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peared to Squire Hogan on the cMff '3 brow stood on a rock amid 
the shallow breakers which rippled over the edges of the neck of 
strand. 

As the explorers approached this group the unknown horseman 
glanced towards them, took off his cap, waved it, and said, " Let 
no man claim Catherine Hogan's hand till I come to woo it. I 
have hunted for her ; won her; and she is mine." 

Those of Catherine's lovers who heard this speech were not 
chicken-hearted fellows. They resolved to ascertain who was the 
dictatorial speaker. Their friend. Squire Hogan, appeared in 
view, having nearly completed, at his cautious leisure, the descent 
to the sea's level, after them ; and they first approached him, mo- 
mentarily turning their backs on the object of their interest, for 
\he purpose of consulting him, and enlisting him in a common plan 
of operations. After some discourse with the good Squire, and 
when he and they would have confronted the unknown horseman, 
no human form but that of sulky Daniel was visible on the patch 
of strand. There he lay, stretched at his length, and still apparently 
insensible. 

To him their attention became directed. They found him covered 
with blood, and seemingly a corpse. His dogs continued to crouch 
around him, holding bones between their grinning teeth ; and they 
snarled fiercely when the new comers approached them. 

" By the blessed light !" exclaimed the Squire, " this is part of 
a man's skull that Hanger has his teeth through." 

" It is," answered Harry Walshe ; " and not one of the dogs 
but holds a human bone between his jaws !" 

The prostrate huntsman opened his eyes, and glared fearfully 
around him. 

*' AVhat has happened to you, Daniel ?" questioned the Squire. 

Daniel's head turned in the direction of the voice, and he seemed 
to recognise the speaker. 

'' Is he gone ?" he asked, faintly. 

" Is who gone ? for whom do you inquire ?" 

** The masther's sperit — the sperit of the murthered man. The 
man that / murthered, and buried in this sand, twenty years ago !'^ 

Amid exclamations of surprise and horror from all who heard 
him, the huntsman gained, for a moment, more perfect power of 
observation. He looked from one to another of the group around 
him; then at the dogs; and then, closing his eyes and shuddering^ 
continued to speak in snatches. 

" Ay, and it was a cruel murther. I have never slept a night's 
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sl^ep since I did it. And every dog of the pack bronght me one 
of his bones to-day. I will hide it no longer. I will own it to 
the world, and suffer for it. His sperit drove me before him to 
the spot where I had buried his broken body, after I tumbled him 
over the cliff — ^yes, buried it as deep as I could dig. Twenty years 
passed away, and he came to chase me to his unblessed grave ; 
and at the sight of it my horse tossed me out of my saddle, and 
my own accursed bones are broken this day ; and so I have half 
my punishment. Did I see the witch near me, here, a while ago ? 
I did. The wathers of the say gave her up, alive, to be a witness 
against me. For, when I was burying him, this day twenty years, 
I spied her watching me ; and I ran afther her, and saized her, 
and pitched her far into the waves. But now she is come to hang 
me. Let her. I will tell all — all — of my own accord. I will ; 
and let them hang me for the deed." 

He was conveyed to the Squire's house ; and in his presence, and 
that of other magistrates, made a more ample confession. He bad 
been tempted to commit the murder under the following circum- 
stances. 

The mother of his old master had received under her protection a 
friendless and penniless orphan girl of low birth. The young 
huntsman loved her to distraction ; and his ardours were seemingly 
returned, until the Squire, then a minor, became his successful rival, 
seducing, under a promise of marriage at his mother's death, his 
fickle mistress. Bage, hatred, loathing, took possession of Daniel's 
heart; he could have beaten out the brains of his young master 
with the loaded end of his hunting-whip ; and his amiable feelings 
were not added to, when, upon a day that he was expostulating, 
alone, with the estranged object of his affections, the Squire sud- 
denly rushed upon him, snatched that identical whip from his 
hands, and energetically laid it across his own shoulders. 

The Squire's mother died. The Squire cast off his mistress, and 
married a wealthy wife. It was now the turn of the depraved, 
bad-hearted, and forsaken girl, to look for her revenge. Upon 
certain conditions, she offered herself, " soul and body," and with- 
out the trouble of a marriage, to her old lover, Daniel's eager 
passion for her, and his deep detestation of her undoer, had scarce 
abated. He felt sorely tempted, but hesitated. The girl threw 
herself in his way from time to time. In almost a year subse- 
quent to the first attempt to make him a murderer he was one- 
nay, a double one ; for, a few days after he had dragged his 
master off his horse, and hurled him down the cliffy he placed in 
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his tempter's arms, on the understanding that she was to destroy 
it, the only child of his victim. Bat, even in the disappointment 
of his feverish dream of passion, he had a foretaste of tt^e pnnish- 
ment due to his crime. From the moment he con>mitted to- her 
the helpless infant she so mnch detested he had never seen the 
authoress of his ruin ; and his belief was, that, after having 
murdered " the child of days," she had pat an end to her owa 
existence. 

A few hours after this confession the huntsman died. 

Whether or not the gentle Catherine shared the popular belief 
that she had been hunted for, and won by, and was doomed ta 
become a spectre's bride, is not clearly ascertainable. True it is, 
that her cheek faded, that her eye grew dull, and that the smile 
of contented pleasure forsook her lip, now no longer red nor moist. 
But these changes may as well be accounted for on less superna- 
tnral grounds. Her military adorer still continued absent and 
silent — he who had so often vowed himself away into worthies* 
sighs, in the big effort to define how much he loved her, and 
whose only hesitation to declare himself to her father had always 
assumed the shape of a fear of being regarded as a speculating 
fortune-hunter ; when, at a glance, it could be ascertained that be 
was almost an unfriended adventurer, courting the hand of a 
wealthy heiress. 

As for good Squire Hogan, he contrived, or perhaps, rather tried 
to laugh at the whole thing ; vaguely calling it a very good hoax — 
" a choice one, by Jove T* just to save himself the trouble of trying 
to unravel it, or else to hide his half- felt ignorance on the subject. 
Meantime, he got some cause to laugh a little less than usual. 
Ejectments were served upon his estate, in the name of the lost 
son of the man whom he had succeeded in it. Squire Hogan only 
strove to laugh the more, and to affect that he considered the claim 
as an uncommonly good attempt at " a capital hoax I" practised 
upon him by some unknown persons, whom, on some past occa- 
sion, he must have outwitted "gloriously." But it was a poor 
attempt at mirth ; and he saw that Catherine, as well as himself, 
felt it was so. 

In fact, he spent many hours alone, mourning for his beloved 
child, and taxing his brains to shield her from probable and verg- 
ing misfortune. And a brilliant thought came into his head. 

Would it not be a happy, as well as an exceedingly clever, thing 
to dispose of Catherine before the trial at law, grounded upon the 
ejectments, should commeQce, and while the matter was little sus- , 
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pected, to oii€ or other of her ardent admirers at the dnb-'dinner 
ia Dublin — to, in fact, Ned O'Brien, or George Dempsey, or Mick 
Driscoll, or, above all, to Harry Walshe ? The wise father made 
the attempt, daly, four times in succes:iion ; and learned, thereby, 
that the serving of the ejectments was more generally known than 
he had imagined. 

Still he tried to laugh, however, until one morning, when his 
boisterousness ended in suddeu tears, as he cast his head on Cathe- 
rine's shoulder, and said : — " Oh, Kate, Kate I what is to become 
•of you? I think I can bear poverty — but you !" 

'' My dear father, do not be cast down," answered Catherine ; 
*' I can earn money in many ways, for «3 both, if good people will 
give me employment" 

" And you are going a-working to support your father, Kate ?'' 
He left the room robbing:. His tears affected Catherine to th e 
quick. Other sad and bitter recollections swelled her sorrow into 
a flood. She could now account for the persevering neglect of 
her lover — her tenderly-beloved, upon no other grounds than those 
of her approaching poverty. Ah, that was a heart- cutting thought ! 

The day upon which the poor Squire must necessarily start from 
the country to attend the trial in Dublin, arrived. He commenced 
his journey with another magnificent conception in his head ; to 
eke out which, he carried in his pocket, without her knowledge, a 
miniature of his daughter Catherine. And with this miniature, 
and a note, expressive of his willingness to compromise the matter 
by a marriage, he called on the new claimant for his squireship, 
the evening of his arrival in the metropolis. But, having retired 
to his own town house long before he could have thought it pos- 
sible that his note had received a leisurely reading, he received 
back the miniature with a technical epistle from his rivaFs attor- 
ney, stating that no compromise could be entered into ; that the 
heir-at-law was determined to accept nothing which the law should 
not decide to be his right ; and, adding, that any attempts to see 
the young gentleman must prove unavailing, while they would be 
felt to be intrusive, inasmuch as, in cautious provision against 
a failure in his attempt to establish his claim, he had invariably 
concealed his person, even from his legal advisers. , - 

This was the most serious blow our Squire had received. Hi- 
therto he had courageously depended on his own innate cleverness 
to outwit the coming storm. Now, within a few hours of the tri al 
which was to determine his fate, he acknowledged himself without 
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a resource or an expedient, beyond patience to attend to the grave 
prooeeding. sit it out, and endeavour to comprehend it. 

To beguile the remainder of his sad evening, after receiving the 
attorney's communication, he repaired to his club- room. He found 
himself coolly received there. Issuing, in no pleasant mood, into 
the streets, he encountered, by lamp-light, an individual in a red 
coat whom he had hitherto considered rather as a deferential 
hanger-on than as an acquaintance to boast of. Now, at least, by 
unbending himself he need not fear a repulse ; so, he warmly 
stretched out both his hands, received a very distant bow of re- 
cognition, and was left alone under a lamp-post. 

" By Cork !" said the Squire, with a bitter laugh, " the puppy 
oflScer thinks I am turned upside down in the world already !" 

The case came on. Our good friend's eyes were riveted on 
every person who uttered a word, upon one side or the other. The 
usual jollity of bis countenance changed into the most painful ex- 
pression of anxiety ; when anything witty was said by one of his 
Majesty's counsel learned in the law, at which others laughed, his 
effort to second them was miserable to behold. Although it was 
a bitter cold day, the Squire constantly wiped the perspiration from 
hb forehead and face ; gnawing, between whiles, a scrap of a quill 
which he had almost unconsciously picked off his seat. 

The depositions, on his death-bed, of Daniel the huntsman, were 
tendered against him. They established the fact of the wretched 
self- accuser having kidnapped the heur of his then master, and 
handed the infant to his partner in crime. And the first living 
witness who appeared on the table, was that witch, supposed to 
have been long dead, even by Daniel himself. She swore that she 
intended to destroy the babe ; that, however, having got it into 
her arms, she relented of her purpose, and gave it, with a bribe, 
to a strange woman, in a distant district, to expose for her on the 
high road. Next came the woman alluded to. She proved that 
she had followed the directions .of her employer, and afterwards 
watched, unseen, until an elderly lady of her neighbourhood, pass- 
ing by with a servant, had picked up the little unfortunate. Lastly, 
the aforestdd elderly lady, who, by the way, had endured some 
little scandal, at the time, for her act of Christian charity, corro- 
borated this person's testimony ; and further deposed that she had 
carefully brought up, on limited means, until the day she procured 
him a commission in his Majesty's service, the piaiatiff in the 
case at issue. Not a tittle of evidence, in contradiction to that 
stated, was offered by the defendant ; and the only Unk of the 
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chain of proof submitted by the heir-at-law, which the Squire's 
counsel energetically thought to cut through, was that created by 
the first witness. On her cross-examination, it was ingeniously 
attempted to be impressed on the minds of the jury, that no reli- 
ance could be placed upon the oath of a depraved creature like her ; 
that she had really made away with the infant, according to her 
original intention ; and that the one she had offered for exposure, 
must have been her own, the result of her acquaintance with the 
son of her benevolent and ill-requited protectress. But, without 
pausing upon details, we shall only say, that during the trial, sound 
confirmatory evidence of the truth of the miserable woman's asser- 
tion was supplied ; and that, in fact, without hesitation, the jury 
found for the plaintiff- 
Squire Hogan's look of consternation, when he heard the verdict, 
was pitiable. For a moment he bent down his head and wiped his 
forehead with his moist handkerchief. Then, with a wretched 
leer distorting his haggard countenance, he started up, and mut- 
tering indistinctly, bowed low to the judge, the jury, the bar, the 
public, all, as if he would humbly acknowledge the superiority of 
every human being. After this, forgetting, his hat, he was hurrying 
away ; some one placed it in his hand ; he bowed lowly, and smiled 
again. Finally," forgetting the necessity to remain uncovered, he 
pressed it hard over his eyes and left the court ; carrying with him 
the sincere, and, in some instances, the tearful sympathy of the 
spectators. 

As fast as horses could gallop with him, he left Dublin, a few 
moments following 

" By Cork, Kate" he began, laughing, as his daughter, upon 

his arrival at the house which used to be his home, hurried to meet 
him. But he could not cairy on the farce. His throat was full 
and choking ; and suddenly throwing himself upon his child's neck, 
he sobbed aloud. 

She understood him, but said nothing ; she only kissed his cheeks 
and pressed his hands, keeping down all show other own grief and 
alarm. Woman ! in such a situation, you can do this : man can- 
not : it is above the paltry selfishness of his nature. 

He rallied, and tried to take up his absurd jeering tone, but soon 
tripped in it a second time. 

"Ay, Kate — by the good old Jove, I'm a poorer man than the 
day I raffled for your mother ; and you rmist work, sure enough, to 
try and keep a little bread with us. If there's anything you think 



AND THE WITCH. 139 

I can turn my hand to, only say the word, and you'll see Til not 
be idle, my poor girl." 

He entered into the details of his misfortunes and mortifications. 
Among other things, he mentioned the slight of "the puppy 
offiqer ;" and neither his wonder nor his curiosity was excited, 
when, now for the first time, Catherine burst into tears. 

It shows much good sense to take my Lady Law at her word. 
Fortune 13 fickle, but law is fickleness : the principle itself. And 
so seemed to argue the successful young aspirant to the Squire's 
estate. While yet only expatiating on his past misfortunes, cur 
worthy friend received a note which informed him that, in a quar- 
ter of an hour, an authorised agent would arrive to take possession 
of the house and lands ; and father and daughter had not recovered 
from the shock this gave them, when the agent was announced, 
and entered the room where they sat. Catherine turned away her 
face: she could not look at him. 

" Possession of everything in the house, too ?" asked the trem- 
bling Squire — '* everything, you say ?" 

" Everything," answered the agent, who was no man's agent but 
his own, after all. Catherine started at his voice — " Yes, every- 
thing ; even of the angel that makes this house a heaven." He 
advanced to her side. She turned to him — shrieked — laughed — 
and lay insensible in his arms. It was the Squire's " puppy officer," 
in the first place ; Catherine's faithful adorer, in the second place ; 
the plaintiff in the late action, in the third place ; and the triumphant 
hunter for his mistress's hand, in the fourth place. Surely, dear, 
fair readers, he had a claim on her. " Yes — if he account for his 
neglect, since she left Dublin." . Very good. That's easily done. 
He had vainly applied for leave of absence ; and his letter, informing 
her of the fact, as also of his intention to take the field for her, 
dressed in the costume of a picture which, in the Squire's town- 
house, Catherine had often pronounced very like him, had miscarried. 

" So your daughter is mine, good Sir, on your own terms," added 
the four-fold hero. 

" Capital, by Jove ! — Capital ! a glorious hoax, by Cork ! capi- 
tal 1" laughed the ex-Squire. 

" I am delighted you think so. And I assure you, my dear Sir, 
that I dressed myself up like the picture, merely at the time, to 
endeavour to recommend myself to your good opinion, by the oddity 
of the conceit. For I knew you liked a hoax in your very heart." 

" Give me your hand, my dear boy! — Like a hoax ! — Ah, don't 
I ? — and it is such a prime one ! choice ! capital I capital, by the 
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beard of the great old Jove !" And, wringing his own bands, and 
transported by his feelings, the worthy man left the room, to de- 
sribe and praise to his very servants what so much gladdened his 
soul. 

" You were ignorant of your parentage upon the day of the 
hunt ?'* asked Catherine, after they had been some time together. 

" I was. Upon the spot where the huntsman fell, I encountered 
the woman, returned from half a life of wandering, who exposed 
me in my infancy: she had been seeking me in Dublin, to unburden 
her conscience, and do me a tardy justice. I was on the road for 
the hunt ; thither she followed me rapidly, and outstripped me some 
days ; assuming the garb of the former witch of the cave, to con- 
ceal her identity. I need scarce say, that from her I then received 
the information which enabled me to prosecute my claim. My be- 
loved Catherine's sense of delicacy will readily suggest to her, why 
I kept out of her view, from that day, until I could prove the truth 
or falsehood of her story. And now, here I sit, a-ble, thank hea- 
ven ! to show to the woman of my heart, that she did not quite 
misplace her generous love, when she gave it to a poor and friend- 
less ensign, and with it the prospect of wealth, and of rank in the 
world." 

It is recorded that, from this hour, Squire Hogan never wore, 
except, perhaps, when asleep, a serious face. Having resigned, 
" with a hearty good will," his commission of justice of the peace, 
there remained nothing on earth to compel him to '' seem wise," 
as Bacon says. He had full leisure to pursue, uninteruptedly, his 
practical hoaxes ; which he himself, if nobody else did it for him, 
called '' Capital ! choice, by Cork's own Town 1" 
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THE SOLDIER'S BILLET. 



Some years ago, a regiment marched through the French town in 
which I resided, on its way to the camp of Charles X. at St. Omer. 
Two of the soldiers were billeted on me. I had been struck with 
the face of one of the two as they entered the town — indeed, by his 
conduct and manner, as well as his features. After passing the 
gate, the regiment, at word of command, I believe, broke their lines, 
and went scampering, and jumping, and shouting, like possessed 
creatures, down the precipitous main street to the place where they 
were to get their billets served to them — a most indecorous exhibi- 
tion to eyes accustomed to the gravity of English soldiers after 
a march — indeed, upon all occasions. I suppose, their pranks were 
meant to express joy at having gained a resting point for the day and 
night, with the near prospect of bread and onions and bonne soupe. 
But I digress. One man, among them all, cut no such capers as I 
have mentioned, contenting himself with tramping sedately down 
the street, his musket held by the middle in the left band ; nor 
did he shout or utter any boyish nonsense, like his comrades, nor 
contract his features, as only Frenchmen can do. In fact, though 
young — about seven-and-twenty — and handsome too, thought, if 
not sorrow, sat on his open, manly brow, and compressed the cor- 
ners of his mouth — so far as I could observe his mouth, it so ap- 
peared to me. For not only did he wear moustackts of a prolific 
growth, but his black beard had been suffered to grow at pleasure. 
Another peculiarity about him — no second man of his regiment 
having spared his chin from the razor. 

After seeing the sddiers come in, I did not immediately return 
home ; and when I got to my door the individual I have been de- 
scribing was standing at it with his comrade, a lad, scarce one-and- 
twenty. He handed me his billet with a grave, but courteous, 
bow, asking if he had come to the right number. I told him all 
was right, so far ; but that I was exempt from a billet, inasmnch 
as my house was a furnished one, and that my landlord was to pro- 
vide him with accommodation for the night. He replied, that he 
^ew no mere lodgers in a famished boose "could be called on to 
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receive him, and Rsked haw far off was my landlord's residence. 
I said, half a leagae in the country. He shook his head, and con- 
tinued to say, still with the utmost civility, if not blandness, that 
he and his young friend were too tired to take to the road again, 
after a long march, and in such bad weather (the poor fellows 
were, indeed, soaked with rain, and the mud clung about their feet 
and legs almost up to their knees) ; but they would wait till I 
could send a messenger to my landlord for instructions, and, if I 
could allow them to sit down at my kitchen fire in the meantime, 
they would very much thank me. While he spoke, he leaned his 
back against the wall of the house, and having reversed his mus- 
ket, put its muzzle on his shoe, and rested his hands on its butt 
and his cheek on them. His manner, his voice, his expression — 
above all, I believe, his large, mild blue eyes — made a conquest of 
my precision, and of my praiseworthy attachment to a few franco. 
I rang at the door, after a moment's pause, and telling him he 
should wait for nothing at my kitchen fire but his dinner, I usherep 
in him and his comrade to Mademoiselle Phrosyne, who received 
her guests in a great fluster, but still with the due number of curt- 
sies, in answer to their bows. Then she put a chair for each at 
opposite comers of the fire ; and so behold me the host of, as we 
are told, two of the " natural enemies" of England. I lingered in 
the kitchen some time. My grave soldier sat down at once, cross- 
ing his arms on his knees, and poking his body and head, towards 
the fire. His youthful comrade saved him the trouble of putting 
his piece in a corner and his cap on a table, and had a kind 
" Thank you, Pierre," for his good-nature. The lad then pulled 
off his own gaiters in a twinkling, and, tucking up his muddy titw- 
sers, ran to the kitchen pump, as naturally as if he had been in tJie 
house all his life, and set about washing, over the sink, the first- 
named articles of dress. Phrosyne offered him her black paste 
soap ; but he declined it, laughingly, and, while proceeding in his 
work, said he dared her to wash his gaiters as well with soap as 
he should without it ; at which Mademoiselle laughed too, while 
busy over her saucepans. It was not the first pleasantry they had 
interchanged ; and Phrosyne was a youthful euisiniere^ and did not 
shame her name for comeliness. In fact, I saw she was in for a 
pleasant evening, with one of her guests at least ; but the other 
continued silent and melancholy. He did not hesitate, indeed, to 
answer my questions promptly and politely, but he never spoke of 
his own accord. Before I left the kitchen he had begun to take 
off his gaiters, in imitlttion of Pierre ; but the lad insisted on hav- 
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inj them to wash after his own, adding, *' And for this eveniu«, 
at least, Loais, I will work for two, at the maskets, trousers, shoes, 
and all.'' 

" Are you and Pierre relations ?" I asked. " No, Sir," he an- 
swered ; '< but," smiling for the first time, as he pulled Pierre's 
ear, who was kneeling to get off th^gaiters, '^ we have been friends 
nearly a year, ever since the day he joined the regiment." 

All this interested me, and I went np stairs to interest my wife 
by telling it over to her. We agreed to do something to make 
the two men comfortable. A good fire was ordered in their bed- 
room, at which they might sit to dine, after having cleaned their 
arms, accoutrements, and clothes. Hours of the evening wore 
away, and we did not hear their voices or steps in the house : 
they only sent up their thanks for Monsieur's kind attentions. I 
inquired from time to time bow they were occupied ; and when I 
thought they might be at leisure, went down to their sleeping-room 
to try and get the elder of them into conversation. He was alone ; 
sitting over the fire, which he had suffered to decay, in the same 
bent position he had adopted in the kitchen* I believe he slum- 
bered ; for my entrance did not make him raise bis head ; so, not 
wishing to disturb him, after his weary march, I turned into the 
kitchen to his more lively comrade, whose laugh, mingled with 
that of Phrosyne and of her fellow-servant, attracted me thither. 

I spoke to Pierre about his friend, and pointedly noticed his 
melancholy. In a few minutes I learned the cause of it. Before 
drawing his mauvais numiro as a conscript, seven years before,. 
Louis had loved — ^^ not wisely" — Rosalie, the only daughter of the 
richest man of his village — the miller, no less. Rosalie loved hiia 
in return, but her father was obdurate. They met in secret — 
Kosalie became an unwedded mother. But before that event, and 
while her condition was known to the whole village, Louis again ^ 
and repeatedly, solicited the miller to allow her to become his wife,, 
and again and again he was refused. He heard he was a father ; 
he asked permission to see his child — it was denied him. The 
morning the infant was baptized in the church he suddenly ap- 
peared amid the family gi'oup who surrounded it, kissed it, and 
claimed it^ and insisted that it should bear his name,, of which iu^ 
stem grandfather wished to deprive it. The clergyman was com- 
pelled to yield him his light. A few days after he was a cou- 
script ; '^ and," continued Pierre, ^^ they tell me that, since the: 
lirst day he came to the regiment, now seven years ago, he hati. 
been always, and to every onO| what Monsieur has secir he is to- 

L 
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day — civil, kind, but very sad. But this does not interfere with 
his duties. He is one of the best soldiers, if not 4he verj best 
soldier amongst us. / uphold him to be the very best. A good, 
and true, and most useful friend he has been to me since I joined 
the 27th, and I love him like a brother. Everybody loves him — 
ay, and respects him too ; men and officers, all the same : and it 
is pleasure to me, when he will let me do a hand's turn for him, to 
save him trouble. I wonder will his Rosalie be true to him for 
another year — after which, he may return home to see her and his 
child ? I hope she will." 

" I hope so too," sighed Phrosyne. 

"And V echoed Sophie. 

" And I, Pierre," said I, '< with all my heart." 

" Thank you a thousand times, Monsieur," replied Pierre, his 
face glowing. 

Now, were I writing what really did not happen, word for 
word, and did I not dislike disturbing the honest facts in my own 
mind, I could very easily go on to say that I had been travelling 
by chance through Rosalie's village, about a year after, and just 
In the nick of time to witness the nuptials of her and Louis. But 
I cannot bear to lie, even poetically, on this subject. The truth 
is, I know nothing more about it ! and to the truth I limit myself. 
That I continue to hope what we all hoped that evening round the 
kitchen fire need scarce be doubted. Nor have I ever seen Louis 
since ; he had gone to bed before I left the kitchen. I heard from 
liim, however, in the shape of the following note, handed to me 
by Sophie, after the departure of him and Pierre, next morning, 
long before daybreak : — 

** The two French soldiers below thank the good English Mon- 
sieur of this house for unexpected and unusual kindness, after a 
long march, on a bad day. May God bless him and Madame, and 
the little children." 



THE END OF THE SOLDIEr's BILLET. 
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The county assizes had commenced in my native town, when a 
now batch of Irish tithe arrangers were brought in prisoners by a 
strong party of police. They had attacked, only the previous 
evening, a gentleman's house in our neighbourhood, for the pur- 
pose of rifling it of arms — had been repulsed by the police, who, 
aware of their intentions, lay in ambush for them, and lives were 
lost on both sides. I was idling on one ^f the bridges when they 
passed by to the jail, bound with ropes, and with belts and buckles, 
to the common cars of the country : the expression of their hag- 
gard cheeks, and hopeless or scowling eyes, was sickening in the 
sun-light of that beautiful spring day. Some of them were 
wounded too, and brow, or hand, or clothing, gave painful evi- 
dence of the fact. 

But, although the general impression made by the whole of the 
wretched groups was disagreeable, one face among them strongly 
interested me. It was that of a young man, not more than nine- 
teen or twenty. His features were comely, and, I would have it, 
full of goodness and gentleness. His clear blue eye, too, was 
neither sulky, nor savage, nor reckless, but seemed to express only 
great awe of his situation, unless when, from some sudden mental 
recurrence — to home, perhaps — it quailed, or filled with tears. I 
involuntarily followed the melancholy procession towards the jail, 
thinking of that young man. After all the prisoners had been 
ushered into their new abode, a popular anti-tithe attorney, whom 
I knew, accosted me. He was always ready to conduct, gratis, 
the defences of poor wretches similarly situated ; and he told me 
his intention of going into the jail that moment, to try and collect 
materials for saving the lives, at least, of some of the new comers. 
I expressed a wish to assist him in his'task : he readily consented, 
observing, that, as the unfortunate men would certainly be put on 
their trials the next day, no offer of aid in their favour was to be 
disregarded. So we entered the jail together. 

It fell to my lot to visit the cell, among others, of the lad who 
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had so much struck me. His assertions, supported, or not con- 
tradicted, bj most of his band, seemed to argue that I had not 
formed a wrong opinion of his character — nay, better still, that 
there was a good chance of snatching him from the gallows, even 
tfaongh he must leave his native land for ever. He had been 
forced, he said, to accompany the others upon their fatal sortie — 
had never been out before — and had not pulled a trigger or raised 
a hand against the police* As I have said, his more guilty asso- 
ciates supported, or else did not contradict, his statement. So, 
confident that the police would also bear him out at the really 
critical moment, I took notes of his defence for my friend the 
attorney, and passed on to other cells ; but of the results of my 
continued investigation I will not now speak. 

The sagacious attorney was right. By twelve o*clock the next 
day four of the men, including my favourite client, were placed at 
the bar of their country: three others were too ill of their wounds 
to be at present produced. All was soon over — and over to my 
affliction. Instead of swearing that the young lad had been com- 
paratively forbearing during the battle outside the gentleman's 
house, the police, one and all, from some mistake — for surely they 
thought they were in the right — distinctly deposed that his was 
the hand which slew one of their force, and badly wounded 
another. In vain did he protest, with the energy of a young 
man pleading for dear, dear life, and all its array of happy pro- 
mise, against their evidence ; in vain did his fellow-prisoners sup- 
port him : he and they were found guilty in common. But his 
fate was the terrific one — of him the example was to be made. 
While the other men were only sentenced to transportation for 
life, he was doomed to be hanged by the neck within forty-eight 
hours, and his body given for dissection. 

As the judge uttered the last words of his sentence, a shriek, I shall 
never forget — it rings through my head now, and makes my nerves 
quiver and cringe — a woman's shriek, and a young woman's too — 
pierced up to the roof of the silent court-house, and then I heard 
a heavy fall. The young culprit had been trembling and swaying 
from side to side during his sentence. At the thrilling sound he 
started into npright and perfect energy : his hands, which had 
grasped the bar of the dock, were clapped together with a loud 
noise ; the blood mounted to his very forehead ; his lips parted 
widely, and, having almost shouted out, " Moya ! it's she ! I knew 
she'd be here !" he suddenly made a spring to clear the back of the 
dock. Obviously, no impulse to escape dictated the action ; ho 
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wanted to raise Moya — his betrothed Moya — from the floor of ihe 
court-boase, and clasp her in his arms — and that was alL And» 
doubtless, in his vigorous and thrice-nerved strength, he must have 
succeeded in his wild attempt, but that the sleeve of one arm^ and 
the hand of the other, became impaled on the sharp iron spikes 
which surmounted the formidable barrier before him. Thus cruelly 
impeded, however, he was easily secured* and instantly led down^ 
through a trap-door in the bottom of the dock, to his " condemYied 
cqII," continuing, till his voice was lost in the depths beneath us, 
to call out, " Moya ! cuishla-ma-chree ! Mo) a !" 

I hastened with many others, into the body of the court, and 
there learned, from her father and mother, and other ftiends, the 
counexion between her and the sentenced lad. They were to have 
been mairied at Easter. This did not lessen my interest in him. 
My attorney joined me, and we spoke of all possible efforts to ob- 
tain a commutation of his sentence, after Moya^s parents had forced 
her out of the court-house, on the way to their home, rejecting all 
her entreaties to be led into the jail, and — married. 

We thought of hearing what the wounded policeman might say. 
But he was fourteen miles distant, on the spot where the affray had 
occurred, and, even though his evidence might be favourable, we 
knew we must be prepared to forward it to Dublin, as the judge 
would leave our town for the metropolis that day. We set to work, 
however, mounted two good horses, and within three hours learned 
from the lips of the wounded man that the liockite who had fired 
at him was an elderly and ill-favoured fellow. It was our next 
business to convey our new evidence into the town ; we did so, in 
a carriage borrowed from the person whose house had been at- 
tacked. He was confronted with all the prisoners ; we cautioned 
him to say nothing that might give a false hope to the object of 
our interest ; — but, after leaving the cell, he persisted in exculpat- 
ing him from having either killed his comrade or wounded himself^ 
and, moreover, pointed out the real culprit among those who had 
not yet been put upon their triaL 

This was a good beginning. An affidavit was soon prepared, 
which the policeman signed. A few minutes afterwards the attorney, 
helped in his expenses for the road by some f riehds, myself among 
the number, started for Dublin as fast as four horses could gallop 
with him. Ten hours, out of the foriy- eight allowed to the con- 
demned to prepare for death, had already elapsed. Our good 
attorney must do the best he could within thirty-seven hours — it 
^as feaiful not to leave an hour to spare — tc calculate time wliea 
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it wonld jn^t be merging into eternity. Bnt he had good hope?. 
If hoi83S did not fail on the road, going and returning, and if the 
jndge, and, after him, the Lord Lieutenant, could be rapidly ap- 
proached, it was a thing to be done. That t/, however! — I scar- 
cely slept a wink through the night. Next morning early, I called 
on the clergyman Svhose sad duty it was to visit the poor lad in 
his condemned cell ; he and I had been schoolfellows ; and he w«8 
a young man of most amiable character. He told me ** his poor 
penitent" was not unfit to die, nor did he dread the fate before him, 
notwithstanding his utter anguish of heart at so sudden and ter- 
rible a parting from his young mistress. I communicated the hopes 
we had, and asked the clergyman's opinion as to the propriety of 
alleviating the lad*s agony by a slight impartation of them. My 
reverend young friend would not bear of such a thing : his conscience 
did not permit him. It was his duty, he said, his sacred duty, to 
allow nothing to distract the mind and heart of his penitent fronri 
resignation to his lot : and should he give him a hope of life, and 
then see that hope dashed, he would have helped to kill a human 
soul, not to save one. I gave up the point, and endeavoured to 
seek occupations and amusements to turn my thoughts from the 
one subject which absorbed and fevered them. But in vain ; and 
wh en the second night came I had less sleep than on the first. 

Early on the second morning I took a walk into the country, 
along the Dublin road, vaguely hoping to meet, even so early, our 
zealous attorney, returning to us, with a white handkerchief 
streaming from the window of his post-chaise. That idea had got 
into my head, like a picture, and would recur every moment. I 
met him not. I lingered on the road. I heard our town clock 
pealing twelve — the boy had but an hour to live. I looked to- 
wards the county jail, whither he had been removed for execu- 
tion — the black flag was waving over its drop-door. Glancing 
once more along the Dublin road, I ran as fast as I could towards 
the jail. Arrived at the iron gate of its outer yard, I was scarce 
conscious of the multitude who sat on a height confronting it, all 
hushed and silent, or of the strong guard of soldiers at the gate, 
till one of them refused me way. I bribed the sergeant to convey 
my name to the governor of the prison, and was ddmitted — first, 
into the outer yard, then by the guard-room door, and along a 
colonnade of pillars, connected with iron-work, at either hand, into 
the inner courts of the jail. The guard-room was under the exe- 
cution-room, and both formed a building in themselves, separated 
from the main pile — the colonnade, of which I have spoken, leading 
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from one to the other. What had sent me where I now found 
myself was an impulse to beseech the sheriff, (whom J knew, and 
was necessarily in the jail, to accompany the condemned to the 
door of the execution -room,) for some short postponement of the 
fatal moment. He came out to me, in one of the courts at either 
side of the colonnade ; we spoke in whispers, as the good and 
kind-hearted governor and 1 had done, though there was not a 
creature to overhear us, in the^eserted sunny spaces all around. 
I knew the sheriff must at his peril make any change in the hour ; 
but I told him our case, and his eyes brightened with zeal and 
benevolence, while he put his watch back three quarters of an 
hour, and asseverated, with my uncle Toby*s oath, I believe, that 
he' would swear it was right, and that all their clocks were wrong, 
and " let them hang himself for his mistake." 

Our point arranged, we sank into silence. It was impossible 
to go on talking, even in our conscious whisper : one o'clock soon 
struck ! The governor, pale and agitated, appeared, making a sad 
signal to the sheriff. We beckoned him over to us, and he was 
shown the infallible watch, and retired again, without a word. My 
friend and I continued standing side by side, in resumed silence. 
All was silence around us too, save some few most melancholy 
sounds : one caused by the step of a sentinel under the window of 
the condemned cell, at an unseen side of the prison ; another by 
the audible murmnrings of the condemned and his priest, heard 
through that window — both growing more fervent in prayer since 
the jail clock had pealed one ; a third made by some person, also 
unseen, striking a single stroke with a wooden mallet, about every 
half minute, upon a large muffled bell, at the top of the prison. 
Yes — I can recall two other sounds which irritated me greatly : 
the chirping of sparrows in the sun — and I thought that their 
usually pert note was now strangely sad — and the tick, tick, of 
the sheriffs watch, which I heard distinctly in his fob. The minutes 
flew. . I felt pained in the throat — burning with thirst — and losing 
my presence of mind. The governor appeared again. My friend 
entered the prison with him. I remained alone, confused. In a 
few minutes, the governor came out, bare-headed, and tears were 
on his cheeks. The young clergyman and his younger penitent 
followed ; the former had passed an arm through one of the mana- 
cled ones of the latter, and the hands of both were clasped, and 
pointed upward, and they both were praying audibly. My old 
schoolfellow wept like a child. My poor client had passed the 
threshold into the colonnade with a firm step. His knees kept 
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peculiarly stiff as he paced along, and his cheeks and forehead 
were scarlet, while his eje widened and beamed, and was fixed 
on the steps going np to the execution-room, straight on before 
him. He did not yet see me gazing at him. ^As the sheriff ap- 
peared behind him and bis priest, also bareheaded, I rapidly 
snatched my hat from my head. The action attracted his atten- 
tion. Our glances met ; and oh ! how the flush instantly forsook 
his forehead and his cheeks, and how his eyes closed, while cold 
perspiration burst out on bis broV, and he started, stopped, and 
faltered ! Did he recognise me as the person who had spoken 
kindly to him in his cell, before his tiial, and perhaps, with all 
mj precaution, gave him a vague hope ? Or was it that the un- 
expected appearance of a human creature staring at him in utter 
commiseration, in that otherwise lonely court- yard, had touched 
the chord of human associations, and called him back to earth ont 
of his enthusiastic vision of heaven ? I know not. I aumot 
even guess — who can ? As he faltered, the young priest passed 
his arm round his body, and gently urged him to his knees, and 
knelt with him, kissing his cheeks, his lips, pressing his hands, 
and, in tender whispers, manning him again for facing shame, 
and death, and eternity. The governor, the sheriff, and I, in- 
stinctively assumed the attitude of prayer at the same moment. 
But I hate to give a character of clap-trap to a real, though won- 
derful, occurrence by continuing too circumstantially. Moya*s 
" own boy" never even mounted the steps of the execution-room. 
We were first startled, while we all knelt, by — as it afterwards 
proved — her shrieks at the outer gates. She had escaped from 
the restraint of her family, and had come to the jail, insisting on 
being married to htm ^' wid the rope itself round bis neck, to live 
a widow for him for ever." Ne2:t there was a grand shout from 
the multitude on the rural heights before the prison, and my one 
ceaseless idea of our attorney, with a white handkerchief streaming 
through the window of his post-chaise, was realised, though every 
one saw it but I. And Moya, self-transported for life, went out 
to Van Diemen's Land some weeks afterwards, a happy and eon- 
tented wife, her family having yielded to her wishes, at the in- 
stance of more advocates than herself, and put some money in her 
purse also. 

THE END OF A PEASANF GIUL'S LOVE. 
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Notwithstanding that the castle of Kilkenny generally held a 
strong ganison, upon an October evening, in the year 1390, its 
bastions, towers, and other points of defence, were almost un- 
manned ; its courts almost silent. But a few veiy old or very 
young domestics sat in its great hall, with arms in their hands, 
and with doubt and anxiety impressed on their features. It had 
sent out its last regular soldier, together with its able-bodied serfs, 
to support its lord, James, Earl of Ormonde, in a battle against the 
Desmond, touching the rights and bounds of certain lands. In- 
telligence of the result of the fray was, upon this evening, eveiy 
moment expected at its gates. 

The lady of the fortress knelt in her private chapel, at " the altar 
of the holy stone," in fervent, but not faltering j)rayer. The pride of 
name, the pride of feudal animosity, and the pride of her love of her 
martial husband, equally kept her unconscious of fear. The ut- 
most condescension of her anxiety was to doubt ; but nothing did 
she, or would she, doubt upon the subject which engrossed her 
Koul, so far as regarded its issue by mortal means. Uncontrolled 
by a superior power, the Botiller, the Ormoiwie, the lord of her 
heart and her life, ever commanded success against a Desmond : 
she knelt, therefore, only to pray that the will of God might not, 
on this occasion, fight against her, and hers. 

HejT orisons ended, she slowly arose, and after bending her head 
and crossing her calm and high forehead before the alter, paced 
along the solitary chapel, and issued from it, through a low, arched 
door. Many flights of narrow stone steps, twining upward from 
the foundations of the castle, upon a level with which was the 
chapel -floor, conducted her to the suite of small rooms leading into 
her sleeping-chamber ; theoce she gained a lobby, which gave en- 
trance to what was called *^ The Long Galleiy" of the edifice. 
Where finding herself alone, the Lady of Ormonde blew a shrill 
and load call upon the little silver whistle which hang from her neck. 

But no person answered her ; and while her commanding brow 
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assumed a severe expressionshe was again about to put the whistle, 
to her lips, when the notes of a trumpet, sounding the signal for 
defence, reached h* from, as she believed, the embattled wall which 
faced and fell down to the Nore, full forty feet, although its toj) 
was still much lower than the foundation stone of the fortress it 
helped to defend. The point from which the martial strain seemed 
to arise was fully commanded by the spacious end window of the 
long gallery ; thither the Lady of Ormonde now repaired, with a 
more rapid step than was habitual to her. 

Arrived at the window, she boldly flung open its casements, and 
gazed directly downward. Two figures only met her view, those 
of the individuals whom she had reckoned upon meeting in the 
gallery after her return from the chapel ; namely, Simon Seix, the 
half-witted foster-brother af her only son, (and only child, too,) and 
that only son, himself, mounted on Simon's shoulders, who galloped, 
or pranced, or curveted, along the terra- plana of the wall. 

" The poor born-natural !" she muttered ; " again will he disobey 
my commands not to leave the castle with his young lord ? And 
leave it for such antics, too, and to be played upon that perilous wall. 
Doubtless it was he who erewhile mimicked the sound of trumpet 
which so challenged us !" — 

The lady recollected Simon's talent for imitating the tones of all the 
instruments of music which he had ever heard played, as well, indeed, 
as of the voices of many animals ; and even at the moment her 
surmise was confirmed ; for, after he had exceedingly well performed 
the loud neighing and snorting of an enraged battle-charger, as an 
accompaniment to a devious and (still the lady thought) perilous 
caracole, she saw and heard him blow a second trumpet blast 
through the hollow of his hand, which might well be mistaken for 
the martial music it faithfully copied. It was a strain of victory 
and triumph ; and Simon seemed enamoured of his own execution 
of it ; for he prolonged the sounds, as though he would never 
end them, until, at last, they suddenly stopped, breaking off in a 
ludicrous cadence of terror as the overmastering shrillness of his 
lady's whistle cut them short. 

Turning up his large grey eyes to the open window far above 
him, he saw the awful figure of his offended mistress half bending 
from it. Her arm was raised, her hand clenched, and she stamped 
her foot, and pointed to him to re-enter the castle. The Lord 
Thomas— 'SO was called the little boy of seven or eight years on his 
back — looked up also. But while Simon assumed a face of the 
utmost fright and affliction, he only laughed merrily and graciously, iu 
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answer to his mother's signs ; and then, resisting his foster-brother's 
preparations to place him on his own feet, he obliged Simon still to 
bear him on his shoulders, , 

In a few moments, the little Lord Thomas appeared before his 
mother, in the gallery. Her first look towards him was one of 
grave reprehension ; but when, presuming on her love for him, as 
well as prompted by his love for her, the boy came bounding for- 
ward ; the stately Lady's brow relaxed, and, thinking of his father, 
she opened her ams to receive him. 

" But where tarries Simon Seix, boy ? With him, at the least, 
the overgrown adviser and contriver of all thine antics, I shall call 
a strict reckoning," she said, after some previous words between them. 

Lord Thomas made a gleeish signal to his mother of a confiden- 
tial understanding sought at her hands. Then composing his fea- 
tures, he spoke in a voice of mock solemnity, as he turned towards 
the door "by which he had come in, " Enter Simon," he cried, " and 
face my Lady mother," • 

The ill -contrived figure of Simon, short, thick, and bandy-legged, 
dragged itself through the doorway, and stood still a few paces 
past the threshold. His long arms dropt at his sides ; his jaw fell ; 
his crooked eye-brows became proportionately elevated ; his heavy- 
lidded eyes turned sideways upon the floor. Altogether he pre- 
sented a Tcry ludicrous caricature of repentance, fear, and self- 
abasement, of which one half was, however, only affected : for, 
with his young Lord for an advocate, he really apprehended no bad 
consequences. 

" So, knave," the Lady began, " neither your respect for my com- 
mands, nor your love and fear of the Lord of Ormonde, exposed, at 
this moment to utmost peril, can keep you within the castle with 
Lord Thomas sage and sedate, as the time requires him and you 
to be ?" 

Simon whiningly, yet with a certain sly expression of tone and 
manner, replied — " 1 wot not, gracious Lady, wherefore, at this 
time, aught is required from Lord Thomas, his father's son, or from 
roe, his poor, simple servitor and body-man, save the bearing which 
bespeaks joyousness and trouble past." 

** And why, sirrah, wot you not ?" 

" Because by this hour of the day, our good battle hath surely 
been fought and won,|ind a Botiller's foot again planted on the neck 
of a Desmond," answered Simon confidently. 

" Say you so ?" continued the Lady, her eyes brightening ; " and 
whence come your tidings, sir ?" 
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" From our common thought of whatever must be the fortunes 
of the Ormonde against his present foe, Lady/* said the reputed 
fooL While he spoke, he gave his noble foster-brother an anxious 
sign to second his interested sycophancy, in consequence of which, 
as well, indeed, as in assertion of what he really felt, the boy 
answered : 

" True, Simon ! And it would, in sooth, ill become the Ormonde's 
only son to show, by wearing of a sad face this evening, a doubt 
of his own gallant father/' 

*• List, excellent Lady !" adjured Simon, " his nobleness repeats 
the very words which drew ine from the castle by his side." 

^' Peace, knave! said the Lady, her face, voice, and manner sud- 
denly changing into great energy as she heard the well-known 
soands of lowering the draw-bridge before the principal gate in the 
walls of the castle : '' Kay, by my holy saint !" she went on rapidly, 
while a burst of wailing voices reached her from the hall below — 
'' Ifere I have been sinfully bandying words with an idiot, at the 
moment that I should have bent my knee to Heaven ! Who comes 
to greet us ? who waits below ?" she cried, pacing towards a side- 
door of the gallery. She was about to issue through it, when the 
sound of many feet echoed on the lobby without. She paused, and 
grew pale. Old John Seix, the father of Simon, completely cladiu 
mail, and looking jaded and agitated, presented himself before her; 
the few servants left in the castle crowded at his back. Her eyfs 
met his, and during their short but eloquent glance, 8he drew iu 
her lips hard, crossed one hand over her bosom, and with the other, 
extended at full length, motioned him to speak. 

'^ The noble Ormonde lives, dear Lady," answered the old man ; 
and then he paused. 

'^ But the battle is lost, John Seix ?** she said, apparently with 
calmness. £vasively he replied, that his Lord, iu quick retreat 
upon Kilkenny, close pressed by the Desmond, had despatched hiui 
to bid bis Lady summon the citizens of the town to arms ; that 
some of them might help to garrison the castle, and some hasteu 
to join bis army at Green's-bridgc, half a mile up the river, where 
he purposed making a last brave stand against his old foe. 

" All things shall be tried,*' answered his Lady. Thereupon she 
d«^spatclied one domestic to the civil authorities of the town, over 
whom the house of Ormonde held despotic sway ; and another to the 
steeple, which held the great clock, in the court-yard, with orders 
to ring the alarm. '^ John Seix,'' she i-esumed, walking up and 
down the galL*ry, " however may betide this last struggle at the 
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bridge, I give way to no fears for the dear and precious life of the 
Onnonde. Supposing him a war-prisoner at the present momei^y. 
a Desmond hath never lived who darea to harm a Imir of his bead." 

" Nor ever shall live to but think of it, mother^" said the almost 
infant Lord Thomas, coming to her side and taking ber handr*-has 
childish tears, which had flowed at John Seix's first news, b^g 
now almost dried up. She raised him in her arms and fnressed 
bim to her bosom, but she did not weep. After setting him oa 
the floor again, she continued*— 

"No, oM and faithful servant* I fear not the poor Desmond 
on my Lord's account ; but, should he a second time prove f<Hrtii- 
nate at yonder bridge, and afterwards bs^ak his mde way into our 
castle here» then, John Seix, ungarrisoned and alone as we are, 
then would I fear him on mine own accoant." 

"And wherefore, mother?" demanded the boy at her sidt^ 
while old Seix sighed heavily and assentingly. 

" It needs not that I inform yon of the broad grounds of my 
fear,*' she resumed, still addressing her old honse^steward* " Before 
my marriage with my noble Lord, you remember his bold preten- 
sions to my favour — they were plain to all the world* Natfaless^ 
no living creature save myself can now tell yon the ^eeial reason 
why — woman, wife, lady, and mother, as I am"— her aK^cents 
trembled ; she stopped her rapid walk, and pat her hand on her 
son^s head, while he looked up into her face most intently, thoogb 
not as if he comprehended her present discoorse — the espei^ 
reason why my soul begins to shrink before the Deso^ond." — ^^ 

" Hark to the noise which comes faintly down the river^ Lady,'^ 
said, to her great surprise, Simon Seix,. the half-fool, speaking 
seriously and steadily, as he gracelessly moved from a comer in 
which he had hitherto been standing unnoticed, though, perhaps, 
not without noting all he saw and heard, and^ edging rottnd by 
the wall, approached the end window of the gallery* 

*^ Ay, and so it does !" exclaimed his nustiess, harrying to the 
point of observation before him ; '^ and,, for the nonce,. Simon, 
well have you spoken." 

She gained the open window. Quick as a flash, her glance 
shot at ODce up the river to the bridge, and there fixed itself; 
The October evening began to close in, and it was sonleas and 
heavy. Yet the twilight did not so much prevail as to hinder her 
from distingoishiug the general features of things at a good distance* 

The faint shouting and uproar still came ^wn the Nore ; but 
nothiog to interest her as yet occurred upon the bridge. In a 

M 
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very short time, however, the wild tumult growing louder, she saw 
.a latge body of armed men pour over it, rapidly and in disarray. 
Some rallied at the country side of the bridge, some between its 
battlements, and some at its town side. The Lady of Ormonde 
knew that these were her husband's men, hotly pursued by the 
Desmond, and that they now prepai*ed to make the last stand of 
vrhxch old 5eix had spoken to her. They were not allowed much 
time to prepare themselves ; nor did they long resist the fierce 
attack of their assailants. The particular incidents of the straggle 
she could not see; but, in the furious shouts of the Desmond, at 
£rst confident and insulting, and then cruel and triumphant — in 
tfhe haughty blasts of their trumpets — in the gradual receding 
. from t;he bridge of her Lord's bands as those of his enemy thronged 
thick upon it — ^and in the frequent plunge of men and horses into 
the river, at that point evidently possessed at first by her frignds. 
In all these occurrences the unhappy Lady saw too plainly signs of 
discomfiture and of wo to her husband, his child, and herself. 

Old Seix, watching her from the interior of the gallery, needed 
nothing but her action, and the expression of her countenance, to 
^tell him the issue of the fray, and to impart to his own bosom the 
Buccessive emotions which agitated hers. When she first looked 
out from the window he knew, by her bending attitude, extended 
(neck, and unwinking eyes, that, as yet, she saw nought which she 
had e^Kpected to see. Suddenly, in answer to the rush of the Or- 
mondes over the bridge, she stood upright, and clenched her hands 
at her sides : then she bent low again, and her fingers grasped 
her knees. Then she started, a second time, to her full height, 
stamped with one foot, waved an arm round her head with a quick 
action of impatient command. Finally, she threw up her hands, 
looked them together, and dropped her head between her arms. 

" All is over. Lady of Ormonde ?" demanded Seix. 

" It is, John," she answered ; ** our base hinds fly like poor 
deer, they are only fit to tend, scattered and wild, over the distant 
country*" 

" Do the Desmonds pursue 1" again asked the house-steward. 

" Gallantly !" replied the lady ; '• and all in a body — ^not a man 
stays on the bridge." 

^' Then we have some pause, dear mistress ; since none of them 
hasten this ^vay." 

. " Ay, I grant you, if our townsmen enter the castle in time. 
But w^here linger they ? false, bourgeois churls ! Begone, thou, 
John Seix, and essay to rouse their sluggish spirit ! But,uo— 
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liold an instant ; it may — ^it may be so I" She interrupted herself 
by speaking these last words in a joy cos, hopeful tone, as she 
again looked np the river. 

" The Ormondes, Lady ?" questioned the old man. 
" By Heaven ! I do believe it is, John Seix. ! Some five or 
eeven mounted men have parted from the confused body of pur- 
suers and pursued, beyond the bridge, and now regain it — ^now 
spur fiercely over it — and one keeps a-head of the others. Now I 
lose him and, them as they turn into the town. Quick, quick, 
John Seix, and mount the turret over the grand gate ; thither 
they repair, whoever they be. Quick, old man! I wait you 
here.** 

The honse-steward did as he was commanded. In a short tinke 
after he had taken his position in the turret, seven horsemen gal- 
loped up the ascent which led from the neai* end of the town to 
the castle ; and one of noble bearing led the rest. Bat, as it was 
now deep twilight, and as the riders kept their vizors down, he 
could not, at a first look, pronounce whether they were friends or 
foes. Coming nearer, he fixed his glance npon a banner which they 
bore, and his heart beat with joy, for it was the banner of the 
Ormonde. He challenged them, as they pulled their reins before 
the gate ; they, one and all, shouted the gladdening word, and 
he hastened from the turret to admit them within the walls of the 
castle. 

Meantime, his Lady impatiently, pantingly, awaited his return 
to the gallery. Leaving the window, she cast herself at first into 
a seat ; then quickly arose, paced the gallery, stopped, listened, 
took her son's hand, and rapidly walked with him to the door at 
the remote end. 

She had again heard the unbarring of the gate and the lowering 
of the dra^^bridge. Now she distinguished hasty steps ascending 
through the castle to the gallery. A few paces from the end door 
she stood still ; a knight, clad in full armour, entered. In height 
and figure he resembled her husband ; but his vizor was down. 
Upon that she fixed her eye. An instant passed in silence, neither 
moving. The knight slowly raised his hand, and put up his 
vizor — it was the Desmond ! 

She did not scream nor start, nor even step back, for her heart 
had misgiven her, and spared her a surprise which might have be» 
trayed the heroic Lady into some weakness which she would have 
scorned to show. 

" I know you, Desmond," she only said, noddmg her head, and 
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cndesKvooring to look down his deep and fearful atare ; " ay, and 
I knew yon before yon pnt yonr bjand to your casqne.*' 

" Yon did, Petronilla ?'^ he asked, ii^ a low toiee. 

*^ Call me by my better name, bene in mine own ewtle, Des- 
moQjd; The Lady of Ormoade is that name ; oone otiier have yon 
licence to utter. And then teU lae what would Pkvs Gerald of 
Desmond with the Lady of Ormonde*— with her, and with her sen, 
whom she holds by the hand ?" 

<< It pleasures me," he answered, evasively, ^^ that yon knew me, 
as yon say." 

" And wherefore should it ?" . 

*^ Because the knowledge so little angered you towards me, 
when I feared far otherwise of our meeting, Lady of this <ja8tle.'' 

<' Is that all ? Then I tell you» Pesmond,. build not upon such 
a seeming. Learn rather that there be seme in the world who 
deeply feel, tiiough they despise much outward shew of what they 
feel, and who leave actions, in the stead of words, to decide be- 
tween them and those they love ^ hate, honenr or spurn." 

** And 'tis well, passmg well, that thus eaknly we do meet," he 
resumed ; *' for it hits the fashion of the time, and the change of 

" Of what ?" she inteKrupted— for a woman^ idmost «temly^ 
^' the change of what ? What change ? Think you, Desmoad, 
that for an hour's mbhap — the first he ever knew from your hand, 
at the least — the L<»rd of Ormonde, or I, his wife, will brook that 
word? Think you that spirit bends or snaps so soon? Thinly 
you that the cowards who fled from yon on yonder bridge make 
a tithe of the Ormonde's truer and Loyaler vassals and %htiflg 
men ? or, granting that he stood alone to-night kk some aook of 
his own wide lands, think you no other friends may be near, 
although come from far, to take his part, and give yon back to 
him, hand to hsmd, and foot to foot ?" 

" What other friends ?" asked Desmond. 

"Hark in your ear'— true English friends! Ay, Desmond; 
and with one who loves the Ormonde to bid th^n on — ^with Eng- 
land's king to bid them on !" she continued, exultingfy. 

" Who hides behind this arras, to witness our discourse?" de- 
manded Desmond, striding to the place of which he spoke, bis 
hand placed on his sword. 

"Harm not my poor jester, black Desmond I" cried the little 
Lord Thomas, spnnging after him from his mother's side. " None 
but he, Simon 8eix, the half-witted, is there ; and he has only 
crept behind the arras to sleep." 
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Tke child poHed aside thd arras as he spoke, and discovered, 
indeed, Simon Seix sitliBg behind it-^his clnmsj, bony knees 
crippled np into his month, and his whole fignro cnrion^ twisted 
into tbe naallesl possible sise, while he seemed, at least, to sleep 
profonndly. 

^^ Bid him awaken, atd to the hall with jon for pastime, my 
brate man^" said Desmond, shaking Simon with his mailed hand 
tfll he opened his ejes, uttering a strange ciy, and starting to his 
feet. *^ May they not leave the gallery, Lady T' reslimed Des* 
mond ; *^ onr speech grows of import." 

'< £^t snrely of no valne to an infuit and a aimplelon,'* to- 
swered the Lady of Ormonde ; ^^ wherefore, Desmond, they may 
not leave the gdlery for the hall." 

<< Dtcken Utlaw, my proved body-maa, wiH there do serriee 
and watd upon yonr fair son," continued Desmond. 

^'AndM he there? hef Dicken Utlaw, yonr proved body- 
man ?'* asked the Lady. " I know of him^ In my days of nn« 
wedded youth I had a reason to know of hinn^he which yon ean 
tell. And, oh I heaven forgive yon, Desmond, the intents, in 
f nrtheranee of which yon bri^ the stony-hearted Dicken into this 
castle r 

<^ If &6 dhild aid the fool are to rest here," rejoined Desmond, 
*^ I pray yoti let it be at the end of the gallery, out of hearing." 

To this i^e assented, and the yonng Lord Thomas and BimoA 
Seix accordingly withdrew to the window. 

*^ Now, Lady^ touching your wild iq)eeoh of the English King's 
coming to Ireland'— -^'' 

^^ His lands to-day at Watford, Desmond ; ^ aa wild as 
that— England's Second Riehard-^at Waterford I" 

^^ Hush 1" cried Desmond, as he perceived that Simon had 
again drawn near them, alone, so cautiovsly, that his steps were 
not heafd: *^ now, sirrah, do yon dare to pcy into the discourse 
of yoir Lady and myself ?" 

Sunoa humbly and eamesUy denied any such bold and sinM 
dettgn; and, reproved and chidden, he again withdrew, while 
Desmcmd went on with what he had to say* 

<^Lady, 'tis passing strange I should not have heard of tiiii : 
but, let the King be at Waterford. I shaU have loyal Mends to 
wait on him there before midnight — ^yon c«i have none—*" 

^<TheOnnottde may think of havuig some there, before tt^- 
mght, Desmond." 

^< Alack the day. Lady I" said Desmond, s*ghing« 
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" Ha !" she cried, receding from him ; " when yoti put on that 
seeming grief, there must be a black talc for me to hear, in good 
sooth I Speak, man ! you have jumped upon his body — laid pros- 
trate by thousands for you — and then passed your coward knife 
through his noble heart." 

** The Ormonde forced me to the field, Lady, in just defence of 
my bounds of lands ; but, otherwise, I bore him no ill blood. His 
life I neyer sought ; and, had I seen it threatened, would have 
saved it. But the last mel^e was fierce upon the bridge, and he 
fell ere I knew that " 

'* Dead I my Ormonde dead ?" she cried, clasping her hands, and 
fixing her eyes on Desmond. 

" I bore his banner to your gate — please you to see it in the 
haJl ? Could he have drawn living breath when that was done '" 

" I think no," she answered. ** And you have reached him, 
then ? Now, Desmond, 'tis in your mind that all looks clear for 
the fulfilling of an old oath." Stern despair was in her tones, as 
she uttered these words. 

** Sweet Lady, pass we that worthless matter — an error of mere 
youth, and nought besides — unless we add an outbreaking of pas* 
sionate love, as pure and true as " 

" Insolent fool as well as villain !" again interrupted the Lady. 
" Where are you, boy ? Come hither to my side, and hold fast 
by my hand — thither, hither I ha !" as she turned rotind, and looked 
towards the end of the spacious and dusky apartment. " My 
child hath left the gallery — with his poor fool, too ! and left it, 
for what company I for what chances ! Desmond, I leave you to 
go seek him. Aid me in the task ; and promise not to part us, 
when I find my boy, and I will kneel down to bless you." 

Terrible fears of Desmond's designs began to press on her mind, 
and, she scarce knew what she said. Her unwelcome visitor ear- 
nestly promised to do as she requested of him ; and they left the 
gallery by different doors. Desmond hastened to the hall, where 
taking Utlaw aside, he said to him in a whbper — " Dicken, if by 
some secret outlet the yonng spawn of the Ormonde hath evaded 
us, we nearly lose our present game. Search well the courts and 
outbuildings ^" 

The calls and cries of the afflicted mother, echoing through the 
castle, interrupted his speech. She rushed into the hall, still ut* 
tering the name of h6r child. '^ You have murdered him, too !*' 
she exclaimed, wildly, stopping before Desmond. " Ay, you ! even 
while we spoke, above, some devils in your service spirited him 
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away. Give place !" She darted past him, and left the hall, to 
engage in another search. 

. Desmond followed close in her steps to receive the child, for 
himself, if he should be found. His confidential follower explored 
every hiding-place out oi doors* None of them succeeded. Thien 
Dicken and some trusty comrades mounted their horses to ride to 
the town, and through all the surrounding country. * • - 

Half-an-hour before the lady of Ormonde missed them, Siniott 
Seix, stealhig on tiptoe ta the nearest side-door, had carried the 
child out of the gallery in his arms. By private and obscure pas- 
sages which, as he whispered to his young charge, the Besmond^s 
men would not be found to bave yet mounted guard upon, they 
then gained nearly the same spot, under the window of. the long 
galleryi where, some hours before; he had enacted, together, the 
parts of battle-charger and of trumpeter to the little Lord Thomas. 
Here he put the boy on his feet, and stooped down upon the terra- 
plane of the wall. "John, the father of Simon, showed it tome 
more than once," he said: and, while speaking, he contrived tot . 
loosen a small stone, and extract it from the surrounding o|ies. A' 
ling appeared : he tugged at it with all his strength, and a square 
portion of smooth, small iags, moved, were displaced, and dis^ 
covered narrow steps winding down in darkness through the thick- 
ness of the wall. 

" Now, noble son of the noble Ormonde, and most noble foster-' 
brother of a bom natural, remember all you promised me while we 
whispered together at the window over our heads," resumed Simoit. 
" Here be the steps which will free us of the castle;, and, though 
it seemeth somewhat dark a little downward, still trust to my giiid-^ 
ance ; for the sake of thy dear Lady- mother, and of thy-—" 
. " I am not afraid, witless," interrupted the child. " Take my 
hand, and lead me after you." 

. Without another word, Simon safely conveyed him to the bot- 
tom of the turning steps. Here they stood in utter darkness ; the 
misnamed fool groping with his two hands over the rough surface 
which temporarily opposed then: further progress. A joyful excla- 
mation soon told, however, that he had found what he sought ; and 
the next moment a part of the wall, (here but of slight thickness,) 
framed in iron, moved inward on hinges, and they saw, through 
a low arched opening, only a few feet from them, the river, whose 
rapid dash and chafe had come on their ears as they descended. 

A rugged bank, often interrupted by eddies and Httle coves of 
the river, fell from the foundation of the wall into the Nore. Along 
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this, his back torned to John's bridge and the town, and his joting^ 
foster-brother once more astride on bis shoulders, Simon was soon 
hnrrying. The wall made an abmpt tnm, striking off at right an- 
gles, inhnd : h« tamed with it, and still pursued its course. 

^' There is the paddock, truty ; but where is my Lord's favourite 
horse for the dutae T* he said, after baring made considerable 
way — " naj, I see him — aad now for a hard ride, without saddle, 
and a sugfaun hn&^ in hand.** 

Some bij was piled in the paddock : from it he adrmtlj and 
quickly spaa his suggaun — fastened it on the head of the fleet 
courser — placed the child on the annnaFs back — vaulted up behind 
hhn-^and a few minutes, over hedge and ditch, brought them to 
a highway. 

^ For Waterford, Rajrmond V* cried Simon, shaking his hay 
bridle: and we have need to see the end of the twenty-and-four 
Irish miles in little more time than it will take to count them over." 

*^ Tis well to be a fool, ay, and a sleepy fool, too, at times, 
Simon, else neither Raymond, nor bis riders for him, would know 
the road so wdl,^* said the child. 

^ There be tricks in all bom crafts, your little nobleness," rep^ 
^mon; else how would fools, or even wise men, win bread I In 
sooth, I deemed I might catch a needful secret behind the arras. 
Though I wot not of the road till I bethought me of treadh^ fightly 
back frofm the window to hear another word.** 

It was night-^but a momilight one — when the hoofs of ikm 
courser beat ho1ioi»riy along the banks of the Suhr : th^ had avoided 
the town, and fdlowed tiie widening of the river a little ^stance be- 
yond it. Unpractised as were his eyes to such a sight, Simon soon 
was awfure that a great many ships floated on the moon- lit water ; 
that boats moved to and from them ; and that large bodies of sol- 
diers, destined for taking the field against the f ormidal^ young Irish 
chie^ Arthur MacMurcbad O'Kavanah, were every moment land- 
ing. While he looked, a sentinel challenged him. He reined up 
hb foaming horse, and answered, by giving tbe name of Lord 
Thomas of Ormonde, and demanding to see the King. The soldier 
scoffed at his request; and, as Simon insisted, his words grew 
rough and high. A group of noble-lookmg men, who, from a near 
devation of the bank, had been watching the disembarkation, were 
attracted to the spot ; and one, a knight completely clad in ^lendid 
armour, advanced alone from the rest, saying — ^* The Lord 
Thomas of Ormonde to have speech of the King ! Where bides 
this Lord Thomas, master mine ?** 
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^' I am the Lord Thomas of Ormonde T answered Simon's little 
charge, apiritedlj, and as if in dudgeon that he had not been at 
once recognised. 

^'Thon^ framercy, falrnobler continned the knight, good- 
natnve^j, as lie toadied his helmet. ^^ And on what wc^tj 
luatter wonldst tbon parley with King Richard ?** 

** An* yon lead me to him, like a ciril knight and good, Richard 
himself stwU learn,'' replied the child. 

*' Excellent wefl spoken,** whispered Simon to his charge. 
** Abide by ^t fashion of speech." 

"By ear Lady, then, like civil knight and good, will I do my 
devoir by thee, Lord Thomas of Bntler," resumed the knight, 
^ little doubting that the King will give ready ear to thy errand; 
for pasdng well he affects one of thy name, the Lord James, Earl 
of Ormonde." 

" Which noble Earl is my own father," said the boy. 

The knight showed real interest at this intelligence ; and, com- 
manding the horse which bore Simon and the child to be led after 
him, walked towards the town of Waterford. 

Half-an-honr afterwards, monnted on a fresh steed, and accom- 
panied by their patron and a body of well-armed soldiers, our ad- 
Tontwers galloped bade to Kilkenny. The knight had pressed 
their stay till morning; but Lord Thomas and Simon convinced 
him that, for the sake of the Lady of Ormonde, this ought not to 
be. She required not only to have her son restored to her, but 
also to be protected against the Desmond, who, ere morning's 
dawn, might work her irremediable harm. Slndhig these reasons 
good, the friendly knight resolved to bear them company. 

Upon the road, he arranged with Simon various plans of pro- 
ceeding ; and, upon a particular point, was wholly governed by 
the simpletcm's advice. Simon said that there was but one vassal 
of the Desmond in Kilkenny Castle, who, after the tidings they 
had to communicate, would, at all hazards, attempt to spill blood. 
*^ Then, can ye not make free ivith his, before I enter the castle- 
hall ?" demanded the knight. Simon demurred, but proposed an 
alternative : — "We will make him drunk with wines, tOl he sleeps 
soundly," sdd Simon ; " and then, upon hearing my signal, a 
child may enter the hall." 

The knight assented; but added — "Good success still rests 
upon the chance of the Desmond's army not having yet marched 
from the field to greet their Lord in the Ormonde's fortress. For, 
though omr liege comrades here may well suffice to master the 
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knaves already withm its walls, they could not withstand thou- 
sands." 

Notwithstanding this chance against them, the travellers held 
on, however, and by midnight gained the secret door, through 
which Simon had escaped from the castle wall upon the i:ough and 
scanty bank of the Nore. Previously, all had dismounted, and^ 
conducted by him, were now ushered, stealthily, into the interior 
of the castle ; and their hopes grew high when it appeared evident 
that Desmond's army had not yet come to garrison it. 

Few moments then elapsed until Simon entered the hall of the* 
castle, leading his foster-brother by the hand. By the light of a 
tripod, suspended from the arched roof, . he saw bis old father 
stretched on the tiled floor, mournfully supporting hk head upon 
his hand, guarded by a soldier ; at the oak table^ immediately' 
under a Scotch broadsword and buckler, won by the Ormonde, 
some years before, in a battle against the Bruce, when that chief- 
tain made pretensions to the crown of Ireland, sat Dicken Utlaw, 
the man whom Simon had meant when he spoke of the single fol-^ 
lower of Desmond, whose hand would be prompt to shed the 
blood even of his liege King, in defence of his Lord, or in revenge 
of his discomfiture. A wine cup and a flagon stood at the ruf-^ 
flan's hand, by means of which he had already anticipated, half- 
way, Simon's designs upon him. 

Utlaw's voice was high and angiy, as the two truants appeared 
before bim ; and, in fact, he was roundly expressing his wratU 
against them for the useless chase they had led him over all the 
neighbouring roads, and from which he had only lately returned. 
So soon as his eyes met theirs be started up, roaring forth com- 
mands to the armed man who stood guard over old Seix to secure 
the door of the hall. 

" It does not need," answered the boy ; " we come hither to 
be your prisoners, good Dicken." 

" Ay, thou vagrant imp I and whence come ye so suddenly, 
after all our chase, as if ye grew out of the ground, or were blown 
in upon a wind ?" asked Utlaw. 

" Perchance even as thou say est we come," answered Simon ; 
" for, all this evening, we have footed it merrily with the fays of 
Brandon-hill. Be patient now, sweet Dicken Utlaw," as the bravo 
raised his sheathed sword, " and but suffer us to enact for y0ur 
pleasure one of the good dances they have taught us, and I will 
bribe my father here, the house-steward, to whisper thee in what 
corner of the cellar thou mayest chance on a magnum of such re- 
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iH)wned wine as has scarce filled to-night the 6mpty flagdn at thy 
baftd." 

Dicken became somewhat soothed; and, growling an exhortation 
to the sentinel ta gaard all his prisoners well, strode off to av^ail 
himself of the ready instructions of old Seix* During his short 
absence, Simon studied the features of the soldier who rested on 
his tall spear near the door, and drew comfort from their tranquil, 
and even benevolent expression. Utlaw returned to his seat at 
the oak table, called the wine good, and gulped it down rapidly : 
it was of great power, and Simon knew the fact wdl. But it also 
seemed capable of making him obliging, for he consented to see 
the fashion of the dance practised by the hill- elves ; and accord^ 
ingly, Simon, with a whifeper to the child, performed a vagary so 
grotesque that the drunken savage laughed hoarsely in his cup, 
and the guard smiled quietly on his post. 

Simon continued his frolics till the critical poweifs of Dicken 
began rapidly to desert him. Very soon afterwards he dept pro- 
foundly, snorting like the swine he was. Simon now preparing 
for his most important feat, proposed that Lord Thomas should 
take a war-horse — ^namely, an old weapon at hand, and ride it 
about the hall to the notes of the trumpet. The boy was soon, 
mounted, and Simon taking up a useless scroll of parchment, and 
rolling it loosely, applied it to his mouth. 

Before he would blow his sinal blast, however, he glanced into 
the face of the sentinel, and afterwards to the half-open door of 
the hall. The man was still smiling good-naturedly at the gleeish 
gambols of the little Lord Thomas ; and, in the gloom without the 
hall, Simon caught glimpses of armed men — one of whom pre- 
sently entered, unseen by the soldier, and bent watchfully over 
the snoring Dicken. " Now to the charge !" cried Simon, ad- 
dressing his foster-brother ; and, to the astonishment of the sen- 
tinel, of the knight, who had just stealthily come in (Simon's 
friend at Waterford), and of every one in the castle, a perfect 
trumpet sound rang through the spacious building. 

Dickon sprang to his feet, half conscious, and was instantly 
felled to the ground by a blow of the knight's battle-axe, who had 
been watching him. Old Seix arose, and seized his sword, Simon 
armed himself with the weapon upon which the child had been 
astride, and placed himself spiritedly, though grotesquely, before 
him. The sentinel quickly brought his spear to his hip, and stood 
upon the defensive, regarding the stranger knight (who wore his 
vizor down) with a threatening look ; but a second knight now 
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gkvBiBg that person's ride rendered kis hostilitj vaiii. Almost at 
the same moment, an uproar and a dash was heard throngh Ihe 
etatht prdsexilljrtlke Lidyof OrttonderanshridJugintolhdlrall; 
and 4ie shrieked wildlr again, though not in llw same oadiweej as 
she caught tip her chM to her bosom. She was quickly fbBowed 
bjHDemond, now the prisoner of sotne of Simon's hlmiAi^. The bold 
Lord bad fboghl desperately, and bled from his wonnds, though 
the rage whkh was upon him did not aUow him to tldnk 4>f tliem. 

" What treacheiy is this ? and what villains be these?** he e&* 
claimed, as he ^me in ; ^* who calls hnms^f chief here r 

The ki^ght ^tbo wore his viaor down raised his arm, and toaehed 
his breast, in answer. 

^' Then call tfajrsdf by sndi natne no longer?* continued Dea- 
moad $ and with that he suddenly freed himself from his gaards, 
snatched the sentinel's long spear, and aimed a thm^ at the knighl. 

<* Traitor I stay thy hand !" e&daiixied his antagomst, in a voice 
of high Md dignified command ; " thou knowest not what then 
doest, nor Hiat, indeed, thy feudal sceptre is here brok^ in pieces. 
Look at me now !" He exposed his face. 

^^ BIcbard, the t^ I" faltered Desmond, dropping on hb knee, 
as the Lady of Ormonde and all in the hall knelt with him. 
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Lucy Hawkins, at sixteen, was the belle, if not the beauty, of 
her little sea- washed village on the coast of Kent. Other girls 
might boast a more perfect shape and handsomer features, but her 
air, her expression, or — if a fashionable French word may, with 
allowances, be applied to a lowly maiden — her tournure eclipsed 
them all. She was also celebrated for a vivacity of manner and 
conversation unusual among young women of her class; nay, 
in the opinions of a numerous circle of good judges, who con- 
stantly enjoyed her company and discourse, Lucy Hawkins de- 
served to be termed witty. 

Her mother kept the post-office of the village, together with a 
general huckster's shop, and a hotel in one of her out-houses fot 
very humble wanderers or sojourners — beds three-pence per night. 
Upon a large deal chest, the good dame's flour-store, which stood 
tinder her shop window, opposite to her counter, hard-worked la- 
bourers, employed in the neighbourhood, would sit and eat their 
four penny-worth of bread and cheese, and drink their half-pint of 
small-beer, by way of the morning s or afternoon's meal. And 
Lucy generally served them, or else stood by while they were 
served ; and her good humour materially helped to give zest to 
their meagre breakfast or dinner. At the upper end of the counter 
was a rush-bottomed, curiously-legged, old oak chair, a fixture, 
put forward for any chatty neighbour or visitor who might like an 
hour's gossiping. Since its establishment it had, indeed, seldom 
been left empty, as was indicated, even during its leisure moments, 
by a little round cavity worn in the tiled floor, just at the spot 
where its successive occupants necessarily rested their heels. And 
with the revellers on the chest, and the numerous patrons of this 
oak chair, to say nothing of ordinary customers and her own par- 
ticular friends, Lucy became quite a public character, and, as has 
been hinted, quite a favourite. The poor people who, towards 
night, crept through the shop to their straw beds over the hen- 
house, in the yard, also shared her sparkling conversation, and 
acknowledged its cheery influence. 
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There were other visitors who also admitted her attractions, 
though it woald have been better for Lncj if we could limit her 
encomiastic friends to those already mentioned. Over one depart- 
ment of the manifold conoeni she had absolute sway, fier mother 
did not know how to read band-writing, and, considering the fre- 
quency of almost illegible superscriptions on the backs of letters, 
the deputation of authority alluded to became a matter of pro- 
deuce, if not of necessity. At the inquiry of every claimant for 
letters ** to be left till called for," it was Lucy, therefore, who 
always unlocked the little rude de^ box^*about die size, and much 
in the shape of a salt-box^-^which, clumsily nailed against the 
wooden pane with the slit in the shop-window, formed the whole 
apparatus of the post-office branch of the establishment. 

Many officers of the preventive service, although they had abai- 
dance of unemployed men to go to Mrs. Hawkins's shop in their 
stead, would cdl im every morning to ask for their letters, and at 
different hours of their idle day return to purchase a quarter of an 
ounce of Scotch snuff, or something else of which they could have 
less use, such as a row of pins, a yard of tape, or a reel of thread. 
In fact, it became evident that three of them were rivals for the 
smiles of Lucy Hawkins. 

Two of the three soon ensured to themselves, however, any- 
thing but her smiles. For offences, separately received at their 
hands, she mvariably left the shop whenever they entered at 
it ; and as Lu^*s conduct was not a mere show of feminine anger, 
they absented themselves, and gave up their unmanly pursuit 
The third, whose visits were still received, was more seriously in 
love with Jjuc^ than either of his friends: but, whether from a 
nicer sense of honour, or that the fate of the others bad taoght 
him a lesson, Lieutenant Stone did not lightly or hastily tell her 
so. Much younger than his rivals, perhaps he was more romantic, 
and, particularly since Locy's late specimen of ielf-assertion, would 
not indulge his admiration with a view to any mean indulgence of 
it. In fact, when, after sitting in the shop, upon the flour-chest, 
or in the old chair, day after day, for more than six months, he at 
last whispered his sentiments to Lucy, the declaration souoded 
seriously and respectfully to her ear, and^ she concluded^ could be 
made only in one hope — that of obtaining her hand, with the doe 
consent of father and mother. 

The scene must now be very abruptly changed, with a breach 
of the three unities of time, place, and action. 

Twelve years after Lucy Hawkins accepted the suit of her chosen 
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lover, we enter a small wooden house, indeed a very poor shed, in 
another little sea-coast hamlet, many miles dbtant from her native 
one. The walls of its only sitting-room, a kitcherh, are bare ; the 
floor is tiled ; and the few articles of indispensable fnrnitnre are 
old, common, and crazy. Yet the poor apartment looks clean, or, 
to nse an humble, but expressive and very English word, tidy. A 
woman, as ill- clad as her house is ill-appointed, but, like it, tidy 
too, sits on a stool, teaching a sturdy, sun-burnt boy of seven years 
to read out of a "Reading Made Easy." She seems about forty, 
but may be much younger than she looks, for her composed fea- 
tures would suggest long acquaintance with misfortune — the often 
successful anticipator of timers utmost efforts to destroy. A half- 
finished female dress, of materials too costly, and of shape too 
fashionable, to be destined to the use of the lowly occupant of the 
lowly abode, lies, together with the little implements of woman's 
industry, upon a table at her side, hinting the mode of pursuit by 
which she earns scanty bread for her young pupil and herself. 

The task is over, and Billy is kissed, and called a good boy ; 
, and, while his mother combs his yellow hair in smooth and equal 
portions towards either temple, — "There, my king," she says. 
" And now, where is brother to take you out to play ?" 

" The naughty great boys were quarrelling Charley on the 
shingles, mother, when he sent Billy home to his task to be rid of 
them." 

" And what game did they quarrel over, Billy ?" 
" No game, mother ; but Dick Saunders called Charley a bad 
name." 

'^ Tell mother the bad name, my man." 
" Billy can't; he doesn't know it now, mother." 
Their conversation was interrupted by the quick entrance of 
Charley himself. The moment his mother saw him she uttered an 
alarmed cry. His clenched hands were thrust into his trousers* 
pockets ; he frowned, for the first time in his life his mother had 
seen him do so ; his lips quivered ; tears glazed his eyes ; his face, 
nay, his forehead and ears, flamed scarlet, and blood trickled down 
. his cheeks. Obviously he had been fighting a hard battle, but, 
as obviously, was the victor. The boy was about twelve. 

" Let Billy go play at the door, and I'll tell you, mother," he 
said, after she had addressed many anxious inquiries to him. 

She led the little fellow out, and shut the door upon herself 
and Charley. He dropt in a chair, flung his arms over the table* 
laid his face upon them, and burst into a furious fit of crying. 
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<< Naqghtj Dick Saanders has hurt jon, Gfaarlej, mother's dar- 
ling I" she cried, approaching him. 

'^ No — ^Dot 80 much as I have hurt ib'v^-^the stoiy^^^Uer T' 
PQPP7 r sobbed Charles, ^* Mother, Dick Saandei? spi^e ill of 
me, and of yon." 

"What did he say, Charley?'' 

«( I can't repeat it after him-i— I won't But, mother, I be old 
enough to ask yon what I'm going to ask— Was Master Tomer, 
who died last year, Billy's father ?" 

" To be sure he was, Charley." She grew uneasy. 

<< And your husband ?" 

« Yes." 

« And vn.y father, too ?" 

She changed colour, and dropped her eyes beneath Che deep 
glance of her child. 

'' Now, Charley, I know what they said of you and me ; and 
the time is indeed come for me to speak to you of what nearly 
concerns you." 

'* Did Dick Saunders tell no story, mother ?" interrupted Charley, 
sitting upright, and again unconsciously scrutinizing her face. 
She raised her eyes, met his for an instant, and then sank back in 
her chair, covering her features with her hands, and weej^ng dole- 
fully. 

" I ask pardon, mother," sdd the generous, and hitherto gentie 
boy, as he gained her side, and put his arms round her neck : ^^ yon 
always lov^ me, and I shall alwajrs love you, let them say what 
they will of us. Kiss Charley, mother, won't you ?" 

Fondly, almost wildly, she embraced him, and resumed. ^^ No, 
Charley — ^Master Turner, my husband, was not your fother: 
stop a moment." She stepped into her little bed-room ; returned 
with a small, square, red-leather case ; placed it in his hand ; sat 
down ; averted her head ; began to move the work on her table; 
and would vainly hide her continued tears, as she added<^-" Open 
hat, and you will know more of yimr fiither." 

While he obeyed her commands, Chariey recollected that he had 
more than once detected his modier weepmg over the littie red- 
leather case. When the miniature met his eye the boy started. 

^^ My father was a ship's captoin I" he cried. 

'* He was an officer in the King's navy," she answered. 

^' And a gentleman, mother ?" 

*^ His commisdon made him one, Charley ; but he would have 
been a true gentleman without it." 
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" And he married 70a before Master Tomer married yon, mo- 
ther?" 

** Charley, your father and I never were married." 

A panse ensued. Charley's features betrayed a bitter and ^enoe 
inwai^ combat, as his glance still fixed on the mmiatjp^. 

'^ Is he dead ?** he at length asked. 

^< I hope not, but I am not sure. Sometimes I tl^mk one thing, 
sometimes another. Listen, my king. I was very young when I 
met your father ; and I wondered, and many others wonderied, ^h^t 
he could see in me to lore. I was his inferior in eve^ wi^y. To 
be sure, my poor mother had managed to keep me at good 9c|ioq)s 
till I was a great girl, and perhaps this made me something i^. his 
eyes. Then, when we began to keep company, with father's m^ 
mother's consent, he taught me, like a master, himself, a great 
many things that improved my mind and my manners, ay, and my 
heart, too ; but I am not going on with my story. We were to be 
married at the end of two years. Before the first year came round 
he was ordered from the blockade-service to a ship, at only a few 
hours' notice. He ran down to our shop, and showing the letter, 
prayed mother to let us be made man and wife that very evening. 
She would not hear of it, saying I was too young, and did not knoiv 
my own mind, and would not know how to behave as his wife. He 
begged and prayed once agiun, and cried tears, and went on his 
knees ; she held firm to her word. But alas I Charley, it had been 
doing better if she had not held so firm to it, or else not have left 
ns alone to take leave of each other that evening. And next d$y, 
ay, before it was day, your father left our village, and I havenev^r. 
seen him since." 

^* But he has sent letters to yon, mother ?" 

*^ I got none, if he did : though I believe he did, and that an. 
enemy kept them from my hands. A very short time i^ter he left 
US, my father died, my mother grew poor, and we w^ tnmed out 
of our comfortable little house, not being able to pay our rent. The 
shop was re-opened by a woman and her daughter who bore me no 
good will, and on your father's account, too. He had paid 9Qme 
compliments to the daughter before he met me, and tji^ey blapied me 
for takmg him from them. And — God forgive ma if I lyrong 
either moSier or daughter — ^but I do fear that letter^ from your fa- 
ther to me, and from me to him, were stopt by the ne^v |cQfg[»er8 of 
onr post-office. Well, Charley, you were bom whil<9 mj mother 
and I lived in a very poor way, trying to support ours^lv^ with onr 
needles, and keep out of the workhouse. Your father's silence al(» 
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most broke my heart. I did not suspect foul play about the letters 
then ; 'tis only lately people gave me some hints, and all I could 
think was that he had forsaken us both, my king. My mother died 
too, and you and I were quite left alone, Charley. Years after, 
when, try as I would or could, we were gettmg worse and worse 
off, Master Turner came from his village to ours, on business, and 
knowing my whole story, asked me to marry him. He was a man 
well to do in the world at that time, and a kind man too ; and so, 
after giving up all other hopes, I thought, Charley, that, even for 
your sake, I ought not to refuse a comfortable home and comfort- 
able living. But it seemed as if every one was to have ill-luck with 
me. Good Master Turner began to grow poor from that very day,^ 
till last year, when he died, leaving us as badly off as he found m^ 
And that's the whole story, Charley ; only, here are you and I liv- 
ing alone again, with your little half-brother, Billy, to keep us com- 
pany. 

" Well ; and I be glad of his company, mother,*' said Charley : 
" I always loved little Billy for his own sake, and because he loved 
.me" — (the mutual affection of the boys was indeed very remarkable). 
." And now, though, as you say, he turns out to be only my half- 
brother, rU love him better for his father's sake, who was a friend 
to you when you wanted a friend. But we must open the door and 
let him in." 

Billy's voice had been heard calling on Charles to run down with 
him to the beach, and see the grand three-masted ship that was 
passing but a little way out, and, people said, seemed about to send 
a boat ashore. Ere Charles went to the door, he held out the mi- 
niature, and asked, *f May I see it often again, mother ?" 

" Keep it,;:— 'tis. your own, Charley. Here" — ^passing a riband 
through the loop at its top, " hang it round your neck." 

As his mother secured it, he once more felt her tears dropping 
fast on his head, and looking up into her face, he stole his anns 
around her. 

" Go, now, mother's darlings," as hand in hand they left her 
humble threshold. " But, Charley, do not stray out far on the 
Bands : it will be a spring-tide, I fear, and the breeze comes fresh 
from the sea." 

Still hand in hand they proceeded on their walk ; Billy unusually 
communicative, and Charles uuusually silent. Indeed the younger 
boy remarked his brother's taciturnity, and taxed him with it. They 
Tttet groups of their former playmates in the village-sti'eet, whom 
iheijhild wished to join ; but Charles, chucking hun closer to hii 
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Side, passed them by, knitting his brow and holding np his head. 
On the shingles appeared other groups, and the young misanthrope 
would not descend to the water's edge until he had proceeded se- 
veral hundred yards above their position. 

It was a beautiful spring day. The breeze lashed the waves into 
a sportive fury. Sun and cloud, light and shade, alternated their 
effects over the wide bosom of the sea, streaking it with g6ld and 
pea-green, with dark purple or deep bke. Now a distant sail was 
a white speck on the horizon, now a spot of dark, dotting a clear 
sky. The three-master, of which little Billy had spoken, lay-to, 
about a mile from shore. Charles knew her to be an East-India- 
man. His brother urged him to approach her as closely as the sands 
permitted. Still wrapt up in his own thoughts and feelings, Charles 
silently stepped down the shingles, looking jealously around to 
note if they were alone. 

Behind him, as he began to move towards the waves, was a low 
line of cliff, forming, at a particular point, a jutting platform, from 
the outward edge of which the continuation of the cliff swept, like 
a buttress to the shingles. Before him stretched the strand, to 
nearly the distance of half-a-mile, where it was met by an irregu- 
lar circle of black rocks^ closely wedged together, and enclosing the 
last patch of sand visible even at low tide. Charles bad not in- 
tended to approach this spot .; but as he walked in an oblique di- 
rection from it, some straggling boys appeared coming against him^ 
and he hastily led his little charge to the convenient screen of the 
tall rocks. 

The tide had for some time been conung in. Often before^ how- 
ever, Charles had ventured farther out, when it was more ad- 
vanced, and returned to shore with only wet feet and a splashing^ 
The rocks could not at any point be easily scided, so high and broad 
was their barrier ; nor did they admit of ingress into the sandy 
area they girded, save at a particular spot, sea- ward, where, some 
feet from their base, appeared a narrow fissure, still difficult of ac- 
cess. Charles therefore walked round them until he gamed this 
opening ; then, assisting his little brother to eUmb up to it, the two 
boys soon stood upon a projection inside the rocky belt, and turned 
their faces towards the sea. 

They could perceive, by a bustle on the deck ol the Indiaman, 

now so near to them, that a boat woald soon be lowered from her > 

side. They looked out, much interested, until the boat lightly > 

touched the tossing waves near the vessel's prow, and became 

;t;rongly manned, as if to put off for shore. Still, however, the men 
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lasted on their oars, and seemed waiting for some other person to 
descend. And,! n a mood that sympathized with the scene, Charles 
continned to watch the boat, dancing to and firo, and sometimes al- 
most jumping ont of the Water ; for the breeze grew stiffer, and 
the wares rougher. Half an hour he st6od motionless, disregard- 
ai|^, for the first time in his life, the prattle of the Httle boj at his 
side. At last the indiridnal for whom the boat waited, clad in blue 
and white, and gold lace, to Billy's great delight, jumped in amongst 
his men, stood np, at their head, pointed to shore, and was rapidly 
rowed towards it. 

For some time the near roar of waters had beenringing in Charies's 
ear, bnt he made light of the warning, for he confidently ar- 
gued from experience, whenever his thoughts reverted to the mat- 
ter, that there was still sufficient tim6 to return to the shingles with 
scarce a wet shoe. But he did not reckon that the spot of sand, 
witk YffAdtk he now stood enclosed, was much higher than the outer 
sands which stretched to the bases of the rocks. He did not 
reckon that the tide, at ft certain period of its flow, after turning a 
near point of land, usually ran with almost the rapidity of a mill- 
stream, against the right-hand segment of the barrier, and then, di- 
rected by ltd cutTO) inundated in a trice the previously open space 
between it and the shingles. Above aQ, he did not remember what 
his mother had hinted ftt parting ; for, indeed, her omen proved 
true ; it was a spring tide. 

The diip's boat, still seen at a distance, glanced athwart the 
patch of sea reveaJed through the fissure at which the boys looked 
out. More alive, laif ter its disappearance, to the unusual noise of the 
waters, Charley took his brothers hand to lead him home by the 
way they had come. To his consternation, a fiercely-crested wave 
Itoped into their faces through the narrow opening, drenching both 
to the skin. He let go Bill/s hand, and sprang lip to the top of 
the circular wall of rodcB. A foamy sea tossed all around him. His 
eye caught the gallant boat, about a quarter of a mile distant. He 
screaitied to it ; jumped down to his little brother ; dragged him up 
to the spot he had just quitted, and screftmed again. There was a 
little cftvity, formed by tiie irregular junction, ftt thehr sharp exter- 
mities, of the rodos, and in this he placed the now bewildca^ and 
weeping child, to preserve hhn from being dashed inward by the 
qnictiy increashig sea ; and clinging himself to the h^hestpinna- 
cle he could grasp, once more he wildly haUed the boat. 

Most proh^bly he had now caught its notice. It put round and 
pulled towards him ; but soon seemed deterred from venturing too 
near the dangerous rocks. 
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^^ Oh, Grod !— oh I mother, mother ! yonr Billy ! Mother's dar- 
Img ! he at least will be drowned, though I maj swim tUl they pick 
me up — and all my fanlt I — ^bnt no, no !" He palled off his jacket 
and waistcoat} and tore his shirt into long stripes. — ** No I he shall 
not ! — Come, Bill ! I will tie yon to my back I never fear, my 
king — and see if I don't swim like a fish lor yon !" 

^e child, having heard and noted aU his words and actions, 
had stopped cr^dng, and, as if struck with Charley's noble conduct 
and sentiments, and unconsciously sjrmpathising with them, an- 
swered : ^* I won't, Charley ; I won't ; — ^I should sink yon, and we 
should only be drowned together, then ; and no one will be left 
with mother." 

All this while breakers had been dashing from without nearly up 
to the summits of the rocks at the o(^^ite sweep of the circle, and 
as Charles eagerly, indeed violently, renewed his ^treaties, they at 
last came leaping and plunging up to its i^ery edge, like dark, 
white-maned war-horses, trying to rear and paw over some high 
and well-guarded embankment. Once again he hoarsely cried out 
to the boat. It was nearer to him, but still seemed cautious of ac- 
tual approach. He tamed for the last time to Bllly^ and seized 
him In his arms to compel him to do his biddmg. The riband which 
held his father's miniature round his neck sniH>ped in the exertion ; 
the mmiature itself was rolling outwardly into the surf ; he 
snatched at it, and secured it, but lost his balance, and the next 
instant was kicking among the breakers. 

The captain of the East-Indiaman had \dth his pocket-glass 
witnessed the greater part of the scene between the young brothers, 
and, as he saw Charles tumble ^m the rocks, gallantly ordered 
his men to dare a good deal, and pull towards the spot where the 
boy had sunk. Presently Charley re-appeared, swimming stoutly ; 
not for the boat, however, but back again to the now almost invisi- 
ble rocks. The captain and his men called to him, but he did not 
heed them. It has been mentioned that when the boys walked out 
to the sands, they durectly turned their backs upon a platform in a 
low line of cliff. At that moment, not only the platform and its 
rugged buttress-base, bat the shingles beneath, were perfectly dry. 
Now the raging suif of a spring-tide, excited by a stiff breeze^ 
foamed up to the level of the former : and almost simultaneously 
with Churley's le-appearance, a woman, screaming loudly, descended 
the difficult passage from the brow of the cliff, and gained the 
slippery shelf. Many people followed her to the top Une of the 
precipice, but no one ventured to her side. Her cries reached the 
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yonng swimmer, throngh all the roar of the sea, and he redonbled 
his vam efforts to reach his little brother. But very soon exertioa 
became useless. Atone enraged and reinforced charge of the 
breakers, the area enclosed by the rocky circle, hitherto little in- 
truded on, was inundated, and no part oCthe black barrier -line re- 
mained visible, except that formed by the pinnacles amid which the 
child. stood wedged : a curling chain of foam supplied its place. 
And now, his mother from the shore, his brother ^om the sea, and 
the captain and his men from their boat, witnessed the condoet of 
the little sufferer. He had been sitting ; he stood up : a breaker 
struck him ; he staggered : another came ; he fell, disappeared : 
was still seen, however, upon a point of rock, raising his hands, and 
clapping them over his head, until at the third blow the little fel- 
low became engulfed in the whirling waters. 

The boat was now very near to Charles ; and, at last, seemingly 
attentive to the remonstrance of its crew, he turned, and languidly 
swam towards its side. 

" What the deuce has the young grampus fished up between 
his teeth ?" said the captain, as he assbted in reaching out an oar r 
" a boiled crab, I reckon ; though, where they got a fire to boil it, 
at the bottom of this surf, is more than I can imagine.^ 

Charles was dragged into the boat, and without a word or a cry 
fell stupified upon its bottom. The miniature dropped from his 
unclenched teeth ; the captain took it up, opened it, and startled 
his men by uttering a loud exclamation. Then he stooped to 
Charley's face, and peered into it ; then glanced to the diff ; and 
finally, ordering every oar to pull for the shingles, he knelt on one 
knee, raised Charley's head to the other ; and his crew were still 
more surprised to see theur bluff captain embrace the almost sense- 
less lad, kiss his cheeks and forehead, and weep over him pro* 
f usely, though in silence. 

The boat had not shot far, when little Billy floated ahead. The 
captain gently, though hastily, put Charles down, and with much 
energy assisted in picking up the child, who soon lay stretched be- 
side bis half-brother, reseaed indeed from the sea, but, it seemed 
evident, quite dead. Still the captain cried, "Pall, men, pull !" 

Vigorously and skilfully obeying his orders, they ran the lively 
boat upon toe shingles, a good distance below the point at which 
the low cliff gradually dipped to their surface. The mother flew 
down to meet her children and their unknown friends. The 
anxious crowd followed her. She received Charley from the cap- 
tain's arms ; a sailor followed, holding Billy, wrapped in the cap- 
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tain's jacket, to his bosom. At her first word the elder boy opened 
his eyes ; after straining him to her heart she flew to his brother. 
No word had effect upon him. The captain called out for a sur- 
geon : the village practitioner and the blockade surgeon were both 
at hand. They caused the child to be conveyed into a neighbour- 
ing cottage, and there, in the presence of the mother and the cap- 
tain, promptly engaged in all the usual measures for restoring ani- 
mation : but all failed. They repeated their exertions, still with- 
out effect ; and at length, pronouncing Billy to be a corpse, left the 
cottage. 

Charles had been stretched across the foot of the bed upon 
which, wrapped in blankets, lay his little half-brother. At first 
he did not comprehend his situation, or notice the occurrences 
around him. Now, however, he seemed to hear the departing 
words of the surgeons, for, raising himself upon his elbow, he 
gazed first into his mother's face, as she sat in silent anguish by 
the bedside, and then he tried to move upward towards Billy. 
While making this effort, the captain, gently laying his hand on 
the mother's shoulder, asked to speak aside with her. She arose, 
in the languid indifference of grief, and followed him into a comer 
of the room, out of view of the bed. " Lucy !" was the captain's 
only word, soothingly whispered at her ear. She drew back, 
looked up into his face, and was in his arms. A brief ex- 
planation proved that her suspicions of her revengeful rival at 
the village post-^ce were well founded. While, from the sup- 
pression of the captain's letters to her, Lucy had believed him cruel 
and faithless, the holding back, also, of her letters to him bad 
caused her sincere lover to conclude liiat she was no better than 
a village-coquette, who, the moment he left her presence, forgot 
him, and insulted his memory and his devotion in the smiles of a 
new admirer. Hence, after her seeming silence of many years, he 
had proudly struggled to give up Lucy Hawkins for ever ; and 
though, since their parting, he could often have returned to her vil- 
lage, he would not so far humiliate himself. Some inquiries, how- 
ever, he condescended to make by a confidential person sent for 
the purpose, merely with the view of ascertaining if Lucy were 
alive or dead, — for death alone, he argued, could explain her sup- 
posed conduct. About the very time his emissary arrived in the 
village, she had become the envied wife of the rich Master Turner ; 
and this intelligence necessarily confirmed his former angry reso« 
lutions. * 

The Captain and Lucy were yet speaking, when Charles's voice 
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sounded shrill and joyfully from the bed ; *^ Yes, Billy, yes ! — ^'tis 
Ohariey ! Billy ! — mother's darling r They stepped round to the 
bedside. He had orept nnder the blankets, and clasped the child 
close to his bosom ; and now, indeed, the efforts of the surgeous, 
alf^otigh despaired of by themselves, began to yield a good result. 

^' He would not die, to let you say I killed him, mother,^ said 
Charles, lauding through his tears. 

*' The diild lives, by Heavens !*' cried the captain. 

That day Captain Stone was married to the woman of his early 
choice ; and having dispatched, before evening, the trifling business 
which first called him to shore, he conveyed his wife to his ship, to* 
gether with het two sobs, and pursued his voyage. 



THE END OF THE HALF-naOTHEKS. 



TWICE LOST, BUT SATED. 



TWICE LOST, BUT SAVED. 



Perhaps there is no country so little snscieptible, generally 
speaking, of public sensation as England ; events which agitate the 
peasant, nay, the peasant's wife, at the other side of the straits of 
Dover, woiUd scarce reach John Bull in his village chimney-nook, 
certainly would not disturb the serenity of his countenance if they 
did. And yet there is one species of occurrence which excites, 
and pervades English people, through every grade of society, more 
than it could, or at least more than it does, any other civilized 
nation. A murder— a dowm-ight murder — broad-featured, well- 
marked, unequivocal, refined — arouses into unusual vivacity 
all England, from the banks of the Tweed to the Land's End. 
Its fame spreads, from cities and towns into the recesses of the 
small mountain hamlet. Men, women, girls, and children, talk 
and think of nothing else. The newspapers teem with nothing 
else, excepting only and always the unheeded advertisements of 
new books. Literary talent of really a high order is vented in 
descriptions, speculations, deductions, and sentimental discussions 
on the subject. Artists hurry down to the rural scene of the 
atrocity to make money by making drawings of it, as well as of 
all the innocent scenery and accompaniments within view. 
Thousands of people, who cannot wait for theur secondhand 
information, hurry after them, or anticipate them, to see with their 
own eyes ; or to hear with theu' own ears, the whisp'ered anec- 
dotes of the half-petrified carter, who, in the grey dawn of the 
drizzling morning, found the stained bread-knife, or the discharged 
pocket-pistol, (the first dreadful intimators of the deed,) in the 
lonesome bridle-road, or by the side of the stagnant pool. Or they 
pay round sums to have to say that they sat down in the little 
back-parlour, or scrambled through the brake where the murderer 
so lately sat or passed. A bit of the chair upon which he reposed 
while contemplating his crime, as he glanced into his victim's face, 
or a branch of the briars among which they struggled together, is 
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eagerly purchased, and reverently and tenderly preserved, like a 
saint's relic or a tme-love token. Is all this to be called honest, 
national abhorrence ? What would Rochefoncanlt call it ? — ^par- 
ticularly after detecting in the cabinet of the collector of cariosities 
the last possible memento^ of the sentenced and execnted hero, in 
shape, perhaps, (lavishly bribed from the law's humblest officer,) of 
an inch of twisted hemp, the comer of a flaming red cravat,{or a 
gentle lock of redder hair? 

So thoroughly had the tidings of such an event as is alluded to 
penetrated the nooks and comers of the land at the commencement 
of this little tfde, that nought else was discussed around the fire- 
side of the humblest and most isolated country cottage ; and scarce 
aught else upon the tmant and noisy forms of the lowliest village- 
schooL While manhood and old age rehearsed the tale with the 
profoundest interest, boyhood and chfldhood commented upon it, in 
whispers which bespoke a little interest deepened by awe and fear. 
The murder had, indeed, been of a fearful character. But it must 
be remarked that weeks had now passed over since its occurrence ; 
that its wretciied perpetrator had undergone the earthly expiation 
of his tremendous crime ; and that, notwithstanding, it had not 
yet begun to relax its influence upon the general mind of the country. 
And this part requires to be explained. 

Justice had giuned her victim with difficulty. Circumstantial evi- 
dence was slight and loose against him, and although he had been 
apprehended upon strong suspicions, it seemed that, after repeated 
examinations before the magistrates, he must have been discharged 
from prison. Upon the eve of his contemplated day of enfranchise- 
ment, a woman visited him in his celL A person was so posted 
as to listen to their conversation. She bad been suspected of 
carrying in spirits to the prisoner, but the irregularity was over- 
looked by the gaoler in hopes of the results it might produce. The 
miserable beings caroused together, first speaking in cautious 
whispers, but, gradually, high enough to be imperfectly overheard 
by the eavesdropper. It appeared that although married, they had 
only recently met with each other, previous to which event the fe- 
male had been a poor outcast, glad to avail herself of any protec- 
tion. The listner thought he then could recognise allusions to the 
murder, but that the man stopped them, his husky voice sinking 
into a low and ominous tone. The topic changed. The woman 
slighjbly upbraided her companion with having deceived her. She 
said it was whispered that he had a wife living, l^is answer came 
abmptly and savagely. She repeated her charge in an angry voice ; 
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tbej qaanrelled ; she reeled and shrieked nnder his blows ; and 
doriog her fit of indignation, he who listened canghr, thongh still 
impeilfectly, enough to anthoriae the gaoler in mti^ng more objections 
to-her departnre than he had done to her admission. In fact, she 
was speedily removed to a separate cell, and carefally secored nnder 
lock and key a^d bolt. 

The object now was to induce a disclosure of all she knew. Ma* 
gistrates, officers of justice, ministers of religion, visited her alter- 
nately, or together. At first it became surmised that she was an 
actual accomplice. Her gradual confessions, howev^, if they could 
be believed, combated tlHs opinion ; and finally, as if a heart, once 
good and never irremediably depraved, had been touched in her 
bosom by a horror of the insinuated accusation, she fell upon her 
knees, and, with clasped hands and streaming eyes, called Heaven 
to witness that, so &r from having participated in thehellish crime, 
she had often, though vainly, interfered to prevent it during the 
unhappy moments that the murdered man remained alive in her 
presence. 

This was enough, or nearly so, for executing justice upon her 
wretched assodate. The detuls were elicited at subsequent inter- 
vals ; repeated by her before a judge and jury ; the murderer 
perished, as a deliberate spiller of blood should perish. The doors 
of her prison-house opened, and she passed out into the world — ^free. 

Free — but it was not freedom to her. Hatred, abhorrence, 
avoidance, curses, execrations, met lier at every step, and left no 
path open for her to choose among her feUow-creatures. All hearts 
were shut against her as dose, ay, closer than the iron door of her 
cell had be^. Public opinion, particulariy in such cases, is ra- 
pidly and tyrannically made up. In the interval between her con- 
fession and the trial of the greater criminal, the notion first 
adopted by her visitors in the gaol, that she had been a real accom- 
plice in the cruel and abominable murder, seized upon the minds of 
the community at large. Nay, immediately before the day of trial, 
every one bandied about the belief that she waa the sole homicide, 
and that she had accused her former companion only in order to 
save hersdf. Whether or no these rumours reached that indivi- 
dual in his solitary dungeon cannot be sud, but he acted so as to 
give them a seemingly unquestionable confirmation. Aflter the 
verdict of the jury had been returned, and again upon Uie trem- 
bling verge of eternity, he declared his own innocence and her 
guilt. The decent crowd, male and female, grey-beards and piping 
duldren, fully credited his assertions, and gratified him with three 
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horrid growls upon the name of Martha Hall — for so was the 
wretched woman called — before his ears grew dull for ever to the 
sounds of this world. The only person who, at that moment, 
seemed to doubt his sincerity was the clergyman who attended 
him. For the culprit^s heart had continaed hard and obstinate to 
the very last, against every exhortation to die in peace with God 
and with his kind. 

But the miserable Martha Hall could gain little from the single 
doubt of the good priest. It was the crowd, the arbitrary, the in- 
human crowd she had to face, and, one aud all, they rose up 
against her. Unnerved and ill after her release from gaol, she had 
sought a squalid lodging in the suburbs of the town in which her 
nominal husband su£Pered death. Half an hour subsequent to his 
mortal exit, the howl of the people came towards her door ; her 
old landlady thrust her out to them, and she fled through their re- 
coiling masses, stunned with curses, with yells, with hissings and 

• hootlngs, with blows of offal and of hands. The constables could 
scarce save her life. Half-clad, faint, weeping, screaming, totter- 
ing, they filially succeeded, however, in escorting her beyond the 

abounds of the town, and then left her panting on the road-side, her 
back leaning against the fence, and her feet resting in the putrid 

. water at its bottom. Did she find peace here ? did any good Sa- 

. maiitan pass that way ? No ; but some who had seen her in the 
neighbouring streets did, and taking the other side of the road, 
they refrained firom heaping more cruelty, more dirt and revilings 
upon her head, only until they could summon to their aid in the 
task, the fellow-creatures in whose parish she had now dared to 

. Bet the sole of her foot. Soon the fresh crowd gathered round her ; 

. and, amid renewed yellings and blows, she was again hunted, like a 
mad dog, into another parish, the local officers still scarce able to 
save her from perishing under the hands of an indignant Christian 
community, most of whom went, each Sabbath-day, to one place of 
worship or another, and listened to the interpretation of the doc- 
trkie of Christian charity. 

So, from place to place, wherever she sought a refuge, or a 

• breathing-spot, Martha Hsdl was pursued. Her name and the 
c^rse upon her ran like wildfire before her; so that she was 
dreaded, and expected, and prepared for, ere she made her ap- 

•^pearance in a near town, or village, or hamlet, or parish, and re- 

• ceivM and welcomed accordingly. Reports of the outrages com- 
mitted upon her regularly found their way into the newspapers. 

•,Aad thus the more remote haunts of man became acquainted with 
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her " whereabouts ;" and people living a hundred miles from the 
latest aeene of her disgrace were able to trace her wretched wan- 
derings, and calcalate the likelihood of her shaping her coarse 
towards them. 

These were the drcnmstances which kept np in every mind, long 
afl^ such a public fever generally abates, the interest of the late 
murder. At each new account of the expulsion of Martha Hall be- 
yond the new bounds within which she vainly hoped to find an 
asylum, all the circumstances of the event that led to her persecu- 
tion became discussed over again, with a vivacity which lost little 
by the repetition. And, as has been said, the commotion and the 
dread of her was general throughout the kingdom. But it will 
readily be concluded that the districts nearest in turn to the fugi- 
tive outcast experienced the greatest panic and abhorrence. 

We mnst now visit a remote and thinly-inhabited parish in the 
west of England, of which almost all the inhabitants, at least of the 
middle and the lower orders, had passed an anxious and idle morning, 
under the apprehension that their neighbours would send the va- 
grant within the pale of their jurisdiction. A better illustration of 
the state of the people's minds can scarce be given, than to notice 
the fact, that, in expectation of Martha Hall's public entry, mo- 
thers, although they flocked towards the public road themselves, 
left behind them, under lock and key, such of their children as were 
young enough to be so controlled. 

In one only humble house of the parish was the topic of general 
interest treated as it ought to have been.^ This was the dwelling 
of Laurence Hutchins, a man advanced in years, a widower, and, 
compared with older sojourners or with natives, a stranger. He 
had come from a distant county, with his wife, a little girl, and an 
infant son, only some seven or eight years before. Shortly afterwards 
his wife died, people said of a broken heart, the seeds of which ma- 
lady she had brought with her to her new residence ; and if 
Laurence Hutchins did not follow her to the grave, it was not that 
he toe seemed not to share the hidden grief of his companion, but that 
his frame proved stronger than hers, or his mind more resisting, or, 
pei4aps, that Providence had given him the nerve to endure life for 
the sake of his two orphans. The deepest sorrow, indeed, was 
fixed on his hard-featured, though not displeasing face ; and all 
his actions, and his whole manner, agreed with its expression. He 
worked laboriously, as a common day-labourer, whenever he could 
get employment t in his disengaged hours, he dug, or raked, or 
weeded, or planted, or transplanted in the little garden attached to^ 
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his solitary cottage ; bat he made few acquaintances, and no com- 
panions. To those who knew most of him, little as that was, he 
spoke seldom, and never mirthfully : he had no person, male or 
female, to assist him in the many cares claimed at his hands by . 
his two helpless children. If a visitor dropped in, although Laurence 
did not demean himself uncouthly, there was no welcome such as 
might induce a second call. To sum up the opinion entertained of 
him by his surrounding friends, his poor cottage was termed " the 
sad house," and its master '^ sad Laurence.'' 

And yet it was in this " sad house" that the expected arrival 
of Martha Hall within the parish bounds created no indecent com* 
motion. From the time of the first report of the murder, down to. 
the present morning, little Mima, or Jemima Hutchins, now a 
growing girl of about twelve, observed that her father never be- 
stowed a word on the subject. He had listened, indeed, to the ac- 
count of it given to the lonely family by a gossiping neighbour ; 
but, when the tale was ended, Laurence only took his bat and 
spade, and strode heavily into his garden. Mima, however, could 
not remain ignorant of the tidings which reached her secluded dis* 
trict day after day. If no other person acted as her informant, 
little brother Dick ran in to her, during her discharge of such 
household duties as she was now able to undertake, with the free 
.translations of the newspaper, and other anecdotes, supplied to him 
!by urchins like himself, on the roadside, or at " the steps," by the 
brook — a favourite rendezvous of the junior truants o{ the parish, 
as it was also the place where the girls of the adjacent cottages 
went to fill their pitchers for domestic uses. 

Nor could Mima help feeling a portion of the excitement created 
in all around her by the exaggerated stories of the innocence of 
the executed man, the guilt of Martha Hall, and her flight from 
parish to parish, from town to town. Although the practical vir- 
tues and benevolence taught her by her father, always in act and 
deed, and sometimes in sound doctrine, hindered the child from 
fully sharing the thirst of persecution towards the fugitive, so 
ostentatiously encouraged in themselves and others by the good 
people who surrounded her, still she imbibed a strong aversion for 
the object of all hate and all loathing, and felt a surpassing terror 
of coming in contact with her. These sentiments gained strength 
in her breast, from the necessity of keeping them to herself, and 
brooding over the chimeras they engendered; for, though ahe 
could not tell precisely why^ Mima would not renew the topic 
with her father, and she had no one else to claim confidence of, 
except her little brother, of seven years, and he was nobody. 
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The family of " the sad house" sat down to their frngal hreak- 
fast One after another, idlers dropt in to report the news of 
Martha Hall's approach from the neighboariDg parish. Still Lao* 
rence Hutchins took no notice. Mima, however, listened eagerly 
and breathlessly. An additional piece of information did not in* 
crease her happiness. The last over-zealons friend who came to 
unburden himself of his babbling at Laurence Hutchins's hearth 
strongly advised the melancholy man to keep his children withia 
doors, and to stand at his threshold with a bludgeon in his hand, 
in order to obstruct the probable entry of the vagrant ; inasmuch 
as the brook which ran by the falling ground at the back of his 
cottage was the boundary of the parish in that direction, and most 
likely Martha Hall would be driven in amongst them all at that 
point or near it. Then she would make for *' the steps/' and, up 
them, straight for his house, and so 

Laurence Hutchins again interrupted his obliging orator by put* 
ting on his hat and leaving the cottage, his little boy's hand in 
his, to cut rushes in a neighbouring marsh, for the purpose of 
making saleable mats of them. 

The gossip sat a moment, much offended, opposite to Mima. 
Then, starting at some ominous sound which, he said, reached him 
from a dbtance, also arose and left her alone. 

Mima sat listening in great f^ar, more than once inclined to bolt 
the door and secure herself. But, hearing nothing to suggest im- 
mediate danger, and also recollecting that she ought not to barri- 
cade her father's house without his permission or advice, she con* 
tinned fixed upon her stool. Presently she bethought herself of 
her forenoon duties, and, at a recurrence of the thought of the 
first and most necessary, poor Mima turned pale. It was to go 
down the bushy declivity at the back of the cottage, and fill a 
pitcher of water from the brook at the steps, wherewith to pre- 
pare her father's dinner. The very brook which, in that quarter, 
ran between her parish and the parish whence the execrated Martha 
Hall was to be expected — the very steps up which, in the opinion 
of their anxious visitor, she would most probably escape into new 
bounds. 

At the first view, the child deemed it to be impossible that she 
could run such a risk. But her father must not be left without 
his dinner at the usual hour — ^her good father, who, when she was 
a little girl, took care to have hers ready every day. Besides, 
would he deem her reasons for the omission of her duty sufficient ? 
From a recollection of his habits of thmking and feeling, she be- 
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lieved not. Finally, after somd.time had worn away, ske knelt 
down, as she had been tanght to do from her infancy, and praj^lag 
txi God to be saved from harm, Mima lifted op her pit^h^, add 
took her way to the brodk. 

'there were two distinct desceiits to " the steps" from the b^dk 
of the honse. At the bottom of the first ran a broad pathway^ 
leading to the marshes Whither her father had gone with lit^ 
Dick to cnt mshes. This pathway she gained, stepping fimlj^, if 
not conrageonsly, and was monnting over the stile, whicb wddd 
nsher her upon the first of the rude steps leading down the i^oend 
descent to the water, when a distant nproar really reached her. 
8be hesitated, and stopped. The sounds grew louder.. She Wad 
turning to race home again. Her father and her little brother ap^ 
peared coming back from the marsh, having finished their W<»lk 
sooner than she had expected. As they must pass her, she wHlMii 
for them» Laurence Hnfichins expressed some surprise to iind 
her loitering at the stile. She wept. He looked earnestly kU^ 
her face, and took her trembling hand as he added-^*' Bat I see ; 
yon durst not go down to fill your pitcher, Mima, for fear of Mkli^tiui 
Hall?" 

Fresh tears were shed by Mima, and she cooTd give no GtMer 
answer. Her father patted heron the head, and continued :— 
*/ Trip down to the brook, my maid, however ; do your dtttf, and 
fear no one. Besides, why should you fear this poor woman ?'* 

*' I hate her moi^ than I fear her, father I" replied Mim% the 
sudden liveliness of her manner emulating what she had seeu 
among her Christian neighbours. 

** Hate her, Mima, do you ?" pursued Laurence. " A^d yiho 
gave yon the leave to hate her, or any living creature ? Not Hlsi 
who commands us to love all." 

" AH, father ! Even the guilty and the bad ?" 

'^ All, Mima — even the guilty and the bad I Even them Wd 
are to love^ though we hate the bad that is in them. But who 
says that Martha Hall is so bad ? A judge and jury have hehettd 
her innocent of the great crime, at least, laid by less wise people 
at her door. Go down, my little maid, go down the steps and ill 
your pitcher ; and go with courage. I will not even stay he^ to 
give you false heart. You will find me and little Dick In the MoiMe." 

He fondled and kissed her as he spoke, a rather unusual mani- 
festation of his love, though he was practically a very atfecttonate 
parent. This, and the reliance placed on her stren^ of iftkid, 
suddenly encouraged Mima. Dashing the tears from her 6y«8, i^e 
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tfOtleii down iastantly to the brook^s edge ; and, while Laarence 
Halobins and his almost infant son tnrned away from the stile to 
porsne the easy path to their house, each carrying his bundle of 
m9ft«6, «be seated herself on the steps, laid her pitcher at her side, 
QSQIped her faanda on her lap, and unconsciously iadalged for an 
iQ9(luit tkt pleasing sensaticms which had so suddenly taken pos- 
seiMMi of her breast 

Tb€ clamour she had heard at the stile abo^e, although unheeded 
doao^ her conversation with b^ father, here came loudly on her 
eiar^ From the opposite side of the brook the ground swelled, 
tlM>ngh not so saddenly as at her own side, and ran for about a 
quiMtflr of a mile, uutil it met a high road. It was a sneces- 
aif n of stubble fields. From the high road, at its far edge, 
Ifioda beard the uproar. Her eyes eagerly turned in that direc- 
Ijoii* She was left but a short time in doubt. A crowd broke oyer 
tbe leoee of the read into the most remote field, shouting, ydHog, 
groaning, and hissing, and came in almost a straight line towards 
ber. She started up--*but a thought of her father kept her sta- 
ihmMy, The rabble rout drew nearer — some running on before 
Martha Hall, others at her side, others pressing upon her firom be- 
hind^ and aU — ^men, women, boys, and young girls — all similarly 
engagied, pelti&g her with clods and mud, spitting in her face, 
Kuuaiog her, and hooting her. The thrice unhappy woman was 
iu$t ^ot^cted, and no more, from their utmost fury by two oyer- 
sdMa, esuAx of whom held one of her arms as they hurried her 
along ; and by a beadle, who exerted himself to keep off the vir- 
tooius yiragoes, and the manful husbands and fathers at her back. 
Kobfaaualion, terror, almost madness, stamped her ghastly features, 
h^r rolling eyes, and her parched and dust-<;lotted lips. Blood 
stmed h&c forehead, her long black hair streamed around her ; her 
olottes were half torn off ; her foet were bare, weather-cracked, 
a«d swollen ; her step altogether uncertain. Indeed, but for the 
siQilfH>Ft .and tagging of the stout overseers, she must have fallen 
pfoslrate among the shai*p etdbbles. Such was the appearanee of 
Martdia Hall in her present plight ; and yet more than half of 
Mioufd dblike, remaining after hor father's words, was conquered 
by that appearance. The child, shaping a phantom to suit her 
pne}il4icfie,.liad fancied the outcast into a personification of seme- 
ttiiog lOoaM^xons, ugly, and horrible ; now she beheld a woman not 
nwre ihamioar or fiver and-twenty, handsome fea^m^ed, well formed, 
apd booking no more like a murderess — and a dotfble murderess — 
and traitress, too — than any other comely female she had before 
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een. Mima only felt that she looked scared almost to defttb, 
faint, and very wretched. Upon this feeling followed another— 
that she was barbarously treated. 

They brought her to the edge of the brook, a few paces below 
the steps, on the opposite side. Until now, Mima had thought that 
she spoke not a word. At this close view, however, it was evi- 
dent that her lips often moved in an effort to shape words, although 
her voice was only a hoarse, strngglmg whisper. Seemingly, she 
craved mercy — humbly, most humbly. A pause took place. The ab- 
horred vagrant was to be forced across the shallow water ; but how ? 
Her bitterest haters did not feel inclined to wet their shoes, evea 
ta satisfy their magnanimity^ " In with her ! . in with her alone T' 
arose the cry — " in with her ! and we shall soon pelt her over to 
our neighbours !" They gathered close and clutched her. The 
overseers resisted a little, as in duty bound. . The wretch herself, 
with clasped hands, blood-shot eyes, bending knees, and cringing 
body, mutely implored: the next instant, shrieking wildly, she 
was splashing in the water. The next, stimulated as well by a 
dread of a shocking death, as by a shower of clods, sods,^ and 
stones, she had, with a desperate effort, scrambled across the 
brook, crawled up its easy bank, and disappeared among the trees 
and bushes, which, at that point, thickly clothed the base of the 
ascent thence arising towards Laurence Hutchins's house. Shortly 
afterwards, with a parting yell, her persecutors hurried back to Hie 
road from which they had come ; the overseers and the beadle 
slowly followed, and little Mima was left alone on the steps. 

Terrified, shocked, and now full of pity rather than of hate, the 
child dipped her pitcher in the brook, and hastened to her home. 
Halfway up the steps, groans and hard breathing reached her 
from a clump of bushes to one side. She leaned, not without awe 
and some fear still, over the spot. Stretched upon her back, some 
distance beneath her, she saw Martha Hall. The woman was 
staring vaguely straight upward. Her eyes and those of he child 
met ; she started through her whole frame — her glancetbecame 
more intelligent — she half arose on her knees, grasped h r hands 
together, and now, in the deep silence, Mima could deistinctly 
bear her piercing whisper. 

" Mercy ! mercy and pity, young girl ! Save me from them, 
over again ! save me this time, only this time ! Let me have a 
day — an hour — to breathe ! Here — I ask no more Hian to lie 
here^ and of you no more than not to teU them where to find me ! 
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0, my maid ! my maid ! take compassion on me I You are young 
and innocent, and o^you I beg some pity !" 

*' If I am innocent," replied Mima, weeping, ** are you as bad 
as tbey say ?" 

*^No !" answered the supplicant, her vehement whisper forcing 
itself into a wheezing scream — " No ! of blood I am free — I am, I 
am ! and not for what they lay to my charge do I deserve this ! 
Though I do deserve it for great wickedness — for early disobeying 
and shaming a good father and mother — for sending them upon 
the world, wanderers, till they have gone I know not where — 
gone- where I cannot find them — where I cannot find them, to lay 
my head at their blessed feet, and die ! But, hush ! does not some 
one come ? Oh ! will you promise not to betray me ?" 

" No one comes — ^wait a moment," answered Mima. She'hurried 
home, and told her father every word the woman had said. At the 
last words he seemed suddenly and greatly aroused, looked hard 
into Mima's face, and said, in a very low voice, '' Go back to her,, 
child, and ask her, as she hopes for the mercy of God or men, to 
tell you her real nan^e and her birth-place. My mind misgives 
me that the name she bears is not her true one." 

Mima, though wondering at the nature of her commission, did 
as she was commanded ; and, having got the woman's answers, 
returned to her father and said — 

"As she hopes for mercy from God or from men, she sends you 
word that her real name is Mary Ware, and her birth-place a vil- 
lage in Devon." 

*' Ay, Mima," questioned the old man, shuddering, while his 
head drooped, and his eyes fell glaringly on the floor. " Come 
here, then, my maid ; come here." The child went over to him ; 
he took her hand, strove to continue speaking, closed his eyes, and 
fainted. 

His child's cries called back his senses. Summoning up, with 
a great effort, self-command, and presence of mind, his first en- 
deavours were to calm her. When he saw her assured, Laurence 
Hatchins asked, " Is there not a cup of elder wine, and a mouthful 
of meat, since supper last night, Mima ?" 

Mima, rapidly answering, *^ Yes," went to make hot the elder 
wine — often the poor English cottager's greatest luxury ; and when 
she had done, she brought it, with a plate of cold meat and bread, 
to her father. 

." Not for me, my little maid, not for me," he resumed : " take 
it to— Aer" — speaking in a constrained manner, and pointing 
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through the back door — '^ and tell her she is safe with as. Bat 
talk no more with her till yon have come back to me." 

Mima returned from her errand, and fonnd her father seated in 
the same spot, weeping. At her appearance, he stfore to bide 
his tears, beckoning hear to him with an extended hand and arm. 
A second time she came to his side* He pat Ihe arm roond her 
neck, made her stand between hb knees, and continned:— - 

^ The time has come, Mima. After believing that the offender 
had saffered for crime committed, I had hoped, mosllj for joux 
sake, mj maid, that it woald never come. But it has ; aad, be- 
cause it has, listen to what I have prayed, morning and ntght, yoa 
^honld die without hearing from a living tongue. Listen to our 
shame, Mima. Eight years ago she left her precioiu motiier 
aud myself — left us, after growing up, under our love and care, 
and in the love and fear of God, into a beaatifnl creature, the Hght 
of our eyesj the pride of our hearts, and the boast of onr vain lips. 
Neither had her mind been neglected ; for I was then in what is 
called a respectable way of life, and had received some edaci^on 
myself, and was therefore doubly able to attaid to herSb B«t sbo 
left us, Mima, after being a child to us — and meh a child I — for 
seventeen years. I own that her first temptatioa was not 8»all. 
The man — the robber — was of rank in the world, y(Huig, handsome, 
and he prombed her marriage — ^a secret marriage — ay, and flattered 
even her old love for her father and mother by swearing to enable 
her to rabe them above a chance of want all the days of their life. 
" So ranch I have learned since, though it was not from her I 
learned it — no, nor anything else ; for she would hold no inter- 
course with me after her elopement. I pursued her. The ouin's 
servants turned me from the door. I wrote to her ; she did not 
answer my letters. Then came the news of his abandoning her, 

and then a terrible rumour of no matter what. I believed in 

it for some time, because in no other way could I aocoant for her 
still avoiding us. Well, my maid, you were four years old tiien ; 
and when your mother and I looked at you we said to each other, 
' Thb child b now our care ; let us save her from the enrse of her 
sbter's shame in * after life.' And, with that, we left oar native 
place, mined in fortune on account of the numb that caMo over 
me^ and, changing onr names, we settled here. Bat yoir mother, 
Mima^ could not bear np against it. She died, you know ; and I 
was left alone to meet tbb day." 

'^ Then, father," said Mima, pale and trembling, '^thb woman, 
Martha Hall — that is, Mary Ware, I mean—" 



TWICE LOST, BUT SAVED. 201 

" Sh« IS your sister," my maid. You want to ask why I. never 
mentioned her name before ? why, in fact, I never told you you 
badasbter?" 

*' No, father, no; I understand why now : you made me under- 
stand it when you began to speak. Are you able to come with 
me to her yet, father, and help her up to the house ?" 

He groaned wretchedly, and then said — " I will at least hear 
her denials more at length of what she spoke of to you, my child. 

But I must go alone ; and, before I go " He walked into his 

little sleeping nook, leaving the sentence unfinished. But Mima 
knew what he meant, and, as she went on her knees, was sure that 
she joined him in prayer. Providence had been preparing some 
aUeviation of misery for both. 

The child was disturbed in her innocent devotions by the sound 
of men's voices at the hack of the house. Alarmed for her unfor- 
tunate sister, she sprang to her feet ; her father, also startled, 
came out of his chamber. The fears of both were not allayed by 
meeting, on the threshold of the back door, the overseers and the 
beadle of the next parish, preceded by an elderly person in black, 
-who seemed to be a clergyman. Nor did the question of one of 
the overseers appear to bode good. 

** Have you seen the woman, Martha Hall, pass this way ?" 

Father and chUd could not conceal their embarrassment. 

'^ Yes, you have seen her, thank God ! for the poor creature's 
sake," said the clergyman. " Fear nothing, my good people, on 
account of your Christian act towards her. She has undergone 
much— oh I much, much wrongfully. But her trials are over — ^she 
is proved innocent ; and the proof having reached my hands, it 
became most peculiarly my duty to hasten after her upon her 
wretched pilgrimage, and save her from future persecution. Tell 
mef my good man, is she not under your protection? in your 
house ? and how has she borne her misfortunes ? life not in dan- 
ger ? Where is she ? Let me see her. Oh, thank God that sh^ 
is found !•* 

" Thank God !" repeated the father, and he staggered backward 
against the wall. Mima flew out of the cottage — ^he knew where. 

" You seem greatly overcome by your first fears for her and 
yonrsell, master," continued the clergyman. '' But conipose yonr- 
self, for I assure you again that there is nothing to apprehend^'^ 

'' And so she is quite, quite innocent of it, sir !** demanded old 
Ware, grasping the hand which the good priest had kindly laid on 
his arm. 
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" You shall hear. You know the whole previous story, of 
course. You know that the declaration of the real culprit formed 
the chief grounds for the popular fury against the poor, unhappy^ 
and greatly wronged woman." 

" Poor, unhappy, and greatly wronged woman l" echoed Ware, 
and then added, " I do know, sir." 

The. clergyman went on. 

" It was I who attended the miserable man in his last moments. 
I could not credit his assertions for reasons of my own. A sabse- 
quent event proved my judgment correct. The clothes of such a 
wretch as he was, became, after death, the property of the almost 
as depraved being who executes the law's sentence. Weeks after 
the nominal husband of Martha Hall had expiated his hideous 
crime, a half-written letter, found in a secret pocket of his coat, 
was brought to me. It would seem that the murderer had been in- 
terrupted, almost in the act of writing it, by the officers who ar- 
rested him, and that afterwards it escaped his recollection : but we 
have proved it to be in his hand. It is addressed to a brother- 
profligate in London, and, although the language is disguised, not 
only admits his commission of the crime for which he has suffered, 
but alludes, petulantly and savagely, to the vain interruptions be 
had received, during his perpetration of it, from Martha HalL And 
now you know all, and will hesitate no longer in introducing me 
to the poor woman, that I may carry her, if she is able to be moved, 
to some asylum where she can be comforted, cheri8hed,<and saved 
in body and in soul." 

" This is her asylum while she or I live, sir," answered Ware ; 
" and here, and here alone, she shall be comforted, cherished, and, 
if we can, saved in body and in soul." 

" Your intentions do you honour, my good friend ; but let me 
ask you, do your circumstances allow you to offer her a home ?" 

Ware started, looked towards the overseers and the beadle, who 
stood at some distance, put his lips to the clergyman's ear, and re- 
plied — '' Let me whisper you, sir. This is her home ; and home 
will be home to her, be it never so homely." 

" Walk out with me," resumed the clergyman, much moved. 
" What am I to understand ?" he continued, when they stood 
alone in the open air : " is she anything to you?'* 

" She is my child, sir," answered Ware, as he covered his face 
with his hands. 

A short explanation followed, and they went together in search 
of Mary Ware. Mima met them at the stile leading down to the 



TWICE LOST, BUT SAVED. 203 

brook. She was crying heartily, and yet smiling. Her sister had 
heard all she could tell. " And she expects you, father," con- 
tinued Mima : " and oh ! pray make haste ; for it troubles her so 
that I fear, I fear r— 

They quickened their pace, Mima running on before thein. and 
disappearing, at the bottom of the steps, into the thicket. When 
they gained a sight of Mary Ware, her head drooped over her little 
sister's shoulders, who knelt beside her, her arms hung helplessly, 
and her eyes were closed. Her father embraced her before she 
seemed aware of his presence. At last she opened her eyes and 
fixed them on his : then a great change took place in her features, 
and she could no longer support herself on her knees. Evidently, 
however, she strove to speak, and, after much dreadful struggling 
whispered, " What word, father ? what last word from you ?" 

" God forgive and bless my poor child as I do," answered Ware. 
Again she made a feeble and useless effort to utter seemingly a joy- 
ous and comfortable ejaculation. ^' Gome here, sir," resumed the 
father, addressing the clergyman, who stood apart. " She wants 
both our help now." The benevolent man understood him, knelt 
by his side, and prayed aloud. Ware repeated his words, as so 
did little Mima, though weeping convulsively. Mary seemed for 
many minutes aware of the sounds they uttered, and her voiceless 
lips moved too, as if her mind prayed. The father stopped sud- 
denly as her head lay heavier on his shoulder, after a long sigh 
had escaped her. " She is dead, sir," he said, in an even, solemn 
tone. 

" But saved," replied the clergyman. 

*^ We hope it, sir ; and I am not impatient under this ending 
of all her faults and sufferings. It pleases me better to hold her 
dead in my arms to*day, than it could have done to have held her 
alive in them yesterday." 

" Let me be your friend," sobbed the clergyman, grasping his 
hand. 
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THE FAITHFU-1 SERVANT. 



THE FAITHFUL SERYAKT. 



AziNEB, the son of Omar, succeeded to his father's crown, at an 
earlj age. All his subjects, the old and wise men, as well as the 
unlettered and the humble, instead of withholding their confidence 
from his youth, blessed Alia and the Prophet for the prospect of* a 
good and happy reign. For, although nineteen years had scarce 
rolled over the head of Azineb, he was known to be matured in 
wbdom and virtue. From his boyhood he had devoted himself to 
books, and the conversation of the learned and the accomplished ; 
his days and nights of study being relieved only by practising such 
manly and warlike feats and sports as would at once prepare him 
for probable future hardihips in battle, and exercise the physical 
strength and skill with which God had blessed him, and which, 
therefore, were not to be permitted to remain uncultivated. So that, 
while few or none of his subjects, of his own years, rivalled Azineb 
in a knowledge of the grave literature of his country ; in science, 
in poetry, and, above all, in his Koran ; and while the wisest, the 
oldest, and the most religious men of his court, wondered at the se- 
dateness and vigour of his discourse ; he was also unsurpassed, if 
not unequalled, in graceful feats of horsemanship, in the use of 
the scimitar, in courage and adroitness in hunting the lion, the 
leopard, and the tiger. His own hand had given the death-blow 
to many of these ferocious animals : indeed, he bore home more of 
their skins than did any other adventurer of the chase. Yet, so 
tempered with skill and prudence was his intrepidity, that from 
tusk or talon he had never received a wound. 

The learned fathers of his mind were justly proud of their scholar, 
and boasted of his acquirements and talents, more than they did 
of their own. It was whispered, however, by some satirist of the 
conrt, that they thus took the best way of ensuring royal tributes 
of admiration and gratitude to themselves. Another of Azineb's 
iiiBtnictors might also be allowed to feel honoured in his pupil j 
namely, Mustapba, a man high in military command, and his maste^ 
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ever since childhood, (until the princely boy first equalled, and then 
eclipsed his own skill,) in warlike exercises and in the hunting- 
field. Bat whatever were Mustapha's inward feelings on this sub- 
ject, he never boasted of his pupil, as did the more superior and 
reverenced men who had aided in forming the mental and moral 
excellence of the (so-called) Royal Wonder. Had any one raised 
a question of Azineb's manly prowess, he would have gainsayed the 
slander, at risk of his life : but he seemed too sure of the fact, to 
insist upon it ; and of its general acceptance, to talk about it. 
Making it a theme of self-praise^ either in vanity, or that his master 
might hear his speeches, and show a pleased consciousness of them, 
never entered into his mind. The sole privilege which Mustapha 
appeared to think he had acquired by his successful instructions of 
Azineb, was that of loving him the more. And in this love of the 
subject for the prince, was essentially included the zeal of serving 
him faithfully. Azineb, understanding and feeling the claints of 
Mustapha, not only recognised and admitted his love, and afforded 
opportunities for its indulgence, but returned it, also, with his 
heart, and rewarded it with his bounty. 

It was amazing, if not irksome, to the i^ilosophical, the poetical, 
nay, the pious colleagues of Mnstapha, ^at he should succeed so 
well at court, merely by saying nothing on the topic which, of all 
others, seemed calculated, if well kept alive, to ensure him success. 
None of them got on better, if so well, by the contrary, and as 
they argued, more advisable, rule of conduct. Their individual re- 
veries on this point, for they were too wise to conmiunicaite, at pre- 
sent, their sentiments to one another, began to create a jealousy of 
Mustapha. And, upon the occasion of a grand banquet given by 
Azineb in the palace, in honour of all his former tutors, this jea- 
lousy rankled into something akin to hatred, in consequence of a 
particular mode of designation adopted by the prince towards his 
old riding-master. 

During the feast, the young monarch proposed in succession the 
healths of his guests. One was his '^ most reverenced helper in 
reading the Koran ;" another, "his honoured tutor in astronomy;' 
a third, his " most useful assistant in languages ;** a fourth, his 
" accomplished play-fellow in the bowers of poetry I*' but Musta^ 
pha he simply called, " my faithful servant." And one would have 
thought that, by complimenting in their own polite style, each of 
Mustapha's rivals, Azineb had taken the best means of gratifying 
their laudable pride, and of leaving them nothing to comfHaia of. 
Indeed, so he had, until the proposal of hia last toiust ; buf that 
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tiras too mmch for logic, rhetoric, rhyme, and piety united. From 
that hour, Mnstapha had active enemies at court, and they at last 
began to make common cause against him. 

The ethical sage of the cabal, sitting down to consider a plan for 
disgusting Azineb with his Faithful Servant, soon built up a formid- 
able battery of syllogisms. His first assumption was a simple one, 
an axiom in fact, or something else, more true, if possible, namely, 
" Azineb is yery young." Then he proceeded to the following ef- 
fect, though with greater wder. " Very young, and blessed with 
robust health, and a vigorous constitution ; consequently, notwith- 
standing his precocious philosophy, religion, and morality, contain- 
ing within him all the springs of strong natural passions. Suppose 
some of these excited — what then ? Mnstapha is an'austere man ; 
a crabbed man; and somewhat of a rough-spoken man. He 
deems he loves the prince ; would he relish Azmeb's backslidings ? 
Would he let them pass without reproof ? And then, how would 
the prince take his constant moralizing, either in its matter or man- 
ner ? — ^Let us see." 

The professor consulted his colleagues, and they admired his sys« 
tern, and pledged themselves to each other to carry it into effect. 
The master of belles lettres began the attempt. He composed 
beautiful verses in praise of the most lovely and fascinating maiden 
of the royal city, and sang them, and caused them to be sung re- 
peatedly in the presence of Azineb. From admiring the poetry, 
ihe prince unconsciously was led to ask questions about its object,/ 
tnd received answers which heightened his curiosity. In due time, 
the charming Zobeide supped at the palace ; and after an evening 
of song, smiles, roses, perfumes, music, wit, and wine, her youthful 
entertuner proved mortal. So far were verified the inverted ethics 
which conjectured this event. 

Little was now necessary but to continue an application of ex- 
citements, sufficient not only to satisfy the cravings of new-born 
passions, but also to smother the occasional pangs of remorse ; and 
the conspiratcri were not idle in their duty. Day by day, step 
by step, Azineb surrendered himself into the arms of sensual plea- 
sure and licentious enjoyments. To his great comfort — for during 
his firet hours of repentence he had feared the contrary — neither 
the moralists nor the divines of his council troubled him with their 
reprehensions. As they had calculated, however, there was one 
man who did exercise the duty of affection towards his royal master. 

Not after the first lapse of Azineb, nor yet after bis third or 
fourth, were the unwelcome hints of Mustapha addressed, not- 

p 
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withstanding, to his ear. The beloved and prineely boy had sinned 
long, and impulses were on the verge of becoming habits, (hideous 
change !) before his Faithful Servant uttered a word of expostula- 
tion ; and then, indirectly, he would say, " The wisest man, in his 
youth, is made weak. Who therefore wonders ? It is so." — • 
Again, " When the young man is wise and virtuous, and has 
fallen into no snares, the old bless him, though they wonder, ami 
say the snares have not been spread in his path." — Or, at another 
time, '^ The stumblings of the good, and the sins of the hardened 
ip evil, are two things. It is so.'* 

To such gentle admonitions Azineb gave little heed, though he 
lent them an ear. The temptations to disregard them were too 
strong for their refraining tenderness. By degrees, the sincere 
Mustapha grew bolder in the stern task of love. But his idolized 
prince had become less sensitive of admonition, and still he pro- 
duced no effect. He gained his utmost possible point of reproof, 
beyond which even his feelings dared not to pass. No-w Azineb 
heard him impatiently, because he was still more self-devoted to 
licentiousness, and therefore still more removed from sympathy 
with Mustapha*8 heart. The sole thing he could or would event- 
ually distinguish was the uncouthness of his monitor's manner* 
This he called rude, at first, and then bold, and at last audacious ; 
knowing not, or seeing not, that here he was confoandhdg manner 
and motive, and so misrepresenting true friendship. 

The learned and accomplished conspirators could not long re- 
main ignorant of such a change in Azineb's sentiments towards his 
*' faithful servant j" for exactly such a change they had hoped to 
produce, and were watchful accordingly. Thereupon they sharp* 
ened other weapons for Mnstapha's overthrow. The poet took aD 
occasion to exhibit, garishly, the old soldier*s lack of accomplish- 
ments, by calling upon him for an impromptu, of which all the 
world knew he did not even cooaprehend the nature ; and Azineb, 
to whom, at that moment, the power of saying a witty thing iu 
verse was a great talent, (because he could excel in it himself, and 
because it hit the vein of the hour,) joined in the scoff against his 
old friend's simple rejection of the challenge. Upon a less elated 
occasion, he agreed with the astronomer, that any man who was 
ignorant of at least the rudiments of heavenly science was a dis- 
grace ^0 the cabinet of a civilized court. And it was not long till 
he listened to an insinuation of Mustapha's orthodoxy, originating 
with the sage of the Koran, the uncle of the unrivalled beauty 
IT ho had been introduced to the royal palace. 
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In fact, Azineb soon admitted, nay believed, or thought he did, 
that, for many weighty and virtuous reasons, he ought to dismiss 
Mustapha from court, and confine him to a provincial military 
command, hundreds of miles distant. Yet a cowardliness of pur- 
pose, the common attendant curse of tho sensual, or else a linger- 
ing recollection at his heart, hindered him from issuing the neces- 
sary order. Meantime, he tried to palter wfth the embarrassment. 
His queen of the hour would be amused by assuming a part in a 
tiger or lion hunt ; and he desired Mustapha to prepare for taking 
the field upon a certain day, with extraordinary pomp and prepara- 
tion — supposing that his old tutor might thus be diverted from 
present thoughts into the bias of former enthusiasm. 

Upon the morning of the appointed day, the hunting cavalcade 
left the palace in as much pomp as Asiatic gorgeousness ever wit- 
nessed. The beauty and trappings of the Arabian coursers, the 
highly-OTuamented castles of the elephants, the surpassing splen- 
dour of the palanquin which contained Azineb's reigning favoua- 
ite — beside which the youthful prince rode upon a steed of un- 
matched proportions and fieistness — t^ bands of music, the ensigns, 
all formed a magnificent spectacle. 

Intelligence had just been gained that a lion had descended, the 
night before, upon the herd of a neighbouring noble, and, after 
having been surprised and scared from his prey, had retreated into 
an adjacent wood. Those skilled in the knowledge required for 
a good hunt decided that he should be tracked, roused, and chal- 
lenged, in his temporary lair, because they coocladed that his 
balked appetite would render him peculiarly disposed to manifest 
the true spirit of his nature. Mustapha, the conductor of the sport, 
agreed to. these reasons and arrangements, and the cavalcade ac- 
cordingly got into motion for the wood pointed out by the guides. 

It was approached across^ an almost barren plain, scorched by 
the sun, and scantily studded here and there with sharp rocks, 
which afforded root, among their crevices, to some meagre shrubs 
and blades of brown grass. A broad and rapid river di- 
vided this plain from the leafy retreat of the lion, and was to be 
crossed only by a rude bridge, a good distance up its stream from 
the cavalcade's line of advance. The middle of the wood, deemed 
to be the beast's conching-piace, was, however, straight before the 
hunters, close by the river's opposite bank ; and a flat countiy, 
stretching to the right and to the left from its skirts, and a gentle 
ascent beyond and above it, showed the only ground over which, 
'after havbg been scared from Ibis lair, he could be pursued* As 
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all stopped on the sterile plain, some distance from the near bank 
of the tarbolent water, Azineb anderstood, at a glance, that upon 
this spot he ought to halt his beautiful favonrite. From it site 
could fully see any possible turn of the chase, excepting the start 
in the wood, without sharing one of its perils. He accordingly 
gave orders to have her palanquin rested, its bearers halt, an4 a 
body of horse form ar#nnd her, while he turned to cross the bridge, 
with his attendants, and so approach the wood. 

Mustapha bad been considering the opposite ground as atten- 
tively as his master, and, from his own conclusions, respectfully ob- 
jectCMi to the proposed arrangement, so far as conceined the safety 
of the lady. The wood was not thick, he said : it afforded numerous 
temptations to an angry lion to break through it, regardless of 
any line of men who might be left to gnard its edges ; in rea- 
sonable anticipation, the beast they were about to ronse would 
prefer attempting a return to the prey from which he had been 
scared the previous night, to a retreat into the hungry -wilderness 
be had abandoned upon his late adventure. 

Rendered obstinate by his self-opinion, Azineb laughed at this 
advice. Whispers from some of Mustapha's enemies prompted 
him to treat it even more despotically. He told Mustapha that 
he believed it arose rather from a design to betray the lady into 
danger, ^han to save her from possible harm, 

'' Then Mustapha will watch by the palanquin to share the dan- 
gers of his own treachery." 

To this, still prompted by a whisper, Azineb made a cruel and 
tyrannical retort. " The old hunter fears for himself," h« said. 

*^ If Mustapha has taught the young hunter to fear fo^ himself, 
it is so," replied Mustapha, with more spirit than the highest sub- 
jects were allowed to use towards an Asiatic prince. He had scaice 
spoken the words when Azineb struck him on the shoulders with 
the flat of his sabre, and ordered him to quit the hunting- groood 
and retire down the bank of the river. A great struggle was 
seen in Mustapha's features, and his hand involuntarily moved to- 
wards his own sabre. But pure love of the royal boy, whom he 
had often helped to his saddle, and pure love alone, subdued all 
his majestic wrath. Making a low salutation, he rode slowly in 
the direction in which he was commanded to go. 

He halted, about the same distance from the palanquin, down 
the stream, as was the bridge from it, towards the water's source. 
Proud, bitter, yet tender tears filled his eyes. At first he fell no 
wish to notice the proceedings of the pompous and gallant train 
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from whom he had been ignobly banished. Their music and their 
cries aroused his interest, however, and he glanced to the bridge 
and then to the wood : the greater number were just entering the 
latter, after having stationed a weak line round its skirts. Farther 
he could not observe the chances of the hunt. But the continued 
cries, now of a changed cadence, which broke from the lion's 
umbrageous lair, told his experienced ear, first, that the animal had 
been tracked ; next, that his anger had been roused into an attack 
upon his assailants. And the ensuing sound Mustapha heard was 
the explosive, almost crashing roar of the terrific beast himself, as 
he sprang out of the wood, overwhelmed two or three of his scared 
enemies on its outposts, and plunged into the river exactly opposite 
the bank wheVe the palanquin rested. 

His fiery eyes were scarce seen glaring in the water, by the 
horsemen left to guard the lady, ere they fied across the plain like 
one of its own hurricane-blasts ; the equally frightened horses not 
requiring spur or whip to urge them to utmost speed. Then Mus- 
tapha heard piercing shrieks issue from the palanquin, and saw its 
glittering silk curtains shaken violently in the sun, and whigs arms 
tossed in agony through their openings towards the wood. The 
following instant, Azineb's worshipped one, and all her young slaves 
ran, still screaming, along the river's bank, approaching the point 
where Mustapha had stationed himself. " She is very young and 
beautiful," muttered Mustapha, " and but for him would have been 
innocent. He loves her too,*' he continued, as in answer to her 
startling calls, the young prince just then issued from the wood, 
and, casting his eyes abroad over the river, began — after bounding 
forward a few steps — to return her cry for cry, tear his hair, rend 
his garments, beat his breast, and exhibit all the actions of utter 
anguish and despair. For now the lion gained the confronting 
bank ; and as Azineb and all his attendants had left their horses 
at the bridge, pursuit was useless. " Loves her," resumed Mus- 
tapha, '^ as the apple of his eye ! loves her, even as he hates me. 
What then ? be took another glance at the terrified girl. From 
excessive fear or lack of strength, she had been left far behind by 
her slaves, and the lion, evidently selecting her as an object of 
vengeance, closed fast upon her — " What then ?" — Mustapha made 
but a moment's pause, when he added, '* It shall be so. He shall 
see it — ^" and suddenly taking off a loose part of his dress, he 
threw it over his courser's eyes, to hinder him from seeing the liouy 
and galloped amain to meet the poor fugitive. 

Shouts, in applause of his heroism, arose from the prince and 
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many of the attendants. Azineb now ran along his own side of 
the river, towards the biidge, obviously bent upon seconding, if 
possible, the daring attempt of Mustapha. During his hurry thither 
accompanied by his hunters, he lost sight of the appalling 
scene : when he and they had remounted, and crossed the bridge, 
Mustapha held his prize before him on the saddle. Again all 
shouted tremendously, now to overawe the lion, and turn him from 
his unremitted pursuit. The enraged beast paused an instant ; 
looked back upon them ; and then, as if ascertaining that the dis- 
tance between them and him allowed him scope for his present 
purpose, uttered a roar of defiance, and renewed his bounds after 
Mustapha. That roar gave him fearful odds. Hitherto, Mustapha & 
steed had not been aware of his proximity, for his eyes were hood- 
winked : now he heard the voice of the king of beasts, and it was 
enough. Swerving aside, he shook the piece of drapery from his 
eyes, and with tottering and failing limbs remained paralysed. 
Again and again Azineb and his train uttered wild cries, and urged ^ 
on their own fear-stricken coursers. " It is vain !" shrieked the 
prince,/' Behold ! — Yet shout ! still shout!" 

The lion had sprung against the side of Mustapha's horse, and 
fastened upon a limb of the rider. Mustapha saw him prepare for 
his last bound, and with one arm holding her up, and another hold- 
ing her back, endeavoured to place his charge out of immediate 
danger. It gave him pleasure instead of pain, when he felt the 
beast's fang tearing his own flesh. " Come on l" he exclaimed, 
to the approaching hunters ; " 1 can hold her till ye vex him away 
from us !" They jumped from their saddles, and ran forward with 
spears and scimetars. Mustapha felt his strength failing, and his eyes 
growing heavy, and his frame cringing, in spite of him ; for the 
lion had now fastened bis tusks in his body. But he faintly caught 
the sound of more feet, and louder cries ; and was sensible of being 
released by the lion. The next moment he recognised the prince's 
voice, making quick inquiries, and could just utter, *' She is un- 
touched to the hair of her head — ^Mustapha, whom you love no 
longer, says it ;" when he fell from his saddle, dead. 

That day won Azineb back to virtue, but it lost him his Faithful 
Servant. 



THE END OF THE FAITHFUL SERVANT* 



THE ROMAN MERCHANT. 



THE EOMAN MEBCHMT. 



The Norman and Welsh Lords of the Pale, in Ireland, detcr- 
roined, in the first instance, npon building themselves in from the 
natives of the country in which they colonized ; that is, at such 
seasoDS as they did not deem conyenient for volantary recontre in 
the field, or by wile, with their detested neighbonrs. The rudely- 
wronght and nngracefnl sqnare castles, witboat adjanct of any 
kind, which to this day are fonnd in the Pale districts of Ire- 
land, were the results of their earlier attempts to indulge this love 
of solitude. Soon after, walled towns sprang up in the land, still 
to keep out all pure-blooded descendants of Heber and Heremon. 
But this could not last. The general similarities of human nature 
began, in the course of time, to attract and approach each other 
among the two people. Common wants, suggesting common in- 
terests, had the usual and inevitable effect of levelling the barriers 
of exclnsiveness on the one hand, and of qualifying hatred on the 
other. And long before Cromwell's devastating visit to Ireladd, 
neither double-curtained walls, nor lines of circumvallation, nor 
massive gates, nor yet laws stronger than any of these, were able 
to keep the Anglo-Normans and the mere Irish from mixing com- 
fortably together. 

It may appear, however, that the natives were not all at once 
received into the bosoms of the towns and cities of the strangers, 
even when liberality and common sense had begun to legislate 
in their favour. Most probably, they were only permitted at first to 
settle extra muroSi ^^^ there erect dwellings of their own. 

By degrees, that part of the wall of the Pale-town running be- 
tween the two communities was thrown down, or suffered to fall 
into decay ; and the quickly -blending races then agreed to let one 
continued wall enclose and protect both. 

In this manner two towns would have become a single town, 
known to the world by a single name. Such was the case with 
respect to Dublin, Cork, Limerick, Kilkenny, and other places of 
considerable and even of much less notd in the west, the south, and 
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the middle of Ireland. Either a relic of tbe old spirit of making 
distinctions, or else common parlance, continued, however, to de- 
signate separately the two clusters of houses thus massing together, 
by the names of English-town and Irish-town ; or else, while that 
quarter originally English was distinguished by the geogi-aphical 
name equally applying to both, the streets of Milesian architecture 
retained their mere Irish title. 

This *' distinction without a difference** (no common-place quo- 
tation,) exists at the present day ; and so we arrive at our story. 

The Irish-town of our dear and not uncelebrated native city is 
now before our eyes, as vividly as when we roamed through it in 
childhood. One side of its main street reposes in the sunshine of 
a sunny Saturday. (Why has the word occurred ? — rather, why 
ask that question ? — what reader who has been a school-boy will 
not comprehend the associations that suggest it ? A sunny Satur- 
day ! — school dismissed at noon — the whole day and evening, ay, 
and the next day too, lengthening out before our minds in a most 
luxurious prospect of leisure and enjoyment — and the blessed sun 
shining ! Oh ! to this hour, a sunny Saturday wears its own pe- 
fculiar radieuce to our eyes, and gladdens om* heart like a very act 
of happiness ! — But we must describe — not be guilty of sentiment.) 

We have said that the main street of our Irish- town appears to 
us this moment, as vividly as "when we were children ; yet not ex- 
actly so. Memory is at best but a camera-obscura, in which, though 
there be true forms, there are sobered colours and subdued lights ; 
even the sunlight cannot be brought to mind in it as brilliant as in 
reality it has been. It is promised, however, that our little sketch 
shall be faithful enough. And so, look once more down the main 
street. The sunny side shows a straight line of humble houses- 
some very humble — the most considerable not more than two stories 
high ; they are all old, or oldish, and here and there runs up a 
gable-front with round stone chimneys, that speaks of absolute 
antiquity. They are all .the abodes of shopkeepers — not a single 
gentleman's hall-door, with a heavy brass knocker, is to be seen in 
the row. Some of these honest men (" comfortable" folk, neither 
affluent, nor struggling like certain of their contemporaries " in 
town," who figure, or try to figure, on a larger scale,) are standing 
at their thresholds, talking across to their opposite neighboni'S, or 
J«aning over their closed half-doors doing the same thing. And 
'they happen to be almost all of an age, that age some fifty years. 
And you may perceive in the fashion of their respectable clothes, 
and in their sleek three-carl wigs, as well, indeed, as in the cha- 



THE ROMAN MERCHANT. 219 

racters of their faces, a sober attachment to the usages and to the 
mind of old times, which strikingly distinguishes them from iheir 
bretheiTi only a few streets off. The narrow flag- way before- their 
shops is worn from age, rather than from the bustle of the street at 
any time. Even upon this day, at noon, there is little crushing 
or pushing by their doors. When one of the respectable house- 
holders raises his voice, you can hear him talking, from the steps 
going up to the cathedral, all the way to the little bridge that con- 
nects the street, quite at the other end, with the English-town ; the 
shouts, gabble, laughing, and crying of the urchiqs who are at play 
in the middle of the road, make the air ring ; and when a horse 
trots over the stones, or a cart or car rolls over them, you would 
think the little old houses were about to tumble down with the noise. 

This outline bears date some — no matter how many — years ago. 
Enough to say that we were schoolboys when we studied (uncon- 
sciously indeed) the original. A grand-uncle, then about sixty, 
told us he remembered the Irish-town just the same when he was 
a boy. It may hence be inferred that the present sketch will stand 
good for from seventy to eighty years, past and gone, according to 
the reader's good-natured allowance for our objection to be called 
middle-aged. And so, seventy or eighty years ago, we are in the 
main street, seeing nearly the same houses, shop-windows, and 
shop-doors, and nearly the same kind of shopkeepers standing at 
them, or leaning cross-armed over them, which have already been 
described. It is past noon, too, and the summer-sun is uncloadedly 
shining. 

Amid all the quiet and listlessness of the little street, a remark- 
able man, leading a small cart, drawn by an ass, entered it by a 
cross-street, at the country side of the Iiish-town, and attracted 
Immediate attention. He wore a costume which, to whatever nation 
or tribe it belonged, proclaimed him a stranger, not only in that 
town, but in Ireland. This consisted of a loosely- fashioned great- 
coat, of a brown colour, reaching nearly to his toes, secured tightly 
at his throat, and girt round his middle with a leathern belt and 
buckle ; of russet boots, falling in folds to his ancles ; and of a 
head-dress of red linen, or some such cloth, wound round and 
round his forehead. Having turned the comer of the street, he 
raised his eyes, which had been previously fixed on the ground, as 
if to note the situation of a little inn, to which he might have been 
directed. Then the interest of the shopkeepers of Irish-town in- 
creased ten-fold. Those eyes were very large, deep black, sad, 
mysterious, and yet tranquil ; his nose was long, slightly hooked^ 
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and prominent ; his cheeks and whole visage swarthy and thought* 
worn : bat what most attracted notice was his short, thick, coal- 
black beard, which completely hid his chin, and his month almost, 
and, when again he bent his head to his breast, made a black spot 
even on the sarface of his dark-brown robe. Those who looked at him 
could not call him old, nor even advanced in years, though they 
hesitated to call him young. His pace was as heavy as his face 
was serious. The dust of travel was on his dress, his hur, his 
whiskers, and slightly on that strange beard. Although he appeared 
leading the little cart, no one thoaght of classing him with the 
vulgar of any country, who perform such humble offices ; nay, 
whether from natural character, or from former rank, he impressed 
himself vaguely as a person of superiority. His cart was well 
loaded with trunks, boxes, and bales packed in sackcloth or in 
matting. 

It seemed, that the one glance he gave, after entering the street, 
assured him of the ^oint to which he walked ; for, as if content 
with it, he passed along the middle of the way, looking neither to 
the right nor to the left, nor, indeed, again lifting up his eyes. If 
he were conscious of the general attention he attracted, he was 
abo indijOTerent to it. The little inn was the last house bat one to 
the bridge, at the farther end of the street. He gained the open 
gate- way which led into its stable-yard ; halted his ass ; tamed his 
face towards the opposite houses ; fixed his regards on one — a very 
humble one — of which the closed door and shutters told that it was 
nninhabited and to be let ; and wiped his heated brow with the 
wide sleeve of his gaberdine. Then, still taking not the least 
notice of the many curious eyes bent upon him, he again put his 
hand to his ass's halter, and led it to one of the stables of the ino. 

More than one of the shopkeepers of Irish-town, after debating 
with their neighbours the probable country, rank, profession, and 
religion of the stranger, passed over to the inn to hold consultatiou 
on the same points with its shrewd and observant landlady. But 
they found her as- much surprised and as curious as they were them- 
selves. Her new guest, after seeing his little beast well disposed 
of, had summoned her servants to unload his cart, and caused them 
to convey its trunks, boxes, and packages into a private room. 
Then, placing a purse in her hands, he had retired aft^ his property, 
ordering a frugal dinner. Since that moment, neither she nor any 
one in her house had seen him. He kept his door locked, and 
objected to open it till the hour of dinner. His language was 
English, broadly marked with a foreign accent and idiom ; yet he 
made himself sufficiently intelligible. 
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ConJGCtnre contlnaed at a stand for maoj hours. At last, in 
the cool of the eyeningy the good folk of Irish-town savr the same 
man issue from the inn, dressed like one of themselves, his beard 
gone, and a decent three*cocked hat on his head, instead of the un- 
cbristian-looking pile of red linen. He crossed the little bridge, and 
passed '^ into town." Again his landlady was consulted, and her 
answers, while they gave more information than before, caused 
more surprise. At dinner he had asked of her the name and resi- 
dence of the proprietor of the house which was to be let in the 
street, and noted down both in his tablets. After his meal, he a 
second time went up to his chamber ; there cut and shaved off his 
beard, and changed his dress. When he had done dressing, he 
locked his door on the outside ; and finally left her house, as her 
ueigh hours had observed, without speaking another word. 

This unknown, and perhaps infidel and dangerous wanderer, was 
about to become, then, a citizen of Irish-tow^ ! And what were 
his means of support, and what were they to be ? Would he live 
in the house as a private gentleman, or would he open the shop 
and carry on some business ? If so, what business ? The well- 
laden cart here occurred to the thoughts of his future neighbours, 
and good-hearted and straight-minded people as we wish them to 
be believed, it will not be wondered at, if fears of rivalry, and 
(considering that the stranger mast have travelled much, and seen 
many markets) of eclipsing rivalry, too, made some of them look 
gprave. 

Perhaps the least liberal among them it was who started the com- 
forting thought, that the proprietor of the uninhabited house might 
'^ look two ways," before he consented to accept a tenant of such 
a questionable description. Different opinions were being exchanged 
on this point, when the stranger re-appeai*ed, crossing the little 
bridge, followed by the clerk of the attorney, who did legal business 
for the gentleman whom he had gone to seek. Both gained the 
house in question : at its threshold the clerk handed a key to bis 
companion, and wished him a good evening ; the new comer un- 
locked the door, and entered the premises, which had now evidently 
become his. 

In a short time he was seen standing at the door, looking up the 
street. An upholsterer and two of his apprentices came in view, 
bearing a few of the most necessary articles of household furniture. 
He beckoned to them : they passed into his house, as if to arrange 
their goods. He went over to the inn ; returned with all its spare 
hands carrying the baggage of his cait. Before night fall he had 
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secured his door, and was alone in his house, the light of a candle 
shining through the chinks of one of the windows. That was a 
memorable night in the charitable club-room of Irish-town. 

The earliest riser among his neighbours next morning, saw his 
shop open, and an ample stock of various articles handsomely dis- 
posed in its little bow window, and hanging at its door. These 
consisted of a strange medley : — woollen and linen ; cheap showy 
jewellery; tobacco and snuff ; books and pamphlets ; knives, scissors, 
needles, and such matters; ready-made shoes and boots; and 
flaunting coloured engravings, mostly of Divine or sacred subjects. 
All Irish- town were soon up and stirring ; and, one by one, bis 
competitors walked observantly by his door, or entered his new 
establishment, in a more blunt and friendly manner, to wish him 
good morrow and a welcome. They found- him sitting behind his 
counter gravely, and like a man of business, " taking stock," as 
they believed, in a large book. He received all his visitors politely, 
and if he did not return their smiles or good-humoured sayings, 
was not backward in replying to their merely complimentary 
or friendly expressions. All curious inquiries about strange articles 
in his shop he answered off-hand and satisfactorily. He was asked 
if he proposed to stay some time among his new neighbours ; and 
he said — " I hope so ; I have taken the house for seven years." 
Was he not a foreigner ? " Yes ; a native of Rome."^ And his 
name ? " Bartolini." 

When public anxiety had been pretty well allayed, the old 
householders of Irish-town began to compare opinions upon the 
stranger ; and, nothwithstanding previous prepossessions, and even 
a present certainty that he must prove a formidable rival to more 
than one long established shop in the street, no man said or felt 
that he disliked Bartolini. The sad suavity and unpretending com- 
posure of his manners were openly admired;' then, the irresistible 
conclusion that he was a friendless wanderer, who had suffered 
much, gained him pity ; and a vague sense of mystery completed 
the simple interest raised in his favour. As to his name, it wai 
judged to be, indeed, foreign enough ; so much so, that plain Irish 
tongues could scarce be expected to get round it. And after 
various laughing attempts to pronounce it as he bad done, bis 
friends, as they said, " left it to himself to go through the trigono- 
metry of it. But as he had informed them that he was a native 
of Home, this fact and his present occupation suggested a substi- 
tute appellation ; in a few days Bartolini went by the name of 
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** The Roman Merchant," and never afterwards was otherwise de- 
signated. 

The first morning of his residence in Irish- town he went out 
among his neighbours to purchase provisions /or breakfast and 
dinner, and conveyed them home with his own hands. From thi^ 
it was concluded that he meant to live quite alone without a ser* 
vant : and such, indeed, proved to be the case. Neither man nor 
woman, girl nor boy, resided, during his life, under his truly soli- 
tary roof. When the night of that morning drew on, he put up the 
shutters of his shop-window, secured them, locked his door, and 
walked forth, as if for exercise. Close by the corner of the street 
by which he had entered Irish-town, it has been passingly said, 
were steps which led up to the cathedral. These, a long flight, be 
was observed to ascend. Then he passed into the church-} ard of 
the venerable and beautiful edifice spoken of, by a small door, at 
that time always left open — through it, and out of it by another 
door at its opposite side — thence into the suburb, and the open 
country ; returned to his residence in about two hours, and went to 
rest for the night. 

His proceedings on this day are minutely mentioned, because, for 
years, ho scarce ever made any alteration in them, from sunrise to 
sunset, winter or summer. It is to be particularly observed, that a 
solitary stroll invariably closed his day of serious and unremitting 
attention to his shop. Add to which, he was often noticed in the 
cathedral church-yard, for a longer time than seemed necessary to 
pass through it into the adjacent environs of Irish-town. The only 
occasions upon which he was not found behind his counter, or met 
in the street purchasing his breakfast or dinner, or seen upon bis 
evening walk, were when he was absolutely absent, for a while, in 
Dublin or elsewhere, laying in a new stock of goods. Then the 
Homan Merchant's house remained shut up, till his return with a 
fresh pile of bales in his little ass's carti 

Soon after his settlement in Irish-town he was more than once 
invited to a neighbonr'is house : be declined the civility with his 
usual blaudness, but so firmly and gravely as to put an end to 
future solicitations. He aked no one to his house : in fact, from 
the nigbt it became his, until he was no longer master of it, it 
never was entered by any one, except by the customers, or chance 
visitors of his shop. Proposals were made to him to become a 
member of the charitable club of the parish. He readily consented, 
and sent in treble the amount of the specified subscription, but 
©ever went to the club- room. Here it may be mentioned, thattp 
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the poor of every description, to the wandering beggar at his door, 
and to distressed objects in the suburbs, he gave liberally and con- 
tinually. And thus passed his life, for years ; holding no com- 
munication with his kind, beyond what a retnm of mere passing 
good manners demanded of him ; indeed, never speaking, but whea 
spoken to ; a true hermit, though not of the desert ; a man esteemed 
and thought well of, though, from year to year, still as mncb un- 
known, and as much a mystery to his neighbours^ as he had been 
the first day of his appearance in the street. 

It was more than five years after his coming to Irish-town, that, 
one morning, the Roman Merchant's shop appeared shut at an im- 
usually late hour. People wondered, but supposed he had over- 
slept himself. Hours wore away, and still he was not seen engaged, 
as usual, in taking down his shutters. They knocked loudly at his 
door — they thundered at it ; no one stirred within. A little 
alarmed, they began to surmise that he might have gone to pur- 
chase goods befoi^e day-break ; for it was winter-time. 

To ascertain this point, some went to the cabin of an old woman 
who took care of his ass and cart. The ass and cart were under 
their shed, in her yard ; of course, he had not left the town, as bad 
been supposed, as he never did so without them. Consteraation 
as to his fate took possession of the minds of his neighbours. 

Noon came ; night was drawing on. Authorities of the borough 
caused his house to be forcibly entered. He was not in it ; he bad 
not slept in his bed the previous night, for it was undisturbed after 
having been made up. In his little back parlour a humble sup- 
per was foand laid out, a bottle of water to one hand, his single 
chair placed to the table, and the ashes of a tnrfen fire on the 
hearth. All his property seemed untouched. Everything was 
sealed up, the house again secured, and inquiries set on foot in all 
directions. 

Days elapsed, and he was not heard of. The moment and the 
circumstances, at and under which he had last been seen, now were 
carefully established. His street neighbours, the night before bis 
disappearance, had noticed him locking his shop-door, and then going 
towards ^'the long steps," upon his accustomed walk. Other in- 
dividuals had met him in the suburbs afterwards ; and one had seen 
him, at a late hour, roaming through the ehurch-yard. No further 
could he be accounted for. 

At about the end of a week, spent in vain searches and conjec- 
tures, some youths of the suburbs were amusing themselves, vault- 
ing over the tomb^stones in the church-yard of the cathedraL I^ 
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was now dark, and the winter's moon began to rise,* shining ghastily 
upon a light sheet of snow, which for some days had covered the 
gronnd. They recollected what description of place they were so 
merry in, and half serious, half in jest, began to banter each other's 
superstitions misgivings. One, stepping back in mock terror upon 
his companions, pointed to a far comer, among the stems of two 
rows of trees, and said that ' the sperit of the Roman Marchant 
was watching them !" All took to flight, in laughing confusion, 
along the naiTow pathway, pushing and justling each other. Two 
of themslipped on the snow, and fell to one side among the graves. 
Their kicking and struggling displaced a loose and carelessly- 
heaped mound, and the hand and arm of a man, gloved and clothed, 
started up between them, from the earth. They were the hand 
and arm of the Boman Merchant. The fact was established when 
by the light of lanterns and torches, a crowd, whom their cries had 
summoned, disinterred the body. 

It was fully dressed. Even the poor man's hat was found in his 
ill-made grave. Closer investigation showed that, along with the 
key of his shop, his purse had been left in his pocket, his old- 
fashioned but valuable watch in his fob, and a mourning ring, of 
value too, upon his finger. They touched something hard at his 
breast — it was the handle of a dagger, which they could not at 
first pull out ; the blade traversed the middle of his heart, and its 
point appeared at his back. The death-blow had been unerring 
and vehement, and must have killed him before he could have felt it. 

Who struck it ? That was the question of every tongue, but it 
remained unanswered. It remains unanswered to the present hour ; 
although the motives of the unknown assassins are darkly imagined 
and hinted at, whenever this true and unvarnished story is re- 
lated — and it is still related — in our Irish-town. 

The fact of finding his money, watch, and ring, untouched upon 
bis person, removed the first natural suspicion, that the Eoman 
Merchant had been set upon in a thirst of plunder. It then be- 
came ahnost evident that hatred or revenge alone could have done 
a murder, of which the object was life — poor life, only : and of 
the primitive community whom he had chosen for his last earthly 
•associates, not a heart or mind was fonnd to attribute to its neigh- 

* Since writing the above, we have returned to the scene of the story, 
and been informed that we made an important omission, as regards the 
mooutin this part of it ; for that, upon the night of the discovery of the 
body of the Koman Merchant, the planet, strange enough to say, was 
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hoar either of these baleful sentiments against the Roman Merchant. 
Althoagh he had not permitted that close and continnal intimaej 
which produces lively feelings of friendship, all had respected him 
for his demeanour, admu*ed and esteemed him for his diarities, 
and compassionated him,. as well for his hermit-life, as for the ua- 
explained misfortunes that must have influenced and shaped it. In 
what direction, then, was the deadly enemy to be sought ? Tbc 
dagger when unsheathed from his heart, suggested the first vague 
elucidation of the mystery. It was at once seen not to be of Irisb, or 
even of English, manufacture. An old military gentleman of the 
city, a native, who, after half a life of foreign service, had returned 
to repose himself among his early friends, unhesitatingly pro- 
nounced it to have been made in Spain, by a hand well known to 
him, and to others who wrought with such tods. But other evi- 
dence, much more important, though still not giving a clue to th« 
identity of the murderer, came to light. 

The Roman Merchant's little abode was again entered by com- 
petent authority. A more car«ful and minute seardi took place 
in it, after any documents likely to tell who he resdly was, and 
who might have been his early friends and connexions in a distant 
land. In the drawer of his desk was found a sealed pa^et, with 
a superscription in a foreign language, which none of the persons 
then present could translate. An old friai*, half hiding in the suburbs, 
from the enactments of the time, was summoned to their Q0un<^ ; 
he had been a Sakmianca student ; he declared the direction on die 
back of the packet, as well as the writing in the body of it, to be 
Spanish ; and he supplied the following translation : firet ^oEvinoiBg 
all, that the writing was dated only some days before, fbon th« 
residence of the murdered man. 

" To my ruthlei^s and terrible enemy :-»^ 

" You are upon my track again ! After m^e thai ^rt yean of 
quiet, gained by successfully eluding you, you are upon my track 
again I After escaiping you seven thnes, in the four qnartere of 
the globe, you have hunted me into this little nook of earth 1—1 
know it — 'l9m sure of it 1 Your blood-hound hae crossed my patln— 
the aubUe devil whom you always smt forth to eourse after «• 
through deserts aad cities, over the most tUmt places, aadhitolAie 
thickest abodes of men, to mark me, and to £x me for your blQ^* 
I have once more seen him ! This very day, though he does not 
think it — ay, beneath all his consummated disguises of f<iat«ro ^ 
of person, I knew his eye I-^his very day, among a crowd of 
humble peasants in my little shop, and at the very moment that 
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lie bargained with me for one of the paltry articles, by the sale of 
which to them I gain the only bread you have left me — 'this very 
day he and I stood face to face. And now he has gone to tell 
yon he has found me, and you will surely come for the laat tm^ ! 
Yes ! — my relentless enemy ! — ^my fate ! — my destruction cloud l"^ 
already you have cast forward your thick shadow upon me I 

" You will come for the last time, I say. Ay, for the last time ; 
because I will not try to baffle you now. Heretofore I exerted the 
utmost skill and energy of man to save your soul from future firq 
(yes — ^you will die without regretting it !) and my own life from 
your hand, becauselhad injured you — because you were ^rblood-^ 
because she prayed for you to her God in heaven, and forgave im-^ 
and because, penetrated with a Christian's sorrow for the past, it 
was my duty, as well as my heart's great yearning, to preserve my 
wretched existence from one who had well forewarned me of his 
thirst to end it. But now, if after five years' time for thought, 
you eome — after sending me out, a Cain upon the earth — after 
taking from me name and rank, fortune, friends, a cpuntry, human- 
kind — after using your power and your away to disgrace and 
beggar me—after trampling me, treading me with your heel, down, 
down into the dust — ^if now, once more, you come, let it be fwr the 
last time ! I cannot save you— it is doomed I Or, pprhaps, not- 
withstanding my uncharitable fear of the stoniness of your fierce 
heart, perhaps my life alone stands between you and the capability 
of feding forgiveness and remorse. Perhaps, when you can see 
me stretch^ stiff at your feet— ^perhaps then, mi then alone, it i» 
decreed that you may relentr^^hat out of the last of my earthly 
punishment will grow the first of your earthly repentance. Come^ 
then! 

''And yet, have I not already been pimished enough? Oh, 
very hard has been my life smce I injured you ! That you have 
sent me out to earn my bread in the sweat of my brow-i— me, pursed 
on the very knee of luxury and honour-^I count as m^hisg. gf 
much, at least, I can thank yon for. Humility, in all things, becamf 
my qoiek and full sense of my sin, and it haa been my poly mi$^» 

^' But remember I^^yourhand Ims, before now, struck sharp fteel 
into my body ; and when you thought I fdl to rise no mdre^ w^ose 
foot spumed me ? 

'^ Yet why remonstrate with you on iMa paper ?^<-**jroucanii«ver 
read the words I write, nor hear them read, till you have ahed my 
b]«Qd. And I do write them, only to hint to the Christian people 
.who ahal! find my lifeless body, someehadowy e^cplanatiop qi tiM 
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caase of my coming death. Give me no praise for sappressing 
your name, and all allnsions that might lead to a discovery of it. 
An angel, — and your child — ^your only, only child, (das I alas 1 — 
strike home when you strike next 1 — I merit it !) — she now watches 
my heart and its workings, and she can feel, if you cannot, why, 
at more than the hazard of a thousand liyes, I refrain from bringing 
to disgrace a name that I have already tarnished, through my 
treacherous love of the brightest creature that ever bore it, or any 
other. If they who shall find this paper ever publish it, then you 
may further reflect that, with a good omen of your coming, I 
called not on the arm of justice to shield me from you : but still,, 
thank me not, nor on this account alone indulge remorse. Oh, may 
the expressions of sincere sorrow and misery I now give vent to, 
move you to a more lively regret ! — and that is a cheering hope. 
You have never before allowed my voice to reach you ; you have 
stopped short my words with execrations, boisterous as a raging 
sea ; you have interrupted them by outrage on my person ; yoa 
have sent back my letters unopened ; you would have struck down 
any messenger from me. It is probable, then, that, all along, yon 
have believed me a hard-minded villain, untouched by the result of 
my own fearful crime. If so, let these, my last protestations, un- 
deceive you. I am penitent ; humbly, crawlingly penitent. Come I — 
you will not find me raise a hand, an eye, against your hand, i/oureje, 
^^ I am certain you will be minutely informed of my usual haunts 
abroad, in this little place, that so you may surprise me upon a 
secret spot. Knowing this, it is my resolve to tempt you to a haunt 
of mine, the most favourable for your purpose. Every night, hence- 
forward, till the last — my last — I will loiter in a lonely comer of 
the burial-ground of the cathedral, already, or soon to be described 
to you. For thither, I am assured, your spy must have watched 
me repair, during my accustomed evening walk. There, among 
the graves, and perhaps standing upon my own, there, in the dark, 
i will expect you. Not a cry, not a loud word, shall expose you 
to detection. Come I— could I avoid you still, I would do it — ^no 
matter what words may have escaped me ; but is there the slightest 
hope that I can ? After all that has passed, what comer of the 
wide earth is able to hide me from his glance, and your arm ?* 
And by walking out in the night, as is my wont, and in the places 
I am accustomed to — ^particularly when you know not that /know — 
how shall I be accessary to my own death? Trae, I might await 
you, trebly armed — but against whom ? ffer father I — unntter- 
abie horror is in the thought. Ay, come I — and let the last words^ 
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I shall hear on earth be even her name ! Hers — growled forth as 
you will r* 

Thns ended the docnment. Of that anticipated meeting in the 
silent chorch-yard nothing bat the result is known. The paper was 
published, and that it produced some of the effects hoped for bj 
the writer is thought by the good and Christian. For, some six 
months afterwards, a large wooden case came, directed to the 
mayor of the city, from Dublin, where it had been imported ; and 
upon opening it was found a marble urn, with a pedestal, inscribed 
to " The Roman Merchant." 
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" Well — ^it's my turn, now, sure enough, genteels, to tell my 
story ; and it will be most about bow ould Square (Squire) M^Gass 
come by the great fort'n, that he couldn't keep with as strong a 
hand as he got it — ' III got, ill gone,' ye know, neighbours/* In 
these words, one of a circle of Irish villagers, assembled round a 
winter fire, and beguiling the long holiday evening with their 
favourite amusement of story-telling, began his imposed task. The 
tale is preserved in his words, or as nearly so as possible. 

'* Every one that hears me, young and ould, knows who I mean 
by Square M^Gass, though he's dead and gone ^om among us many 
a year. Let any gorsoon or little girl that doesn't know — or, at 
laste, that has heard tell of him, but not of what a great man he 
was in his time — just step over the trassel of the door of this good 
friend's house, and look up the slant of the hill, in the moonlight. 
There is to be seen the remains of a big barrack of a place he built 
for himself, more than fifty y^ars ago, though its tall gables and 
chimblies are now tatthered and torn with the weather, and the 
bat and the scallcrow have more to say to it than Square M^Gass. 
And, when any one looks at that ould ruin, and is tould, more-be- 
token, that all the land you can see from the highest windowbole, 
at every side of it, belonged to him that built it once upon a time, 
then, certain sure, it will be guessed what a man he was. 

" Well, genteels : ' Tisn't of Square M'Gass, alone, I have to say 
^ III got, Ul gone ;' — the word fits them he got his money from, as 
well as it fits himself: but ye shall hear what ye shall hear. I had 
the story, in bits and scraps, from more than one knowledgable 
body, and from time to time. From the poor darling mother o* 
me— rest her soul in glory I — from cousins and cousin's childher 
of some of the people I'm to talk about ; and from Jude Marphy, 
the misthress of the Fighting Gocks, below in the village, and own 
granddaughter of the widow Murphy that kept the same house 
before she was bom. And, sure enough, it's into the kitchen of 
the Fighting Gocks we are to step, the first going off. 
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'* A nate, cosy kitchen it was ; kept clane and well-swept ; a foil 
barrel always in the comer, and a fire-side almost as snug as this 
one we are sitting at — everything befitting man and horse that came 
that way, sspposing them the first in the knd^-aod barring that 
the horse had his own good lodging in the warm stable, nigh at 
hand. And so, Biddy Murphy was sitting foment her man o' the 
hoose (they were newly married at that same time) by the pleasant 
fire, of a winter's evening, like this, only earlier, when she hears a 
sound she was always glad to bear — ^the noise of horses' feet, 
•topping at her door. And, whfm she hurried to the trassel, two 
decenty well dressed, mannerly men were stepping down front tbeir 
•addles. She made her cnrtshee to them, and called Mlekk) Mm*- 
phy to put up their horses ; and soon she bad them settled in the 
warmest comer, a can of good oukl shibbeen (home-brewed ale) a* 
piece, in their hands, and the fresh eggs and the nice bacon screech- 
ing in the pan for their supper. Certain sure, she said in her own 
mind, that she bad the luck to have two responsive (respectable) 
pleasant bodies in her house that night ; and, when Mickle came 
back from the stable, and made one at the fire-eide, they all chatted 
jocosely together, of one thing or another^ though nothing particu- 
lar till afther. 

'* fiiddy Murpb/s hand was on the firylngpan, to turn otit the 
eggs and bacon on the dish, when she stopt herself, and said, 
* Httsbth ! merry Christmas to me I but I hear another man and 
horse for the Fighting Cocks this blessed night I' and, sure enough, 
•he whipt to the door, laying the pan on the hearth, and stei4)ed 
back with a newHKHnor. 

" He was a sogering-man, a tbrooper, discharged from the wars, 
as it turned out to be, afther ould Shamus ran from the Bojle, but 
still in his sogei^s clothes, and carrying his k)ng sword at his filde, 
that clanked at «very step he made across the flure, in his jack- 
boots and spurs. His tongue betokened that ho came from the 
Black North, where they don't spake either English, or Irish, or 
Scotch, but a kind of a mixtrum-gatherum of their own, made up 
of the three together, that's not like any dacent Christian speech— 
much good may it do them. The way he had with him tould of 
the place he had come from, m ore- be- token ; for be was not 
sprightly nor pleasant in his looks or his words to Mi:ithress Murphy, 
nor any one about him, but as serious as a pig getting a sun-dial 
by heart, and stand offish, and apt to find fault with other people's 
discoorsC) and quite fall of himself. The greater the shame for a 
young man like him, that nigh^ at Biddy Murphy's hearth, and 
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she doing her hest to plase him ; for, young eoongh he was^ not 
aboTe thirty, and a tall broad-shouldered throoper into the bargain. 

^' When he took his stool at the fire, afther seeing his horse in 
the stable, the hearty gossip thAt had been going on there, afore he 
came to the door, was anost pat a stop to* He wonld not laugh 
at anything that the woman o' the house, or the man o' the house 
said, to cheer up the hearts of their customers, or that the two 
joeose«]ooking men, who had come in before him, said in return. 
So, by degrees, every body grew as down in the mouth as himself : 
or, if the discoorse was taken up now and then, it had no laugh in 
it, but turned on sarious things. Even the good supper that he 
had his share of, and the crviakeen lawn^ (full cup, or pitcher,) left 
at his hand, couldn't make him put on a merry face, so that the 
people round him might find heart to be jocose again ; no, nor as 
mveh as make him join in the most in-eamest talk. Only from 
time to time he said a cross word, blaming the victuals, or the 
shibbeen, or making out that his companions were d|8Coorsing like 
fods^ or not like Christian cratunes. By and by, howsomever, he 
found a little more of bis tongue, though it was the bad tongue still. 

*^ * Ye are not of our parts, genteels,' says Misthress Murphy to 
her ether two customers. 

'^ ' No ma'am,' says one of them, making answer, ' this is the 
first time we ever came into the county Louth.' 

*' ^ And ye come a good way ap the country, I'll go bail,' says 
Misthress Murphy, again. 

^^ All the way from Kerry, ma'am,' the man said to her, very 
eiyil and hearty. 

'* ^ Musba, ay, that's a good step, of a sartiunty. And, is the place 
round about here very stbrange to ye, afther laving your own place, 
90 mortial far in t^e south ?' asked Biddy over again. 

^* The two men looked hard at each other, before he that had 
spoken first said, * We have a quare answer to that question, ma'am ; 
for, though this is our first joumej into Louth, as I tould you afore, 
and though the night fell on us just afther crossing the bounds of 
the next county, only a stone's throw from your snug house, we 
think we could describe every tree and bush of- — — ' 

^' ' Bushth, Aby V says the second man, taking the w<»d out of 
Ui gossip's tnouth. 

" * Never fear, Dick,' Aby made answer, * I'm not gonig to make 
a fool of myself, or your— every tree and bush, ma'am,' he went on, 
taming to the woman o' the house, ' and every thing in the world 
.besides, of a certain spot, not very far from the spot we are talking 
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on this blessed mmnte. It's a truth, sir,' he repeated, nodding to 
the throoper, who, at his last words, raised np his ejes from the 
hearth to look at Abj. 

" ^ Well, and that's qnare, of a sartinty, as you promised it would 
be, sir,' says Biddy Murphy. * Ye got your knowledge of the spot 
ye mane, out of a book, I'm thinking ?" 

" * No, indeed, ma'am,' says he. 

^* * Then ye saw it dhrawn out and punted in a pictur, and the 
name printed undher it ?' Biddy a second time demanded of the man. 

*' ^ Nor that either, upon my word and credit, ma'am,' he replied 
to her. 

'* ' But somebody that knew it well described it to ye, stock and 
stone, afore ye came — sure that must be it,' says Misthress Mniphy 
for the last time, very curious to find out, as ye may suppose. 

^* ' No livrng tongue has ever made mention of it to us, ma'am !' 
was all that Aby answered, only he spoke in a remarkable way, 
very slow, and half undher his breath. 

" ' Blessed hour !" cries Biddy, openmg her mouth and her eyes 
at her two customers. The throoper also grumbled out something, 
and kept starmg. 

'* 'j Biddy,' says the man of the house, handing her the pipe, ^111 
guess it for you. The two genteels saw the place in a dhnune, 
whatever place it is.' 

<( ^ Hoot-toot,' grunted the throoper, shifting hims^elf on his stool, 
and turning sideways to the company, eyes and all, mighly wise 
and scomfuL 

" * The Lord save us I' cries Biddy again, while the two Kerry 
men only looked more and more serious. 

^^ ^ You may hoot us, sir,' the husband went on to the throoper ; 
* but I'll lay you a small wager I am in the right — ^and, more than 
that. 111 lay the same wager that the dhrame was about money 
being hid in the place, and that the two genteels have dhremt it 
together, over and over, and that they are come into Louth to- 
night, to see their dhrame out.' 

<* ^ All nonsense, and turf and butter-milk,' the throoper made 
answer, in words like my words, though maybe not the very same, 
for I don't pretend to spake his north bad English — ' and all come 
of the errors and superstitions of ould Papistry.' And he gave 
himself another swing round, and spoke down in his throat, and 
turned up his nose like my lady's lap-dog at cowld pee-aties. And, 
upon that, every sowl that heard him snapped at him, because they 
were all good Christians like ourselves, or had the name of it, at 
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laste. And Biddy Murphy's husband dared him to make the wager ; 
and her two customers promised to decide it, by making oath of 
the truth one way or another. And she called him names, and told 
him he ought to be ashamed of himself. And at last he consented, 
and wagered his sourd agin two gould guineas that the Keny men 
could and would not uphold what Mike Murphy had said. So, the sourd 
and the money were put on the table together, and he swore the 
men on a little Bible he took out of his pocket ; and, sure enough, 
the sourd was lost, for they made oath that every word Mike had 
spoken was gospeL 

" * Now, what's the rason you don't take it up, man o' the house ?' 
says the throoper, speaking to Mike, who cQdn't make the laste 
motion for the sourd, but only looked at it as a body would look 
at a live thing that might turn on a body, and bite. He thought 
he had a rason for keeping his hands to themselves — or, maybe, 
two rasons. Biddy used to say that, first and foremost, he didn't 
half like to meddle with it, and its gruff-looking owner to the fore, 
even supposing he had won it quite fair. But she used to say, be- 
sides, that he cotch the Kerry men winking and smiling at one 
another, in a knowing way, just when they were going to kiss the 
little Bible ; and, upon that, Mike wasn't sure of them, out and 
oat ; and, moreover, he thought the throoper saw them doing the 
same thing, and had a maning in his words and look when he 
said — * What's the rason you don't take it up, man o' the house ?' 

" * Never lay a finger on it, Mike !' cried Biddy, as soon as the 
speech was out of his month — ^ Huth, sir, facing herself about to 
the throoper, ' put your purty sourd at your own side, where it 
ought to be — ^its little use I or my good man have of such things ; 
and sure it was all out of fun we laid the wager with you, and no 
more did we want than just to show you that Mr. Murphy can 
make a sharp guess at a riddle now and then.' And Mike himself 
bid the throoper take it, saying the same words that Biddy said ; 
and so he stretched out his big long arm for it at last, with a grave 
kind of smile on his own f ace^ for the first time that evening. 

" Very well, you must not think, genteels, that Mike Murphy 
had any doubt of the guess he made*— no such thing : he believed 
finnly, and so did Biddy, that the Kerry men, Aby and Dick, as 
they called each other, had dhremt the dhrame, and came into Loath 
to dig for the money. And when I said that he did not depend 
on them, out and out, for winning the wager, it was to give ye to 
onderstand that he feared they did not kiss the book right— only 
their thumbs, maybe— that was alL Y^ well again. Mighty 
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nnasy he was to try if they would tell him whereabouts in the 
neighbourhood they expected to find the threasnre ; and so, giving 
a sign to Biddy-*-and Biddy wanted little asking-^he got her to 
thry Aby ou that head. But Aby was not entirdy the fod she 
took him for ; and ail she had for her trouble was-«* Ah, ma'am ! 
and sure that would be telling V 

'^ It was growing late, and the two men got up from the fire, as 
if going to shake themselves, and make ready for bed. The sad- 
dles of their horses lay in a comer where they had pnt them down ; 
they took them on their arms, and stood awhile together, whisper* 
ing. The throoper was neaier to them at that time than the mas- 
ther or the misthress of the Fighting Cocks : and it's said he heard 
a word or two, for all his not seeming to take notice. In a mlmite 
or so, Aby said to the other, spaking loud, ' Gome np the lofil; with 
me, Dick, till we take care of the saddles, and then we'll settle wiio 
is to go out, and have a peep first' 

^' ' It's talking of looking at the place, out of doors, they are,' 
says Biddy to Mike. And then she tould them not to be unea^ 
about the saddles, for that they would be quite safe in the kitdbei^-*- 
as safe as if they put them undher their heads, for pillows, in 
the loft where they were to sleep. But they made answer, that 
the saddles did not belong to them ; that they had borrowed them 
of a friend or two in Kerry ; that they were new, and of vidne ; 
and that they did not like, for the same rasons, to trust them tet 
of their sight. 

<( ( Of great value they must be, surely,' says the throoper, gel^ 
ting up, too, from his stooL*-^^ of great value to make you so care^ 
f ul of them ; I ought to know a good saddle from a bad one. Let 
me handle one of them ;^^with t^at he whipt Dick's saddle off 
his arm before any one eonld hinder him : and, ^ sure ^loegh,' 
says the throoper, says he, ^ this is a serviceable sort of a saddle ; 
but what makes it so heavy, I wondher V 

^^ *' Huth, that's the virtue of it,' anewered Dlok, snappuig k 
back again. And then he and Aby went np the laddlier to the 
loft, and staid there a long while, whispeciiig over agin. 

^' No one hi^d come down, when the throoper said he would wi^ 
out a bit to stbretch his long legs, afther bis hard day's ride, be- 
fore he went to bed. ^ He^s ^ppiog out to lie in isreat fo thea, 
Mike,' si^ Biddy to ^ hnsband-m^et yon step Ottt, too, aod wbe 
knows but you might have a share of what^s going. Ajid mukj • 
time she bid him thry his fertane ; b«t Mike Murphy waa « < 
v^an, and stold whepe 1^ was. . 



ILL GOT, ILL GONE. S39 

** While they were talking under their breath, Dick ran bouldly 
down the laddher, and, looking pleasantly at them, and speaking 
as if he wanted to make no great secret of anything, except the 
real spot where the money was, said, ' Now for it !' and darted 
oat of the honse. The itian and wife sat at the fire, going on with 
their gosther. Aby soon made one among them agin. In a short 
kalf'hoor's time, Dick came in, rubbing his hands, and dancing 
about, now on one leg, now on another. ' You have found the 
place ?' asked Aby. 

** * The very place, sure enough,* says Dick. * And honest 
people, we'll tell you. Lend us a spade, a crow, and a pick-axe, or 
borh)w them for us from the neighbours, and wait here till we go 
try our luck— 'twould be unmannerly for any one to follow us — 
and, according to what we may find, ye will be the better of your 
civiHty.' And no sooner said than done : Mike and Biddy got the 
things they asked for in a jifly, and out they went together, strip- 
ping ofi^ their coats and waistcoats to be ready for their work, 

^^ For the hundredth time, ay, and more, Biddy wanted Mike 
to stale easy aftlier them ; but she couldn't get him to stir. ^ Well, 
then, salvation to me, but I'll have an eye afther them myself,' says 
she ; and, putting on her cloak, she was as good as her yrord, sure 
enough, crossing the trassel, and leaving Mike alone at the fire. 

'^ The place, above all others, nigh at hand, that a body would 
dhrame of finding money in, was an ould castle, built^by the thieves 
of Danes the time they had all Ireland to themselves, before Brian 
Born the Great dhruve them all into the say, at Olont9.rf, like a 
fiock of half -starved wolves. And Biddy Murphy was not the 
woman to forget that same the moment she left her house, but 
sthraight away she bent her steps to the ould four walls. Round 
about the narrow window-holes, and the low doorway, she went 
peeping Hke a cat ; and it was easy for her to see the Kerry men 
kiside on the ground floor. But they were not digging, and did 
not seem as if they were much in earnest about going to dig — not 
at all ; but there they sat, side by side, on the big, loose stones 
that had tumbled in from the top of the castle, and the moon 
shUung strong on them through the doorway. And Biddy thought 
they were only listening, as if to liear some footstep they expected 
might come, laagbing low to one another, andlooking very 'onto 
aad knowledgaUe all tlie tame. 

^^ And at last she heard one of them si^to the other, with a 
big curse — askiog your pardon, geoteela — * The hussey 1 wen^t i^o 
stak over here to watch vg, af ti^r all ? tf the doesn't, haif our 
good plan fails.'' 
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" * She will, man alive,' the other made answer — * she's the 
woman to do it, I tell you. Her husband is a gom (ass)— hot 
Biddy has the right curiosity in her.' 

** Thank ye kindly, gossips,' says Biddy to herself, and faix'tisn't 
a bad guess ye have, no more than Mike Murphy ; and so here 
goes to give ye a notion that I am here, but not that I know that 
ye know anything about it.' For Biddy had it in her mind, in a 
minute, that they wanted her to see them rise the treasure, and be 
a witness for them that it was honestly dhramt of and come bj. 
And with that she stirred her feet among the weeds and rubbish, 
outside o' the onld place where she stood, so that they might hear 
her a little, which they did, at the same time, and then, with 
signs to each other, the two rogues of the world began to dear 
away the big stones, and to dig at last. 

'' They were but a short time at work, when Aby cried out, as 
his spade sounded like music against something. ' Here it is, by 
the piper 1' and down they threw their spades, and began to dear 
round the treasure with their pickaxes, and, one by one, they drew 
out of the earth a great many little tin cannisthers like. ^ Goold 
in them all 1 goold in eveiy one o' them ! and the whole lot full to 
the brim !' they said, dancing like wild men, the same that Did 
had done in the Fighting Cocks, according as they examined the 
little cannisthers one afther another — ' Goold enough to make rich 
men and gentlemen of us, for ever and a day !' They went on, 
' Goold enough to buy a nate bit of land out of onld IreUnd's 
ground !** 

" * Yes,' said some one else that Biddy did not see at first— 
' Yes, but not for ye !' — and behold, ye genteels, with that the big 
throoper came jumping down upon them, from a hiding-hole in the 
ould wall of the room, or whatever we are to call it, and his sword 
in his hand, and his cross face, now looking terrible entirely. Down 
he jumped, and rattled, jackboots, spurs and all, among the loose 
stones ; and the first thing he made bould to do was to split poor 
Aby's skull to the chin, before any one could say, — * Don't, sir, 
and I'll be obliged to you.' 

'^ Biddy was goin' to screech murder, as loud as she could, when 
something flew, whistling, — for all the world as if one of the good 
people (fairies) did it — ^by her ear, and stopt her breath ; and to 
tell the truth, she was more and more frightened at the noise of a 
gUQ or pistol going ofi^, entu*ely at the same time : for it came into 
her mind that it was the bullet she heard so close by her ear, and 
that she had what might be called a great escape, fi>r the i 
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rason. And the second Kerry man fired the shot, sure enough, at 
the throoper, thinking to have revenge for his gossip's death ; only 
he missed his mark, somehow. — And he dhrew another pistol from 
his bosom, and presented it, when the throoper knocked it out of 
bis hand, and then they dosed and had a brave wrastling mateh. 
" Biddy now found her voice, and piMalooed, and clapt ber hands, 
and danced on her heels, at the narrow window-hole, enough to 
bring down the remains of t%e <»uld castle on all their heads, though 
she had not the thought, aor maybe the strength, to do a better 
thing by far, that is, run home to Mike Murphy. 

" ' Hould your tongue, woman!' cries the throoper to her, roaring 
all the time that he was shaking the Keriy man, like a dog worrying 
a rat — ' hould your foolish bastely tongue, and come in here to us ! 
I am glad you came in time to bear witness.' 

" * Musha, and Vm in great request with you one after another, 
for bearing witness,' says Biddy; ' and what good can I do you, 
misther throoper, by giving a true account of what I have seen?' 
** ' Come in, and you shall learn,' he grumbled, and in speaking 
these words he got the Kerry man on his face, and was strapping 
his arms behind him. 

" * Come in ?' asked Biddy — * come in to you, to be murdered, 
as you are afther doing to one of my honest civil customers^ and 
are going to do wid the other ?' 

'"Fool of a woman !* roars the throoper, madder than ever — 
* you do not know what you say ; — but I care little, so you listen 
to me, and heed me. The man I have cut down with uay sword 
was a great highway robber, and so is the man who lies bound at 
my feet. For many years they have pursued their bad calling in 
the south ; nor are their hands clane of the blood of some of the 
people they plundered. They had gained a power of riches hj 
their evil deeds, and thought to leave Ireland with it, and live like 
grandees in a foreign counthry. But the government, and the 
great gentlemen of the south, hearing of their plan, sent descriptions 
of them, printed, all over Ireland, and to every port where they 
could take shipping, in particnkr; so that after many attempts, 
they gave up their notion of going abroad, and laid another plan to 
enjoy their riches at home. And it was this last plan that sent them 
into Louth, a good distance from every place where they were well- 
known, and set them upon inventing their story of the dbrame, at 
your fire-side.' 

" ' Blessed hour, sir !' says Biddy, speaking in through the split 
in the ould wall — * but how d d you come to know all this ? and did 

B 
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not they fiud the threasure nigh to the spot you are standing on, at 
any rate ?* 

'* ' He that hides can find/ the throoper made answer. ' Before 
they left your home together, for this place, one of them came here 
alone, and put the goold into the ground, aod haped stones over it. 
I saw him at the work. Ay, and I suspected his intent before he 
quitted your roof.* 

'* ' You did, sir, did you ?' asked Biddy again. 

" ' I did ; and from the moment that I took his saddle in my 
hand, too, for it was almost as heavy as so much lead, by rason of 
the goold that was hid iu it. Ask me any other question you like/ 
he went on spaking in a very slow, determined voice — ' any other 
questions ; but be quick, my business mnst be finished.' 

" « Why, then, it's only what I asked you before, sir,' says Biddy. 

" * That is,' says he, taking the word from her, * how have I 
come to know all the rest I have told you : you shall learn. 
Afcher the man, who now lies dead, had concealed the goold, he 
uent back for his comrade, and I remained where I was till they 
came side by side, carrying their spades, and ether things. Hei-e 
tliey sat down to wait for you ; and from their discoorse together, 
1 larned who and what they were ; and the hopes they had that, 
ui)held by your evidence, the fable of their having fonnd the 
money, by virtue of a dhrame, might pass current io your super- 
sti^hoQS neighbourhood. I also recollected a description of them, 
which I had often read in the printed hue and cry raised afther 
ihem, and not a doubt was left on my mind. Then my part was 
soon taken. You have seen me go half through with it. Having 
to face two bould men, both well armed, of course, I knew that it 
behoved me to rid myself of one of them at the first blow.' 

" And so you did, sir, to a sartainty — but who does the threa- 
sure come to T says Biddy. 

" ' To me ! — fool, I call you agin, for asking !* — cries the 
throoper. ' Do you think a single man will dare what I have 
dared for nothing ? Larn that the proclamation made for taking 
these men gives all the money found in their hands to the person 
who does its bidding on them, dead or alive, ay, and a good re- 
ward besides. And so you may tell whom you like, that you have 
seen me gather up my own / and saying these words, he stooped 
down, sore enough, and put the little cannisthers into his pockets, 
one afther another, as many as twenty of them. ^ You are looking 
at me, too,' he says agin, turning his eyes on the sham Kern- 
man, who, to tell the truth, was watching him mighty close ; — 
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* bat ' III got, ill gone,' you know, comrade. And come, now, 
stand on joar legs, and walk with me down to the village, till we 
can see about sending yon to be well looked afther ; help me, wo- 
man, to lift him.' 

'* Biddy, none afeard, did as he bid her ; her mind not at all 
asy on the head of which of them was the real robber, and which 
not. But the throoper's story turned out to be true enough . 
The man he had bound was sent to jail, put on his tbrial, and 
hanged, upon the oaths of many who knew him well, and there 
was no law to take a single goold piece from the throoper ; but, as 
he tould Biddy it would happen, he got more and more riches and 
the greatest of praise, and who but he from that day out. And, 
now, genteels, ye'il be guessing the throoper's name, afore I tell it 
to ye ; and, sure enough it was M*Cass; the very M'Cass that 
bought all the land in these parts, and was the great Square M^Cass 
among us. And ' 111 got, ill gone,' was his word to the bould 
highwayman ; but men and women are now living that can say 
the same word of himself ; for, afther the first spm*t of his good 
luck, nothing went right with him ; he soon became a struggling 
man, canting (selling), and dhriving, early and late, to make both 
ends meet for the keeping up of his big house, and his hounds, and 
hb horses, and his ladies. Ay, and a sorowf ul man he was, too ; 
without wife or child, kith or kin, true friend or kind neighbour ; 
and so be spent his life, and so he died ; in poverty he was put 
into the ground, without any Christian show of a funeral, without a 
tongue to kemth (wail) him, or a hand to fix a stone at his head. 
And people have it, that the night he departed. Square M'Oass 
talked as if the man he cut down in the ould castle was sitting by 
his bed-side ; and that the last saying heard from his lips was his 
own saying of ould — ''111 got, ill gone — III got, ill gone' — repeated 
over, and over, till he was stifl*." 
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THE CHUECH-YARD WATCH. 



THE CHURCH-YAED WATCH. 



The dead are watched lest the living should prey on them. A 
straoge alliance of the living with Death I — that his kingdom and 
sovereignty may remain untrenched upon. In different parts of 
En^^land we have seen watch-honses, almost entirely composed of 
glass, built in lonesome church-yards, of which generally the 
parish sexton, and perhaps his dog, are the appointed nightly 
tenants ; with liberty, ceded or taken, to leave their dull lamp in 
the watch-box, and roam, here and there, at their pleasure, 
among the graves, until day-light* What stem necessities man 
forces upon man I There can scarce be a more comfortless lot, oi-, 
making allowance for the almost in -born shudderings of the human 
heart, a more appalling one, than that of the poor grave scooper 
or belKpulIer who is thus doomed to spend his night, summer and 
winter. Habit, indeed, may eventually blunt the first keenness 
of his aversion, if not terror: he may serve a due apprenticeship 
to horrors, and learn his trade. After a thousand secret and un- 
owned struggles to seem brave and indifferent, he may at last 
grow callously courageous. His flesh may cease to creep as he 
strides on, in his accustomed round, over the abodes of the silent 
and mouldering, and hears his own dull footstep echoed through 
the frequent dreary hollowness beneath. But what has he gained 
now, beyond the facility of earning his wretched crust for himself 
and his crying infants I We have seen and spoken with one who 
seemed to have lost, in the struggle with conquered nature's espe- 
cial antipathy, most of the other sympathies of his kind. He had a 
heavy, ox-like expression of face ; he would scarce speak to his 
neighbours when they passed him at his door, or in the village 
street ; his own children feared or disliked him, and did not smile 
nor whisper in his presence. We have watched him into the 
chnrch-yard, at his usual hour, after night-fall : when he began to 
stalk abont there, he appeared to be in closer fellowship with the 
dead he watched, than with the fair existence which he scarce 
more than nominally shared. It was said, indeed, that, upon his 
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initiation, at a leader age and under peculiar circumstances, into 
his profession of church-yard watchman, temporary delirium had 
prepared him foi* its regular and steady pursuit ever since. That, 
although he showed no symptoms of distinct insanity, when ho 
knew him, the early visitation had left a gloom on his mind, and a 
thick, nerveless insensibility in his heart, which at forty-five, formed 
his character. In fact, we learned a good deal about him, for every 
one talked of him — and, as has been hinted, much of that good deal 
from himself, to say nothing of his wife, in his absence. If he dxl 
not deliberately invent fables of his past trials, for the purpos* of 
gratifying a little mockery of our undisguised interest, as mad as 
the maddest bedlamite he must have been upon the occasion alluded 
to. Nay, to recount, with a grave face (as he did) the particulars 
of the delusions of his time of delirium, did not argue him a vary 
sound-minded man at the moment he gave us his confidence. We 
are about to tell his story at length, in our own way, however : 
that is, we shall try to model into our own language what his 
neighbours, his spouse, and his own slow-moving and heavy lips 
have, from time to time, supplied us with. 

He was the only child of an affectionate find gentle-mannered 
father, who died when he was little more than a boy, leaving Vun 
sickly and pining. His mother wept a month, mourned, tliree 
months more — and was no longer a widow. Her second hus- 
band proved a surly fellow, who married her little fortune rather 
than herself, as the means of keeping his quart-pot filled, almost 
from morning to night, at the village Tap, where he pla) cd good- 
fellow and politician to the expressed admiration of all his comr 
panions. He had long been the parbh sexton, and took up his post 
night after night, in the church-yard. Little fear had he of what 
he might see there. He had out-grown his fears ; — or, if ke thought 
or felt of the matter, the lonely debauch which he was known to 
make in that strange banquet-place, served to drug him into obli-- 
vioQsness. He deemed his duty — or he said and swore he* did — 
only a tiresome and slavish one, and hated it just as he hated daily 
labour. And — as he declared and harangued at the Tap — he had 
long ago forsworn it, only that it paid him well. But now that his 
marriage made his circumstances easier, he was determined to 
drink alone in the church-jard no longer. He fed an idle, useless 
lad at home, who with his dog — as idle as he — roamed and loitered 
about, here and there, and had never yet done a single thing to earn 
his bread. But it was full time that both were taught the bless- 
ings of industry ; and he would teach thtm. Why should not Will 
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take his place in the watchbox, and so keep the shillings in the 
family ? His friends praised his views, one and all, and he grew 
thrice resolved. 

Ketorned the next morning from bis nocturnal charge, he reeled 
to bed in solemn, dranken determination. He arose, towards 
evening, only half reclaimed by sleep to ordinary sense, and set 
about his work of reformation. He ate his meal in silence, turned 
from the table to the fire without a word, looked at the blaze, 
grimly contemplative. " Where is that truant now ?*' he asked 
suddenly of his wife. " Down by the marehes with his eur, I 
suppose ; or gone a-nutting, or lying stretched in the sun, the two 
idlers together. What ! — and must I work and work, and strive 
and strive — I, I, for ever — and will he never lend me a hand ? Go 
where he likes, do what he likes, and laugh and fattenon my labour?" 

*' Master Hunks," said the wife, " Will is sickly, and won't fat- 
ten on either your labour or mine — ^not to talk of his own. You 
know 'tis a puny lad, and wants some favour yet a while. With 
God's help, and ours, he may be stronger soon." 

Will and his dog here came in. From what followed, this even- 
ing, it will be seen, that the ill-fated lad promised, in early youth, 
to be of an open, kindly, intelligent character, very different indeed 
from that^in which we found him husked up, at five- and -forty. 

He saluted his step-father, and sat down quietly near the fire. 
His poor dumb companion — ^friend of his boyhood, and his father's 
j^ift — coiled himself up before the blaze, and prepared so surrender 
his senses to happy sleep, interspersed with dreams of all the 
sports he had enjoyed with his master that day. Hunks, his eye 
glancing from one object of dislike to the other, kicked the harm- 
less brute, who jumped up, yelping in pain and bitter lamentation, 
and ran for shelter under Will's chair. Will's pale cheek broke 
out into colour, his weak eye sparkled. " Why is my poor dog 
beaten ?" he cried shrilly. 

" The lazy cur !" said Hunks — " he was in my way, and only 
got paid for idleness." 

*' 'Twas ill done," resumed Will — " he was my father's dog, and 
my father gave him to me. If my father were alive and well, he 
would not hurt him, nor see him hurt 1" — Tears interrupted his 
sudden fit of spirit. 

*' Car, as much as he is !" retorted Hunks — " do you put upon 
me, here at my own fire-side ? You are the idler — ^you — and he 
only learns of jou — and I hadn't ought to have served him out, 
and you so near me." 
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" It has been God's will," said the boy, " to keep my streDgth 
from me." 

" Be silent and hear me I" roared Hunks — " this is your life, I 
say — playing truant for ever. And what is mine, and your own 
good mother's here ?" 

" Master Hunks,'* pleaded the wife — " God knows I don't 
grudge nothing I can do for ray poor Will's sake." 

" And you — not a word from you either, Missis !" grunted 
Hunks — " I am put upon by one and t'other of you — ^ye sleep in 
comfort every night, and leave me to go a -watching, out o' door?, 
there, in all weathers. But stop a bit, my man, it shan't be this 
way much longer. I'll have my natural rest in my bed, some time 
or other, and soon. And you must earn it for me." 

" How, father ? how can I earn it ?" asked Will — " I would if 
I could — but how ? I hav'n't learnt no trade, and you know as 
well as any one knows it, I am not able to work in the fields or 
on the roads, or get my living any one way." 

" Then you can sit still and watch — that's light work," mut- 
tered Hunks. 

" Watch !" cried mother and son together — " watch what ? and 
where ? or whom ?" 

" The dead folk in the church-yard." 

" Heaven defend me from it !" cried poor Will, clasping his 
hands and falling back in his chair. 

'* Ay, and this very night," continued the despot. '* This very 
night you shall mount guard in my place, and I shall have my law- 
ful sleep, what the whole parish cries shame on me for not having 
months ago." 

" Master Hunks, 'twill kill the boy !" cried the mother, in agony. 

" Missis— don't you go for to cross me so often !" — remonstrated 
her husband, with a fixed look, which, short as they had been one 
flesh, she had reason to understand and shrink at. " Come, my 
man, stir yourself. 'Tis time you were at the gate ; the church 
clock has struck ; they will expect us" He interrupted himself ia 
a great rage, and with a great oath. " But here I keep talking, 
and the cur never minds a word I say ! — Come along 1" 

*' Don't lay hands on him !" screamed the mother as he strode 
towards the boy. " What I have often told you, has come to pass, 
Master Hunks — you have killed him 1" 

Hunks scoffed at the notion, although, indeed. Will's hands had 
fallen helplessly at his side, and his chin rested on his breast, while 
bis eyes were closed, and his lips apart. But be bad only become 
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inFensible from terror acting on a weak fraine. Sighs and groans 
soon gave notice of returning animation. His mother earnestly b* • 
sought their tyrant to go on his night's duty, and, at least till the 
following night, leave her son to her care. Half in fear of having 
to answer for a murder, incredulously as he affected to speak, 
Hanks turned out of the house, growling and threatening. 

" Is he gone ?" asked Will, when he regained his senses—-" gone 
not to .come back ?" Haviog heard his mother's gentle assur- 
ances, he let his head fall on her shoulder^ weeping, while he con« 
tinned : — 

" Mother, mother, I could not bear it for an hour ! The dread 
I am in of it was born with me ! When I was a child of four 
years I had dreams of it, and I remember them to this day ; they 
used to come in such crowds round my cradle ! As I grew up, you 
saw and you know my weakness. I could never sit still in the 
dark, nor even in the daylight out of doors in lonesome places. Now 
in my youth — a lad-^almost a man — I am ashamed to speak of 
my inward troubles. . Mother, you do not know me — I do not 
know myself ! I walk ont sometimes down by the river, and, lis- 
tening to the noise of the water over the rocks, where it is shallow, 
and to the nistling of the trees as they nod in the twilight, voices 
and shrieks come round me. Sometimes they break in my ears^ 
and I have turned to see what thing it was that spoke, and thought 
some grey tree at my side had only just changed and become mo- 
tionless, and seemed as if, a moment before, it had been something 
else, and had a tongue, and said the words that frightened me ! — 
" Oh, it was but yesterday evening I ran home from the banks of 
the river, and felt no heart within me till I had come in here to the 
fire-side, and seen you moving near me^! 

" You know the lone house all in ruins upon the hiU^I fear it, 
mother, more than my tongue can tell you I I have been taken 
through it, in my dreams, in terrible company, and here I could 
describe to you its bleak apartments, one by one— -in vaults, pitch 
dark, and half-filled with stones and rubbish, and choked up with 
weeds, its winding, creeping staircases, and its flapping windows — 
I know them all, though my feet never yet crossed its threshold ! 
Xever, mother — though I have gone near it, to enter it, and see if 
what I had dreamt of it was true — and I went in the first light of 
the morning ; but when close by the old door- way, the rustle of 
the shrubs and weeds startled me, and I thought — but sure that was 
fancy — that some one called me in by name. Then I turned and 
raced down the hill, never looking back till I came to the madow- 
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ground where cows and sheep are always grazing, and heard the 
4ogs barking in the town, and voices of the children at play !" 

" Will, my king," said his mother, soothingly, " this is all mere 
childishness at your years. God is above us and around us ; and 
even if evil and strange things are allowed to be on earth, he will 
shield us from all harm. Arouse up like a man ! for, indeed, your 
time of boyhood is passing — ^nay, it has passed with other lads not 
much older. Only you have been poorly and weakly from your 
cradle. Will. Come, go to sleep ; and before you lie down, pray 
for better health and strength to-morrow." 

" To-morrow !" he repeated—" and did my step-father say any- 
thing of to-morrow ?" 

His mother answered him evasively, and he resumed, — " Ob, 
how I fear to-morrow ! — oh, mother, you have loved me, and you 
do love me — for my weakness, my ill-health, and my dutifulness. 
' And you loved my father. Oh ! for his sake as well as mine, mo- 
ther keep me from what I am threatened with. Keep me from it, if 
you would keep me alive another day 1" 

After spending a miserable night, he stole out of the house next 
morning, and wandered about the private walks adjacent to the 
town, until he thought his father might have arisen and taken his 
usual walk to the Tap. But as the lad was about to re-enter the 
house, Hunks met him at the threshold. Will shrank back ; to 
his surprise and comfort, however, his fears now seemed ill-founded. 
The man bade him good morrow in as cheerful and kind a tone as 
ho could command, shook his hand, tapped him on the head, and 
left the house. Delighted, though still agitated. Will songht his 
mother within doors, told her his good omens, and spent a happy 
day. At dinner, too, notwithstanding Hunks' presence, the mo- 
ther and son enjoyed themselves, so amiable had the despot become, 
at least in appearance. 

When their meal was over, Hunks, as if to attain the utmost 
civility, invited Will to go out with him for a walk by the river — 
" and let's have Barker (Will's dog) for company," continued 
Hunks. " He may show us sport with a rat, or such like, Will." 

Accordingly the three strolled out together. Will leading the 
way by many a well-known sedge or tuft of bushes, or undermined 
bank, the resorts of the water-rat, and sometimes of the outlaw 
otter ; and Barker upheld his character, by starting, hunting down, 
and killing one of the first-mentioned animals. As twilight came 
on, they turned their faces towards the little town. They entered 
it. Its hum of life was now hushed ; its streets silent, and ahoaosfc 
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deserted ; its doors and windows barred and bolted, and the sounds 
of the rushing river and the thumping mill were the only ones 
which filled the air. The clock pealed ten as they continued their 
way. Hunks had grown suddenly silent and reserved. They passed 
the old Gothic church, and now were passing the gate which led 
into its burial-ground. Hunks stopped short. His grey, cruel eye 
fell on the lad — " Will," he said, " I be thinking weVe walked 
enough for this time." 

"Enough, indeed — thank you for -your company — and good 
night, father," answered Will, trying to smile, though he began to 
tremble. 

" Good night, then, my man — and here be your watch-light" — 
and Hunks ^ew a dark lantern from his huge poc)cet. 

" Nay, I want no light home," said Will ; ** 1 know the way so 
well. 'Tis not very dark ; and yon know you can't do without it 
on your post." 

" My post !" Hunks laughed villanously — " your post you mean. 
Will, Take it ; I be thinking I shall sleep sound to- night without 
a dead-light — as if I were a corpse to need it. Come along." 

** You cannot have the heart to ask me !" cried Will, stepping 
back. 

*' Pho, my man" — Hunks clutched him by the shoulder with one 
hand, with the other unlocked the gate and flung it open — " In with 
you ] You'll like it so in a few nights, you'll wish no better post. 
The dead chaps be civil enough ; only treat them well, and let them 
walk awhile, and they make very good company." He dragged 
Will closer to the gate. 

*' Have mercy " shrieked the wretched lad, trying to kneel, " or 
kill me first, father, to make me company for them, if that will 
please you." 

^' Get in I" roared the savage — "get in ! — Ay, hollo out, and 
twist about, so, and I'll pitch your shivering carcass half-way across 
the church-yard 1" He foi:ced him in from the gate. Stop a bit, 
now — there be your lantern." — He set it down on a tombstone — 
** Good night — ^yonder's your box — just another word — don't you 
he caught strolUng too near the murderer's comer, over there, or 
you may trip and fall among the things that turn and twine on the 
^ound, like roots of trees, to guard him." 

TVith a new and piercing shriek, Will clung close to his tor- 
mentor. Hunks, partially carrying into effect a threat he had ut- 
tered, tore the lad's hands away, tossed him to some distance, 
strode out at the gate, locked it, and Will was alone with horror. 
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At first an anguish of fear kept him stnpified and stationary. 
He had fallen on a freshly piled grare, to which mechanically hts 
fingers clung and his face joined, in avoidance of the scene around. 
But he soon recollected what clay it was he clung to, and at the 
thoaght, he started up, and glanced shrinkingly about him. High 
walls quite surrounded the church-yard, as if to part him from the 
habitable world. His lamp was burning upon the tombstone where 
Hunks had placed it — one dim red spot amid the thick darkncsr. 
The church clock tolled eleven. It ceased ; his ears ached in iho 
resumed silence : he listened and stared about him for what he 
feared. Whispers seemed to arise near him ; he ran for his lamp, 
snatched it up, and instinctively hurried to the watch-box. How 
he wished it made of solid rock 1 — for it was chiefly framed of 
glass, useless as the common air to his teiTors ! He shut his eyes, 
and pressed his palms upon them — vain subterfuge ! The fevered 
spirit within brought before his mind^s vision worse things than the 
church-yard could yawn up, were all that superstition has fancied of 
ic true. He looked out from his watch-box in refuge from himself. 

That evening a half-moon had risen early, and, at this mo- 
ment, was sinking in gathering clouds behind distant bills. As 
he vaguely noticed the circumstance, he felt more and more deso- 
late. Simultaneously with the disappearance of the planet, the 
near clock began again to strike — he knew not what hour ! Each 
stroke smote his ear as if it would crack the nerve ; at the last 
sound he shrieked out, delirious! He had a pause from agony, 
then a straggle for departing reason, and then he was at rest. 

At day-break his step-father found him asleep. He led him home. 
Will sat down to breakfast, smiling, but did not speak a word. 
Often, during the day, his feverish eye turned to the west ; why, 
his mother could not tell, until, as the evening made up her couch 
of clouds there, drawing around her the twilight for drapery, he 
left the house with an unusually vigorous step, and stood at the 
gate of the church-yard. Again he took up his post. Again the 
hour of twelve pealed from the old church, but now he did not 
fear it. When it had fully . sounded, he clapped his hands, 
lauorhed, and shouted. 

The whispers he had heard the previous night — ^small, cautious 
whispers — came round him again; first from a dvstance, then 
nearer and nearer. At last he shaped them into words. ^^ Let 
us walk," they said ; " though he watches us, he fears us." He! 
'twas strange to hear the dim dead speak to a living man, of him- 
self ! The boy laughed at the fancy, and replied to them : — 
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" Ay, come! appear! I give leave for it. Ye are about in 
crowds, I know, not yet daring to take up your old bodies till / 
please. But up with them ! Graves, split on, and yield me my 
subjects ! Am I not King of the church-yard ? Obey me ! ay, 
now your mouths gape — and what a yawning ! Are ye musical, 
too ? — a jubilee of groans ! Out with it, in the name of Death ! 
Blast it about like giants carousing ! 

" Well blown ! Now a thousand heads pop up at once — their 
eyes fixed on mine, as if to ask my further leave for a resurrec- 
tion. They know I am good-humoured now, and grow upward, 
accordingly, like a grove of bare trees that have no sap in them. 
And now they move — passing along in rows, like trees that glide • 
by one on a bank, while one sails memly down the river. Yet 
all is still ! See others stand bolt upright against their own head- 
stones to contemplate. I wonder what they think of ! Move ! 
move! young, old, boys, men, pale girls, and palsied grand- 
mothers — my church-yard can never hold 'em ! Yet, how they 
pass each other from comer to comer ! I think they make way 
through one anothei-'s bodies, as they do in the grave. They'll 
dance anon. Minuets, at least. Why, they begin already ! And 
what partners ! That tall, handsome young officer takes out our 
village witch-of-the-wield — she that died at Christmas. Our last 
rector smirks to a girl of fifteen — ha ! ha ! Yon tattered little 
fellow is a radical, making a leg to the old duchess ! Music ! 
music ! Go, some of you that look on there, and toll the dead- 
bell ! Well done ! they tie the murderer to the bell-rope by the 
neck (though he was hanged before), and the bell swings out mer- 
lily ! But what face i» here ?" 

It was the vision of a child's face, which he caught staring at 
him through *the glass of his watch-box — the face of an only 
brother who had died young. The wretch's laughter changed 
into tears and low wailings. By the time that his mother came 
to seek him, just at day-break, he was, however, again laughing ; 
but in such a state as to frighten mirth from her heart and lips 
till the day she died. As has been said, symptoms of positive 
insanity did not long continue to appear in his words or actions ; 
yet, when he recovered, there was still a change in him — a dark 
und dbagreeabie change, under the inveterate confirmation of 
which, the curious student of human nature may, at this moment, 
obienre him in his native village. 

THE END OF THE CHURCH- YARD WATCH. 
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At a Tery early hour of a July moming^ an admirer of the picr 
taresqne stood alone npon the top of a bill, on a spot best calcu- 
lated to give him a bird's-eye view of the town in which he was 
a temporary resident, together with its adjacent scenery. The 
prospect he commanded was indeed most pleasing, notwithstanding 
that some blotches occasionally offended the eje, and produced 
disagreeable associations in the mind. 

The extensive '^hannt of men/' containing twenty thonsand 
sonls, peeped out, here and there, abont a mile distant, throngh 
groves, gardens, and orchards, mixed up with its oat-skirts, and 
throngh more rural foliage between him and them. The river that 
ran under its bridges from' a remote hilUsource, widened as it ap- 
proached the stranger; uplands sloped from behind it ; all around 
to a great distance the country was spotted with villas and man- 
sions, and relieved with masses of trees, rich and abundant for an 
Irish landscape, though somewhat meagre if compared with a pa- 
rallel scene in woody England. Beyond them, from twenty to forty 
miles off, towered blue mountains — shapeless, excepting in the 
general outline ; blank, pale ; the mere spectres of what, in reality, 
Siey were. Upon their peidcs alone the rising sun had begun to 
shine, whilst all the rest of the picture remained untouched by his 
beams, though visible in their promise ; — not vague in twilight, 
but distinct and fresh, however cooL A white mist curled up at 
different points of the wide-spread slopes, the river grey and dim, 
showing only black wrinkles where at noon-tide it used to sport its 
dimples, and interweave its maze of little lines of light. 

llie dark spots of this fair view remain now to be noticed. Part 
of the suburbs of the town consisted of dingy ruins : cabins, and 
small-fann houses beyond them appeared half-burned. No cattle 
grazed or sauntered, or reclined in their trampled pasturages — few, 
indeed, could be seen over the whole landscape. In other fields, 
hay had rotted, and wheat and barley were going to decay for want 
of the sickle. Many mills upon the brink of the river, or of its tr|» 
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bntary streamlets, showed signs of recent and present idleness ; 
before one of them, which the stranger knew had lately been con- 
verted into a temporary barrack, a sentinel was pacing. These and 
other things indicated that ciril irar, not yet quite subdued, had 
recently visited, in its bitter wrath, one of the fairest distHcts of his 
country. In fact, it was the end of July, 1 798. 

" But the storm is about to pass away," said he, " never again, 
I hope, to gather on our hills and desolate our plains. A few weeks 
more, and in this town and county, at least, we shall be amenable to 
our own civil magistrates, and not to the arbitrary administrators of 
martial law. A few days more, and our sisters, wives, and dft]igfa-i> 
ters, need not tremble through the livelong night, cowering together 
like wood-pigeons from the hawk. A few days m&t^ and you, my 
Bessie, now dreaming of me, I hope, in yonder gtrrisoned town, 
may be permitted to accept of my protecti<^." 

Indulging the last feeling, he employed liimself, lof^r^ke, in 
trying to make out, among the different groups of bouses that broke 
through the foliage In and beyond the town, l^e identical roof under 
which he imagined his fair dreamer to slumber, when he heard 
thrill cries from a bye-road that skirted the ^11 upon which he 
stood, although its convex sweep was so i^bmpt as to bide that road 
from his view. Suddenly the cries were hushed — 'then came « 
clashing of weapons, from the same quarter. I^ifferent to the 
danger of interfering, in such times, in an unknown quarrel, he haa- 
tened to the road, not, indeed, by plunging directly downward from 
the spot on which he had been standing, which was knpracticable, 
but by running along the hiirs ridge towards the town until h% 
gained a path which, winding obliquely over its bosom, would 
tardily usher him upon the road, at a point considerably above the 
spot he was so anxious to gain. 

Before he had got half way down, the clashing ceased, as the ma 
had previously done. He stopped to listen in the boreen ;— 'horse- 
men approached him, yet hidden by a turn of the road. Prndenoe 
now qualified his first chivalrous ardour, and he secreted himself 
behind a fence. Presently, two Hessians, belonging to a rtgiment 
quartered in the town, eame slowly up to his hiding-place. They 
yrere conversing in their own language, with which he w«a ac- 
quainted ; and their first words strongly raterested him. They came 
close — he held his breath to catch every syllable they nttmd, and 
just as they passed, he ventured, for a reason drawn from their die- 
course, to glance observantly, though cautiously, at them. He be- 
came satisfied, bo far ;— the face of one l^ed profosel^y ; the n(^ 



THE LAST OP THE STORM. 261 

arm of the other was bomnd up, and bung disabled at his side. Soon 
after clearing his ambush, the Hessians trotted brisklj towards the 
town. He jumped over the fence, and, greatlj excited, ran along 
the road in the direction thej had come. He arriyed at a stile, 
leading into a pasture-field, which belonged, as he was aware, to a 
farm-house, distant some fields more f]?om it, and skirting a little 
retired hamlet^almost the onlj one in the immediate district still 
free from the risitations of civil war. The mark of horses' hoofs 
on the dttst near the fence, recently impressed, made him pause at 
this spot. He vaulted over the stile, and remarked, even during his 
quick transit, that it was bloody. At' the end of a path running 
from it, he saw two cows standing together holduig down their 
heads ; a pail, overturned, was near them ; and beyond thjem 
were some men and women, with eyes bent upon the ground. A 
few boun(k brought him into the midst of the group, and he now 
saw what he had expected — the poor owner of the pail lying sense- 
leas, if not dead, on the grass; her head bruised, and a severe 
wound in her neck. 

He called on the bystanders for an explanation— one and all, 
they professed complete ignorance of the accident. They had only 
hea^ screams at some distance ; and when, after waiting for each 
other to advance in a body, they arrived on the spot, they saw no 
one — nothing, in short, but the poor girl lying there> her pail upset, 
her milk spilled, and the two cows standing over her ; and ''' she 
could not yet spake for herself, if it was the Lord's will that she 
was ever to spake agin at all ;" but one of the women surmised 
that " Brown Beck, the young cow wi' the sharp horns, that now 
an' then was a giddy, cross-grained cow, might have done the mis- 
chief, for as sorry as she now looked on the head of it." 

The cateehist did not regret the ignorance of the peasants, and 
with praiseworthy caution, resolved not to make them wiser on the 
subject. He only assisted in conveying the wounded milk-maid to 
the farm-house, having first dispatched a messenger for a surgeon. 
The girl moaned when they stirred her, but gave no sign of con- 
sciousness. Her new friend saw ber laid on a bed, and taking the 
dame of the house aside, soon convinced the good woman's under- 
standing that, till the arrival of a surgeon, she alone ought to sit 
by the sufferer's couch, and hear her explanation ; if, indeed, she 
should be able to give one by that time. The next instant he was 
on the road to the town. 

In the suburbs he met the surgeon proceeding to visit his pa- 
tient. It was most advisable to make a confidant of this gentle- 
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man, also ; accordinglj, onr young acquaintance stopped him, re- 
peated mnoh of what he had said to the farmer's wife, obtained 
the assurances he wished, and walked qnietlj forward. 

It did not surprise him to observe, at the enti'anee of the town, 
groups of people looking around, as they conrersed in a low tone, 
and turned their heads and eyes in the direction which the two 
bleeding Hessians must so very recently have taken. But, he was 
8tartl6d--*thoDgh expecting something of the hind, too — when, as 
he gained the main-street, drums beat to arms, trumpets sounded 
to the field, and soldiers of every description, regulars, militia, and 
the local yeomen, hurried, obeying the summons, to a well-known 
place of rendeivous. 

He was received at the friend's house in which, for many 
months, he had been a visitor, with a welcome that suggested that 
his family had expected his return^ in some alarm. His host, and 
his host's son, stood at the back of the servant who opened the 
door, and shook his hand warmly. A voice yet gentler than theirs 
whispered his name through a half-open door in the haU, and he 
disappeared into the apartment to answer the summons as became 
him. He did not lead Bessie Gordon to the breakfast-parlour until 
he had made her the exclusive confidante of his morning's adven- 
ture, detailing every circumstance very minutely, for her satisfac- 
tion and assurance. 

Breakfast was nearly over, when he asked — '* And now, my 
good friends, what is the meaning of the excitement in which I find 
you all ?" 

*' No one has told you, as yon came along, Harry," said Mr. 
Gordon. 

*' No !" 

** Then you have yet to hear disagreeable news. Two of the 
Hessians of our garrison, on their way to General Sir A. D. with 
despatches, this morning, have been attacked by a body of rebels, 
who, unfortunately for me, seem to be composed of my tenantry 
about Killane." 

** Ay!" cried Harry, drily. 

" Ay, indeed, and the two poor fellows are badly hurt ; and 
Sir A. D. is going to march out almost the whole garrison, to bum 
every cabin of the hamlet, if he cannot meet with the treacherous 
rascals." 

" Ay !" repeated Harry, his brow knitting and his check red- 
dening, to the surprise of his host ; *' and have the poor fsUows 
described the appearance of the rebels, sir ? Were there any women 
among them P* 
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" Why, yes, as is almost always the case : one of whom, the 
men think, they have wounded." 

" Ay !" again cried Harry, rising sternly. Here a party of horse 
trotted np to the hall door, and a load knocking resounded through 
the house. 

" The General," resumed Mr. Gordon — " following up his inti- 
mation to me, even sooner than I expected." 

** What intimation, sir ?" 

" That, before he proceeded to Killane, he would require my 
opinion as to those of my tenantry there, most likely, from symp- 
toms of previous disaffection, to have headed the insmTection this 
morning." 

" Mr. Gordon," resumed Henry, while they heard the General 
and his party ushered into an adjoining room, '' there is now no 
time to inform you why I am very anxious to stand by your side 
during this interview, but I particularly request you to afford me 
that privilege." 

" Henry Lane," answered his host, " your expression, when 
you came home just now — ^the preference I know you have for that 
morning walk towards Killane — your manner at breakfast — your 
present request — all convince me yon can say something about the 
matter in question — is it so ?" 

" It is, Mr. Gordon." 

" And you do not fear to stand by my side ?" 

His young guest scouted the notion. 

*^ Although your old enemy, Kirk, is at the General's elbow ?" 

^' Although the devil, instead of a dear friend of his, were theroi 
Mr. Gordon." 

They entered the General's presence together. He was a sharp 
featured man ; having a military air certainly — bat one of an in- 
ferior kind. A scar through his lips, and down his chin, argued, 
indeed, effective service ; but it also added to the ungentle expres- 
sion of his countenance, and did not combat the presumption that 
fitness of natural character, rather than high achievement in the 
field, had recommended him to his late and present situation of de- 
spotic chief, judge, and all but hangman, at a terrible and merciless 
crisis. 

At his right hand stood Mr. Sheriff Kirk — also Captain Kirk; 
the second title having been conferred by a command in one of 
the yeomanry corps of the town. He wore, of course, his military 
uniform, and did not lack the air of a soldier. Nor were his cool 
grey eyes, his yellow cheeks, and his steady mouth, evidences of 
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a merely dril energj of officii^ ehameter. A few words more, 
gianciDg at his prerioas history, are required, for the knowledge 
we need to have of this indiyidval. 

Ten years before be bad kept a very hmmble shop in the town. 
A large reward was offered for the apprehension of a notorioBS 
robber, Mr. Kirk conrageonsly issued into the eonntry — retamed 
with the highwayman — ^got the reward — and neyer afterwarda 
knew a poor day. Under the patrcmage of the nob\% persoa who 
dbpensed corporate hononrs, he rose rapidly in the w(Hrld. At the 
breaking oat of the Rebellion, no man conld be more active in dis- 
coTering hidden traitors, and dragging them to justice ; some said, 
indeed, that on the principle of *' snre hide, snre find," he might 
be supposed to be peculiarly adapted for the service. In the field, 
as a yeomanry oflker, his seal was equally conspicuous. For in- 
stance, after a skirmish with a band of United Irish, i& a Tillage 
some miles distant, two of the retreating peasants ran fer sbeker 
into a thatched chapd on the road-side, and Mr. Kirk porsied 
them, sword in hand, and dispatched the superstitious rebefeon the 
steps of their little altar. 

Henry Lane, when his host presented hiili to Sir A. D., wondered 
at the coldness of the General's bow. The undisguised sneer of 
Mr. Kirk did not surprise him. Upon his atrival, aa the yisitor 
of his father's oldest friend, Bessie Gordon was from homfe, and, 
amid the mixed society of the town, a daughter of the Gaptatn- 
sheriff receiyed at his hands more passing gallantry than periiapa 
fell to the lot of the young ladies around her. Buc Bessie eain — 
looked — and conquered ; and, in consequence, Mr. Kirk ittd his 
" darling child" chose to consider themselves ill-used people. But 
we dare say the gentleman felt even more keenly a second injnrr. 
Henry Lane had snatched from his gripe an innocent man, from 
whose condemnation as a rebel, Mr. Kirk had expected to reap 
peculiar advantages. 

Mr. Gordon preferred his own and his young friend's request 
that Harry might be permitted to remain during the interview 
about to commence. The General and Mr. Kirk exchanged very 
expressive glances : and while to Henry's increased amaaesMnt, 
the former said — '^ Certainly ; though we could not suppose the 
joung gentleman would be so anxious abdnt it,''— the latter, almost 
to his consternation, smiled. 

'^ In fact, sir," resumed Sir A. D., ^^ our principal busiaess hero 
is — making as little noise as possible — to desire yon to consider 
yourself a prisoner," 
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" On what acconnt?" asked HeUry. 

** Why, sir, we hope you may be able to tell bs something of 
the insurrection of this morning ; — yo« were observed on the road 
to Kiilane, hiding behind a fence, when, as is presnmed, yon found 
yourself lilLely to be overtaken by the retreating Hessians^ 

Henry Lane now asked another, and a very impolitic question ; 
one that seemed almost to imply guilt ; instead of at once com- 
municating the information it was hie duty to submit, fiut his 
curiosity to ascertain who had observed Mm, when he felt cenvineed 
the Hessians had not, threw him off his guard. 

" Observed ! by whom ?" — he demanded. 

" I regret to say, by me, Mr. Lane," continued Captain Kirk ; 
<^ I happened to be in the fields, at your back." 

" Then you dogged me, like the spy and informer you are, sir," 
said the accused, giving way to yonthfui passion. He was severely 
checked by the General^ and advised to speak more to the point. 
Much grieved and alarmed, his old host whispered him to be cool 
and collected : this, as is sometimes the case with persons in his 
situation, only made him less tractable. He vociferated \ — he ^'- 
ticulated ; — he unbuttoned his coat, violently ;— and there was an 
.exclamation from the General and his prime*mimster, as both 
pointed to a large blood stain on his waistcoat. Henry had re- 
ceived it while assisting the unfortunate young woman to the farm- 
house ; had buttoned his coat over it, as he returned to the town \ 
had almost forgotten it, since ; and had now unconsciously disclosed 
it. Feeling aware how much it must tell against him, be became 
silent and confused, and, to the scrutinizing eyes which observed 
him, appeared really guilty. 

" Pray, Mr. Lane," continued Sir A. D., " inform ns, at least if 
you please, why you concealed yourself from the Hessians, and ia 
what manner your waistcoat became soiled." 

Courageously rallying, Henry said frankly what he had to say. 
The General and Mr. Kirk again glanced at each other ; and the 
former, shaking his head, expressed his regret that, in the very 
improbable story submitted — and so tardily submitted — be saw 
little that ought to keep the matter from the ordinary test of a 
court-mai'tial. 

'* Very well, sir," said Henry, " only send for the poor girl and 
if she is able to attend"--(and his blood grew chill at the thought 
that she might be dead, without having mttered a word 1) ^' I can 
laugh with scorn at the result." 

The, General believed that, whether ^e could attend or not, Mr* 
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Lane wonld hardly be benefited ; it was already in evidence from 
the two Hessians, that they had wounded one — and only one — of 
the motly rabble ; that one a woman, and, necessarily, the witness 
appealed to; and any convenient story she might tell, was scarcely 
worth the tronble of sending for ; particularly as a dispatch to Kil- 
lane must pat the rebels on their guard against the intended attack. 
* And," continued Sir A. D., " as we only await the closing of the 
present case to march for their position." 

Well aware of the prompt manner in which the General had 
hitherto deemed himself compelled to "close" such "cases" as 
" the present," Henry again began to exclaim against his mode of 
proceeding. " What ! is an innocent man to be destroyed by the 
very villains he seeks to bring to justice ?" 

Mr. Gordon, quite terrified, raised his voice in entreaties for 
time and cool investigation. A whisper from the Captain- sheriff 
disposed of his appeal; and that gentleman then stepped out, and 
returned with two dragoons, who placed themselves at either side of 
the prisoner. 

" In the name of common sense !" still conjured Heury, " how 
can I be supposed capable of the absurdity laid to my charge ? My 
father's loyalty — as well known as are his rank and high character — 
my friends here — the first in your 4;own — free from all taint- 
how can suspicion fall on me ? /a rebel ! / join with rebels in 
the fields!" * 

"Mr. Lane may recollect that his late zeal onbehalf of aknown 
and marked rebel, might not have left motives quite unsuspected," 
said Mr. Kirk. 

" Silence, paltry fellow !" cried the accused. " Sir A. D., I have 
but one remaining appeal to make from your court-martial — from 
even your order for a court-martial — from even yourself, person- 
ally — It is to the distinguished man who has been publicly ap- 
pointed to succeed you in your command over us all ; understand, 
therefore, distinctly, that I protest, in his name against your au- 
thority, and demand to be left — a prisoner, if necessary — for his 
disposal." 

" Yon will understand, in return, sir, that although the gallant 
individual to whom you allude has, indeed, been nominated to relieve 
me of my painful responsibilities, I retain, even with his assent, the 
full powers they confer, until he personally requires a transfer of 
them at my hands," answered Sur A. D. 

" But accountable to him, surely, for the use of what can be but 
delegated power, since hia appointment," urged Mr. Gordon. 



THE LAST OF THE STOKM. 267 

" You mistake, sir," said the General. 

" He is expected tliis very day," resumed Henry, 

" He was ; but he is not, Mr. Lane. Two men of our garrison — 
of whom you know something — brought me a despatch from him a 
few hours ago, stating that, from a great anxiety to cultivate anew 

an old friendship, he will stop and sleep at Lord N 's, on 

the road to us. And so I have answered all your demands at 
length, and, out of respect to your host, perhaps without consider- 
ing the situation in which I am placed. Now, please to attend us 
to the Court-house." 

*' Come, then !" cried the prisoner. " How could I have hoped 
better from a man, whose cruelty, and not whose honourable ser- 
vices, procured him his present butchering commission ; and who 
dare not stand an appeal to the dignified commander, at length 
selected to rescue us from his despotism of blood ? — " 

'^ My old friend's son !" exclaimed Mr. Gordon, extending his 
arms, as Henry was led out after the General and Mr. Eirk. A 
shriek reached them ; and ere he could embrace the father, the 
daughter was clinging to his neck. 

" Fear nothing, Bessie — I am innocent." 

*^ I know you are," answered the poor girl ; ^' but is that a rea- 
son why I should fear nothing? Is that a reason why I should 
forget the sights we have unwillingly seen. Oh ! Harry, remember 
the horrible day^ when, in less than an hour after he was dragged 

from our table, we beheld poor young S led to their rooted 

gibbet, opposite their court-house I But you must be saved !— 
bow— how — what is to be done ?" 

*'I will go to General K >," stammered Mr. Gordon, 

who, since Bessie's appearance, had stood with bis back against 
the wall Even while he spoke, he fell. His daughter, scream- 
ing again, flung herself down by his side. The dragoons gained 
the hall with their prisoner ; — she flew to him ; — they forced 
her back. A second time she was at her father's side, now as in- 
sensible as he ; and Henry, accompanied by her brother, proceeded 
to the Court-house. 

Lord N 's mansion, at which General K was 

spending the day, was about twelve miles distant from the town. 
An hour and a half after the occurrences related, he stood with his 
old friends before the steps of their hall-door, his hands behind his 
back, his grey head bent towards his breast. The urbanity of a 
gentleman, and the light of a good heart, cast a dignity over his 
massive hard-marked features. A lady, followed by a servant. 
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galloped np the avenae, seated on a spirited little steed, as was 
evident from the ammal's fiefj though gracefal motions. She wore 
a riding-habit, but her head was bare — her hat had fallen from her 
unheeded on the road; and when she swept nearer, her golden hair 
appeared flowmg down her shoalders and aroond her face, yonog 
and fair as the morning ; bat like morning when its hnes are 
washed ont by tears. She most have caoght a view of the persons 
she wished to see, at some distance, for ^e waved her light whip 
before they conld hear her voice. When the words she bad long 
been utteiing grew at last distinct, she prononnced the GeneiaTd 
name. — He stepped forward. 

'' For life and death. General E 1 for life and death !" she 

continaed ; ^ and not a moment — ^aad not a word to spare. Order 
yoor horses, sir !— yon are deputed to act for Heaven, this day — 
yon alone ! — Gome, sir, come!" 

Amazed, admiring, sympathizing, and much excited, he prayed 
an explanation. 

'' Not if yon mean to act/ not if yon toiU discharge yonr dnty ! 
not if you shrink from mnrder d<Mie in yom: name ! — ^Your horses, 
sir !" the girl cried wildly. 

Overpowered by her contagions vehemence, he gave the orders 
required. 

*' The carriage !" said Lady N— — , whose pale cheeks and 
streaming eyes bespoke the excitement in which she also observed 
and listened — ^The carriage was in waiting, to take the party 
through the grounds. 

" Thanks," said the General ; " and it is better, if this young 
lady must" — 

" Most and will go back with you !" interrupted Bessie Gordon, 
jumpmg from her saddle. Though almost stumbling, she was at 
the carriage door before he could offer his aroi. The next moment 
they were whirled off, attended by the aides-de-camp, who bad 
been ready mounted to accompany him on a very different excur- 
sion. 

In broken sentences, Bessie now gave an explanation of her 
hasty summons. Henry's confidential communication to her, befoi'e 
breakfast, enabled her to detail the whole of his case. Her com- 
panion listened most attentively. He inquired her lover's name. 
Bessie at last burst into tears as she gave it. 

" Why, I know him," said General K ; " at least, I know 

his father ; and may have seen him, when a child, at his father's 
table. He must be saved, even if he were guilty ;*-but we shall see." 
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** The time, sir I the time !" sobbed Bessie ; " and we go so 
slow !" — The horses were proceeding at full gallop. 

The General spoke oat of the irindow to an aide-de-camp, de- 
siring him to pnsh forward at the utmost speed of hie charger, and 
annonnce his approach to the court-martial. The young man^ 
stimnlated bj his interest for the beantifnl and wretched Bessie 
Gordon, as well as by zeal in ike service of his beloved com- 
mander, soon seemed to substantiate Bessie's charge against the 
very best gallop the carriage horses could assumie. They lost sight 
of him in a few minutes." 

''Is it over?" was her question, addressed to the first stranger 
she saw, as, an hour afterwards, the carrii^e rattled into the town ; 
and twenty times she repeated it, although, either that it was not 
understood or heard, or that the people feaced to answer her, no 
one replied. Approaching the Court-house, she leaned out of tbe 
window, to look at the hideous gibbet; — ^its ro|M wavered in the 
breeze ; — ^no more. 

'' Look ! sir," she said, eatdiing the General's arm, as she sank 
into her seat ; " what do you think — are we too late ?" 

The carriage stopped ;— 4he door was instantly opened, and an 
officer of the garrison appeared at it, saluting t^e General. 

'' My aide-d6*camp, sir ?" asked the new conuooander, getting 
down. 

'' I have the honour to await y<m here with a verbal despatch 
from him," replied the officer. 

*' Where is he, sir ?" asked Bessie, jumping to her old prote^stoi^s 
side, who repeated her question. 

'' He is gone forward to Eillane, sir, fresh mounted." 

'' Then die court-martial has decided ?" continued Bessie. 

''It has, madam." 

"And Mr. Lane?" 

" Has been marched ont with the troops, to nnder;go his sen- 
tence, npon the spot where"—- 

The i^cer ceased speaking, as Bessie dropped at his feet. He 
and the General rabed her, and she was ptoced in her brother'4^ 
arms, who came nmning down the street. 

" Fresh horses for ns also, sir," said General E-^— *, addressing 
the officer, as he pointed to his remaining aides-de-camp. While 
his commands (Were being obeyed, he walked iip.and down an open 
apace before the court-house, his hands joined at bis back, and his 
bead bent, as was cnstomary with hhn. Other officers of the re- 
«idae 'of the |;anis(m lefit in town, aadaevecal of the p^nons who. 
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before the proclamation of martial law, had wielded citII autho- 
rity, approached to paj their respects. Saddenij he stopped, and 
glanciog up at the gallows, said to the group generally, <^ take that 
down ; its day is over." Then he resumed his short walk, and 
again stopping, and scowling at the triangle which appeared in a 
comer of the space, added : ^' And down with that, too ; its day 
had passed even before it was pnt np." 

His horses were led ont, and he and his aides-de-camp proceeded 
towards Eillane, by the narrow hill-road upon which Henry Lane 
had seen the Hessians in the morning ; the officer of the garrison 
riding in advance to show them the way. Approaching the ham- 
let, they met the second officer, who had gone forward before them, 
standing over the sorry steed with which he had been supplied at 
the town : the animal had fallen under him. After a few words 
they passed him. 

" Shall we come up with them, ?" asked General K of the 

officer. 

^* I shonld hope so, sir, nnless they have marched at almost 
double-quick time. Yet see there, sir! and hear that !" a wreathe 
of smoke burst up into the sunshine, beyond a quick turn in the 
road, and a cheer simultaneously reached the party ; — '* that must 
be the first firing of the enemy's cabins. The execution of Mr. 
Lane's sentence must have preceded it." 

General K spurred forward, passing his guide, so as to be 

the first at the turn of the road ; here he said^-'^ You are wrong, 
the troops are still in motion towards their point." 

It was so. Sir A. D., with his force, had not yet gained the 
thatched hamlet of Killane ; and the smoke that had been ob- 
served, arose only from a solitary cabin on the road side, which, 
having been found deserted by the terrified inmates, was fired by 
Mr. Kirk's zealous yeomen. Now, within hearing of the rear-guard 
of the column. General K— cried " Halt I halt 1" and desired his 
aide-de-camp to advance, who, obeying his command, repeated the 
magical word " halt !" and added, in still louder tone, his com* 
mander's name. A halt quickly ensued, and the General galloped 
forward. Gaining the head of the line, he saw a young man, sit- 
ting on a horse led by a dragoon, his arms pinioned. Theur eyes 
met; — ^the General touched his old-fashioned cocked hat, amd 
smiled. Henry Lane, who, till that moment, had worn a firm 
brow and a flushed cheek, turned sickly pale, and would have 
fallen from his saddle, but for the assistance of his guards. 

The veteran joined Sir A. D. and his staff, still more in frouL 
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The two Generals exchanged bows, and stood uncovered, as also 
did their attendant, while the whole line presented arms, and the 
tmmpets and kettlc-drnms of the horse, and the bands of the in- 
fantry played a salute. Now the little hamlet appeared in view, 
and from it came a wild and alarmed cry, in answer to the startling 
though cheery burst of martial music. Presently, groups of men , 
women, and children, of every age, were seen running before th e 
cabins, in great terror and disorder. 

" The enemy, I suppose," said General K ^ smiling ; " not 

in arms, though, and, therefore, scarce worth our attention. Let 
ns send out to reconnoitre, however, in hopes that they deem us 
entitled to a better reception. Meantime, Sir A. D., I go towards 
the cabins." 

Attended only by an aide*deHsamp, he arrived at the farm-house 
to which the wounded milk-maid had been carried. The surgeon, 
still in attendance, pronounced her out of danger, and at last able 
to speak. General E heard, at her bed-side, the communica- 
tions she had already made to her mistress and to the surgeon. Of 
the latter, he enquired whether she could safely be removed to the 
town, travelling in an open litter, only as fast as the troops should 
march. The surgeon said she could ; then, giving the necessary 
orders, he left the farm-house. 

In a contiguous field, he summoned back the reconnoitering 
parties, and learned from their report, that no enemy of any kind 
appeared in view. After this he rode to the nearest group of pea- 
sants, who, with much entreaty, awaited his approach; told the 
terrified people to go home and keep quiet. Lastly, he returned to 
the trocps on the road, and ordered them to march back the way 
they had come. 

At the entrance to the town he whispered to his aide-de-camp, 
who trotted briskly forward. Arrived at the public parade, he 
halted the soldiers and dismissed them to their barracks. He then 
desii*ed Sii' A*. D., the officers who generally formed his court-mar- 
tial, and the prisoner, Henry Lane, to attend him to the court- 
house. As they proceeded up the steps of the building, Mr. Kirk, 
and many of his friends, exchanged eloquent glances at the disap- 
pearance of the gallows and the triangle. 

*^ The aid-de-camp who had gone forward, met his General in 
the coutt, and pointed out the two wounded Hessians, one in the 
dock, the other at a side-bar. 

<' Have you kept them separate, sir ?" he asked. 

<^ Strictly so, sir,'* answered the aide-de«K»mp. 
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*' Gentlemen," he resumed, " we require some additional infor- 
mation touching the rebel movement of this morning ; and withont 
yet sitting as a court-martial, I wish to examine, in succession, 
ihese wounded men. Let one of them be led quite oat of hear- 
ing. Let the other come on the table." 

He was quickly Qbeyed. The Hessian selected as a first witness, 
sgain affirmed that he and his comrade had been surprised by a 
band of rebels, at Eillane, that morning ; and after wounding one 
only of the assailants— a woman — barely escaped with their lives. 
General K^^-^ put questions, requiring minute accounts of the 
details of the affair, and received certain answers which he desired 
should be carefully written down. He then seemed casually to in- 
quire what conversation had passed between the witness and his 
comrade upon the route home, after their escape ; the man hesi- 
tated. He raised his voice, knit his brow, and desired instantly a 
report of their whole conversation along the hill-road, whatever it 
was. The Hessian how gave answers, which were also committed 
to writing. 

'^ Let him mthdraw, and bring up the other — still keeping them 

apart," resumed General K . 

The second Hessian appeared in the evidence-chair. His general 
statement of the attack corroborated that of the first ; bnt his ac- 
count of the spedfic details, aUeady described byhig comrade, was 
a new story altogether. Ajid when asked to recollect and repeat 
their discourse on the road homewards, he made it consist of topics, 
^bich did not remotely resemble, even in matter, those sworn to by 
Ikis friend. 

<' Let them eeme face to face," was the GeneraPs next command. 
Accordingly, they confronted each other; heard read the extraordi- 
nary dashings of their separate testimony, and were caUed on to 
reconcile them, if they could. The men were silent. 

^^ Has the piisoner, Mr. Lane, any questions to propose to the 

vntnesses ?" asked General K . 

Henry said he would prefer to have them ask questions of one 
another, at his dictatimi. This was agreed to ; and he proceeded 
^neatly, in their owp tongue — 

'^ The man whose sword-arm is disabled, shall sbj to his com- 
rade, ' Hans, bad woHl you have done for me, and I for yon, all 
«bout a silly girl* " 

The Hessians started at these words — exchanged glances-^ 
looked consciously arottnd-«and then bent their eyes on the table. 
'' If he does not speak, dudl I gire him the answer Hans gavf 
kirn f* continued Henry. 
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" Do so, prisoner." 

^' Listen, then, Hans. 'Aj, Qointon ; but blame jonr own gree- 
diness of the girl's smiles, by the side of an old friend.'" 

Again the Hessians showed agitation. 

<^ I continue, sir, speaking for Hans and Qainton, altematelj." 

Still the General assented. 

" * Well, Hans, here we ride back to head-quarters, without a 
smile of her's to boast of, between us.' " 

** * Ay, and in a plight we must account for, too, Quinton.' " 

" * Oh I the rebels have surprised us.' " 

" * Der dey vil I good I— but the girl may prate, unless her month 
is stopped.' " 

" * And I think I've stopped it, Hans. Or, no matter. She was 
one of the ambuscade — half wild Irishmen, half wild Irishwomen. 
So, let her tell her story — who will believe it ?' " 

" Such is the conversation," resumed Henry Lane, speaking for 
himself^ ^' which I overheard between these two men, upon the hill- 
road from Eillane, early this morning." 

In answer to questions from General K , he ended by de- 
scribing his proceedings, after the Hessians passed him, down to 
the moment at which he left the farm-house. 

*' Place them at the bar," said the General ; '' and now we form 
our court-martial." 

The Hessians were formally arraigned, and the contradictions 
of their own testimony, coupled with Henry Lane's story, were 
taken as evidence against them. 

'* I have yet another witness," resumed General K , glancing 

at his aide-de-camp. The young officer withdrew, and speedily re- 
turned, ushering to'the table a litter, borne by soldiers, on which 
lay the woDuded milk-maid. Her cruel assaulters stared in stupid 
terror upon her reclining form. The surgeon stood beside her, as in 
feeble and hoarse accents, she deposed to the following facts : 

While employed in milking her cows, two troopers, " with beard 
on their lips," stopped at the side of the pasture-field, looking to- 
wai'ds her. It was " just the grey of the morning." Presently, 
they dismounted, and separately crossed th^ stile ; one walking fast 
before the other, and both apeaking loudly and angrily in " a fur*n 
speech. She screamed, attempted to run, and fell from terror. 
Nearly at the same moment they broke into open quarrel, drew 
their swords, and cut at each other. She fainted ;- — on regaining 
her senses, she saw them standing, exhausted and bleeding. In a 
frenzy, she called out the names of her friends, and spoke as if many 

T 
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people were speeding to help her ; the troopers looked aronnd ; 
again exchanged -words, in a more friendly tone; came close to 
her, desired her to cease screaming ; finally, beat her abont the 
head, and stabbed her in the neck. Farther, she conld tell nothing. 

^' The prisoner. Lane, has bad an opportunity to arrange this 
improbable story with the canning girl," said Mr. Kirk. 

" Impossible," answered the sargeon ; " when I reached the poor 
creatare, she was unable to otter a word ; and she must hare been 
still more nnable to do so before my arrivaL" 

*' She does not identify the men," resumed the sheriff. 

'' The men confess their gnilt," said the aid-de-camp, who stood 
near them. 

" Let them die before the san sets, notwitlMtandiDg,"saidGeiiearl 
K , " and release Mr. Lane." 

^' Come home, Hal," cried yonng Gordon, grasping Henry Lane's 
hand. 

'^ How is Bessie ?" ai^ed the liberated prisoner, on their way 
throagh the streets. 

" In good hopes, since your retom with old K ; and her 

father still able to congrirtdate yon upon yonr escape itom The 
Last of the &wmm/* 



THE END OF THE LAST OF THE STOBII. 



THE RIYAl DEEAHERS. 



THE EIVAL DEEAMERS. 



Mb. Washington Irving has already given to the public a vcr- 
Mon of an American legend, which, in a principal feature, bears 
some likeness to the followmg transcript of a popular Irish one. 
It may, however, be interesting to show this very coincidence be- 
tween the descendants of a Dutch Transatlantic colony, and the 
native peasantry of Ireland, in the superstitious annals of both. 
Our tale, moreover, will be found original in all its circumstances, 
that alluded to only excepted. 

Shamus Dempsey returned a silent, plodding, sorrowful man, 
though a young one, to his poor home, after seeing laid in the grav^ 
his aged, decrepid father. The last rays of the setting sun were 
glorious, shooting through the- folds of then* pavilion of scarlet 
clouds; the last song of the thrush, chaunted from the bough 
nearest to his nest, was gladdening ; the abundant, though but half 
matured, crops around breathed of hope for the future. But Sha- 
mus*s bosom was covered with the darkness that inward sunshine- 
alone can illumine. The chord that should respond to song and 
melody had snapt in it ; for him the softly-undulating fields of 
light-green wheat, or the silken-surfaced patches of barley, made a 
promise in vain. He was poor, penniless, friendless, and yet 
groaning under responsibilities ; worn out by past and present suf- 
faring, and without a consoling prospect. His father's corpse had 
been just buried by a subscription among his neighbours, collected 
i& an old glove, a penny or a half-penny from each, by the most 
active of the humble community to whom his sad state was a sub- 
ject of pity. In the wretched shed, which he called ^' home," a 
young wife lay on a truss of straw, listening to the hungry cries of 
two little children, and awaiting her hour to become the weeping 
mother of a third. And the recollection that, but for an act of 
demestic treachery experienced by his father and himself, both 
would have been comfortable and respectable in the world, aggra- 
vated the bitterness of the feeling in which Shamus contemplated 
this lot. He could himself faintly call to mind a time of early 
childhood, when he lived with his parents in a roomy house, eatmg^ 
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and sleeping, and dressing well, and surrounded hj servants ancl 
workmen ; he farther remembered that a day of great affliction 
came, upon which strange and rude persons forced their way into 
the house, and for some cause his infant obserration did not reach, 
father, servants, and workmen, (his mother had just died,) were all 
tamed oat upon the road, and doomed to seek the shelter of a mean 
roof. But his f ather^s discoarse, since he gained the years of man- 
hood, sapplied Shamas with an explanation of all these circom- 
stances as follows* 

Old Dempsy had been the youngest son of a large farmer, who 
divided his lands between two elder children, and deittined Shanms's 
father to the Church, sending him abroad for education, and, daring 
its coarse, supplying him with liberal allowances. Upon the eve of 
ordination, the young stud^it returned home to visit his friends ; 
was much noticed by neighbouring small gentry of each religion ; 
at the house of one of the opposite persuasion from his, met a 
sister of the prc^rietor, who had a fortune in htf own right ; aban- 
doned his clerical views for her smiles ; eloped with her ; married 
her privately ; incurred thereby the irremoveabie hostility of his own 
family ; but, after a short time, was received, along with bis wife, 
by his generous brother-in-law, under whose guidance both became 
reputably settled in the house to which Shamos's early recollectioot 
pointed, and where, till he was about six years old, he passed in- 
deed a happy childhood. 

But a little previous to this time his mother's good brother died 
nnmarried, and was succeeded by another of her brothers, who had 
ansuccessfuUy spent half his life as a lawyer in Dublin, and who, 
inheriting little of his predecessor's amiable character, soon showed 
himself a foe to her and her husband, professedly on account of her 
marriage with a Roman Catholic. He did not appear to their visit, 
shortly after his arrival in their neighbourhood, and he never eon- 
descended to return it. The affliction experienced by his sensitive 
sister, from his conduct, entailed upon her a prematore accoacbe- 
ment, in which, givmg birth to a lifeless babe, she nnexpeetedly 
died. The event was matter of triumph, rather than of sorrow, to 
her nnnatural broUier. For, in the first place, totally unguarded 
against the sadden result, she had died intestate ; in the next place, 
he discovered that her private marriage had been celebrated by a 
Boman Catholic priest, consequently could not, according to law, 
hold good ; and again, could not give to her nominal husband any 
right to her property, upon which both had hitherto lived, and 
which was now the sole means of existence to Shamns's father. 
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The lawyer speedily set to work upon these points, and with 
little difficolty succeeded in supplying for Shamus's recollections a 
day of trouble, already noticed. In fact, his father and he, now 
without a shilling, took refuge in a distant cabin, where, by the 
sweat of his parent's brow, as a labourer in the fields, the ill-fated 
hero of this story was scantily fed and clothed, until maturer years 
enabled him to reheve the old man*s hand of the spade and sickle, 
and in turn labour for their common wants. 

Shamus, becoming a little prosperous in the world, rented a few 
acres adjacent to his cabin, and — married. The increase of his 
.fields did not quite keep pace with the increase of his cares, in the 
persons of new comers, for whose well-being he was bound to pro- 
vide. His ray of success in life soon became overclouded, by the 
calls of the landlord, and the tithe-proctor. In truth, three years 
after his marriage, be received a noiicei; which it were vain to op- 
pose, to quit both his farm and his cabin, and leave his few articles 
of furniture behind. 

At this juncture his father was bedridden, and his wife advanced 
in her third pregnancy. He put on his hat, walked to the door, 
fixed his eyes upon the ruins of an old abbey, which stood on the 
slope of an opposite hill, and formed his plan fqr present measures. 
By the next evening he had constructed a wattled shed, covered 
with rushes and leaves, against a gable in the interior of the ruin. 
Clearing away the nettles and other rank weeds, enclosed by his 
new house, he discovered a long slab on which was carved a cross 
and letters illegible to his eye— rthis he made his hearth- stone. To 
furnish the abode, he fetched two large stones, as seats for his wife 
and himself, shook straw in either corner, and laid in a bundle of 
twigs. Then he went to the cabin that was no longer his, sent on 
his wife and two children to the abbey, followed with his father 
on bis back, and laid him upon one of the straw couches. Two 
days afterwards the old man was a corpse. From his pauper fune- 
ral we now see Shamus returning, and to such a home does he bend 
his heavy steps. 

If to know that the enemy of h'ls father and mother did not thrive 
on the spoils of his oppression, could have yielded Shamus any con- 
solation in his lot, he bad long ago become aware of circumstances 
calculated to give this negative comfort. His maternal uncle en- 
joyed. Indeed, bis newly acquired property, only a few years after 
it came ioto his possession. Partly on account of his cruelty to his 
relations, partly from a meanness and vulgarity of character, which 
soon displsyr^ itself in his novel situation, and which, it was be* 
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Ikyedy bad previotidlj kept him in tbe lowest walks of bis profes- 
sion as a Dublin attorney, be found himself neglected and shunned 
by the gentry of bis neigh bouiiiood. To grow richer than any who 
thus insulted him, to blazon abroad reports of bis wealth, and to 
watch opportunities of usiog it to their in)ury, became the means 
of rcYenge adopted by tbe parvenu. His legitimate income not 
promising a rapid accomplisbment of this plan, be ventured, using 
precautions that seemingly set sus^Meion at defiance, to engage ia 
smnggling adventures on a large scale, for which his proximity to 
the coast afforded the local opportunity. Notwithstanding all his 
pettifogging cleaverness, tbe ex-attorney was detected, however, 
in his illegal traffic, and fined to an amount which swept away half 
bis real property. Driven to desperation by tbe publicity of hi^ 
failure, as well as by tbe failure itself, be tried another grand efibil 
to retrieve his fortune ; was again surpiised by the revenue officers ; 
in a personal struggle with them, at the head of his band, killed 
one of their body ; immediately absconded from Ireland ; for tbe 
last twenty years bad not been authentically heard of; but, it was 
believed, lived under an assumed name in London, deriving an ob^ 
scure existence from some mean pursuit, of which tb« very nature 
enabled him to gratify propensities to drunkenness and other vices, 
learned during bis first career in life. 

All this Shamus knew, though only from report, inasmuch as 
bis uncle had exiled himself while be was yet a child, and without 
previously having become known to tbe eyes of the nephew he had 
so much injured. But if Sbamus occasionally drew a bitter and 
almost savage gratification from the downfal of his inhuman per- 
secutor, no recun^ence to the past could alleviate the misery of his 
present situation. He passed under one of the capacious open 
arches of the old abbey, and then entered his squalid shed, reared 
against its wall, his heart as shattered and as trodden down as tbe 
ruins around him. No words of greeting ensued between him and 
bis equally hopeless wife, as she sat on the straw of her bed, rock- 
ing to sleep, with feeble and mournful cries, her youngest infant. 
Be silently lighted a fire of withered twigs on bis ready-furnished 
bearth-stone ; put to roast among their embers a few potatoes which 
be had begged during the day ; divided them between her and ber 
crying children ; and as the moon, risen high in tbe heavens, warned 
him that night asserted her full empire over tbe departed day, 
Shamus sunk down upon the couch from which bis father's mortal 
remains had lately been borne, supperless himself, and dinnerless too, 
but not hungry ; at least, not conscious, or recollecting that be was. 
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His wife and little ones sooq slept sanndlj, but Shamns lay for 
bonrs inaccessible to nature's claims for sleep as well as for food. 
From where he laj he could see, through the open front of his shed, 
out into the ruins abroad. After much abstraction in his own 
thoughts, the silence, the extent, and the peculiar desolation of the 
scene, almost spiritualized by the magic effect of alternate moon- 
shine and darkness, of objects and of their parts, at last diverted 
his mind, though not to relieve it. He remembered distinctly, for 
the first time, where he was ; an intruder among the dwellings of 
the dead ; he called to mind, too, that the present was their hour 
for revealing themselves among the remote loneliness and obscurity 
of their crumbling and intricate abode. As his eye fixed upon a 
distant stream of cold light, or of blank shadow, either the waver- 
ing of some feathery herbage from the walls, or the flitting of some 
night bird over the roofeless aisle, made motion which went and 
came during the instant of his alarmed start, or else some disem- 
bodied sleeper around had challenged and evaded his vision, so 
rapidly as to baffle even the accompanyment of thought. Shamus 
would, however, recur, during these entrancing aberrations, to his 
more real causes for terror ; and he knew not, and to this day can-^ 
uot distinctly tell, whether he waked or slept, when a new circum- 
stance absorbed his attention. The moon struck fully, under his 
propped roof, upon the carved slab he had appropriated as a hearth- 
stone, and turning his eye to the spot, he saw the semblance of a 
man advanced in years, though not very old, standing motionless, 
and very stedfastly regarding him ; the still face of the figure shone 
like marble in the night-beam, without giving any idea of the so- 
lidity of that material ; the long and deep shadows thrown by the 
forehead over the eyes, left those usually expressive features vague 
and uncertain. Upon the head was a close-fitting black cap, the 
dress was a loose-sleeved, plaited garment of white, descending to 
the ground, and faced and otherwise chequered with black, and girded 
round the loins ; exactly the costume which Shamus had often 
studied in a little framed and glazed print, hung up in the sacristy 
of the humble chapel recently built in the neighbourhood of the 
ruin, by a few descendants of the great religious fraternity to whom, 
in its day of pride, the abbey had belonged; As he returned very 
inquisitively, though, as he avers, not now in alarm, the fixed gaze 
of his midnight visitor, a voice reached him, and he heard these 
strange words : 

*' Shamns Dempsy, go to London Bridge, and you will be a rich 
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'^ How will that come about, yoar Reverence ?** cried Shamns, 
jumping up from his straw. But the figure was gone ; and stum- 
bling among the black embers on the remarkable place where it 
had stood, ho fell prostrate, experiencing a change of sensation, and 
of observance of objects around, which might be explained by sap- 
posing a transition from a sleeping to a waking state of mind. 

The rest of the night he slept little, thinking of the advice h« 
had received, and of the mysterious personage who gave it. Bat 
be resolved to say nothing about his vision, particularly to his wife, 
lest, in her present state of health, the frightful story might dis- 
tress her ; and as to his own conduct respecting it, be determined 
to be guided by the future, — in fact, he would wait to see if his 
counsellor came again. He did come again, appearing in the same 
spot at the same hour of the night, and wearing the same dress, 
though not the same expression of feature : for the shadowy browa 
now slightly frowned, and a little severity mingled with the for- 
mer stedfastness of look. 

'^ Shamns Dempsy, why have you not gone to London Bridge, 
and your wife so near the time when she will want what you are 
to get by going there ? Remember this is my second warning;. 

^'Musha, your Reverence, an' what am I to do on Lunnon Bridge P** 

Again he rose to approach the figure ; again it eluded hioL 
Again a change occurred in the quality of the intereH with which 
he regarded the admonition of his visitor. Again he passed a day of 
doubt as to the propriety of undertaking what seemed to him litila 
less than a journey to the world's end, without a penny in his pocket, 
and upon the eve of his wife's accouchement, merely in obedience to 
a recommendation which, according to his creed, was not yet suffi- 
ciently strongly given, even were it under any circumstances to be 
adopted. For Shamns had often heard, and firmly belived, that a 
dream or a vision, instructing one how to procure riches, ought to 
be experienced three times before it became entitled to attention. 

He lay down, however, half hoping that his vision might tho3 
recommend itself to hb notice : it did so. 

'' Shamns Dempsy," said the figure, looking more angry than 
ever, " you have not yet gone to Ix>ndon Bridge, although I hear 
your wife crying out to bid you go. And, remember, this is mj 
third warning.'' 

" Why, then, tondher-an-ouns, your Reverence, just stop and 
tell me ** 

Ere he conld utter another word the holy yisitant disappeared, 
in a real passion at Shamus's qualified curse ; and, at the saiafl 
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moment, his confused senses recognised the voice of his wife, send- 
ing up from her straw pallet the cries that betoken a mother's des- 
tined travail. Exchanging a few words with her, he harried awaj, 
professedly to call up, at her cabin window, an okl crone who some- 
times attended the very poorest women in Nance Demps/s situation. 

'* Huny 10 her, Noreen, a-cuishla, and do the best it's the will 

of God to let you do. And tell her from me, Noreen, " he 

stopped, drawing in his lip, and clutching his cudgel hard. 

" Shamus, what ails you, avich ?" asked old Noreen ; " what 
ails you, to make the tears run down in the grey o' the morning ?" 

" Tell her from me," continued Shamus, " that Tt's from the bot- 
tom o' the heart I'll pray, morning and evening, and fresh and 
fasting, maybe, to give her a good time of it ; and to show her a 
face on the poor child that's coming, likelier than the two that 
God sent afore it. And that I'll be thinking o' picturin' it to my 
own mind, though I'll never see it far away." 

" Musha, Shamus, what are you speaking of ?" 

" No matter, Noreen, only God be widyou, and wid her, and wid 
the weenocks ; and tell her what I bid you. More- be- token, tell 
her that poor Shamus quits her in her throuble, with more love 
from the heart out, than he had for her the first day we came to- 
gether : and I'll come back to her, at any rate, sooner or later, 
richer or poorer, or as bare as I went — and may be not so bare 
either. But God only knows. The top o' the morning to you, 
Koreen, and don*t let her want the mouthful o' praties while I'm on 
my thravels. For this," added Shamus, as he bounded off to the 
consternation of old Noreen — '' this is the very morning, and the 
very minute that, if I mind the dhrame at all at all, I ought to 
Blind it ; — ay, without ever turning back to get a look from her, 
that 'ud kill the heart in my body entirely." 

Without much previous knowledge of the road he was to take, 
Shamus walked and begged his way along the coast to the town 
where he might hope to embark for England. Here the captain 
of a merchantman agreed to let him work his passage to Bristol, 
whence he again walked and begged into London. 

Without taking rest or food Shamus proceeded to London Bridge, 
often put out of his course by wrong durections, and as often by 
forgetting or misconceiving true ones. It was with old London 
Bridge that Shamus had to do— (not the old one last pulled down, 
hot its more reverend predecessor,) — ^which, at that time, was lined 
at either side by quaintly-fashioned houses, mostly occupied by 
•hop-keepers, so that the space between presented, perhaps, the 
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greatest thoronghfare then known in the Qaeen of Cities. And A 
about two o'clock in the afternoon, barefooted, ragged, fevered and 
agitated, Shamus mingled with the turbid human stream, that 
roared and chafed over the as restless and as evanescent streant 
which buffeted the arches of old London Bridge. In a situation, 
so novel to him, so much more extraordinary in the reality than hid 
anticipation could have fancied, the poor and friendless stranger 
felt overwhelmed. A sense of forlornness, of insignificance, and 
of terror, seized upon his faculties. From the stare, or the sneers, 
or the jostles of the iron*nerved crowd, he shrank with glances of 
wild timiditj, and with a heart as wildly timid as were his looks. 
For some time he stood or staggered about, unable to collect his 
thoughts, or to bring to mind what was his business there. Bat 
when Shamus became able to refer to the motive of his pauper 
journey, from his native solitudes into the thick of such a scene, it 
was no wonder that the zeal of superstition totally subsided amid 
the astounding truths he witnessed. In fact, the bewildered sim- 
pleton now regarded his dream as the merest chimera. Hastily 
escaping from the thoroughfare, he sought out some wretched place 
of repose suited to his wretched condition, and there moaned him- 
self asleep, in self-accusations at the thought of poor Nance at 
home, and in utter despair of all his future prospects. 

At day break the next morning he awoke, a little less agitated, 
but still with no hope. He was able, however, to resolve npon 
the best course of conduct now left open to him ; and he arranged 
immediately to retrace his steps to Ireland, as soon as he shoald 
have begged sufficient alms to speed him a mile on the road. With 
this Intent he hastily issued forth, preferring to challenge the no- 
tice of chance passengers, even at the early hour of dawn, than to 
venture again, in the middle of the day, amongst the dreaded 
crowds of the vast city. Very few, indeed, were the passers-by 
whom Shamus met daring his straggling and stealthy walk throngfi 
the streets, and those of a description little able or willing to afford 
a halfpenny to his humbled, whining salt, and to his spasmed lip 
and watery eye. In what direction he went Shamus did not know; 
but, at last, he found himself entering upon the scene of his yester- 
day's terror. Now, however, it presented nothing to renew its for- 
mer impression. The shops at the sides of the bridge were closed, 
and the occasional stragglers of either sex who came along in- 
spired Shamus, little as he knew of a great city, with aversion 
rather than with dread. In the quietness and security of his pre- 
sent position^ Shamus was both courageous and weak enough agw 
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|o sammon up bis dream : '* Gome," he said, ''since I am on 
Lunnon Bridge, I'll walk over every stone of it, and see what good 
that will do." 

He valiantlj gained the far end. Here one hoose, of all that 
stood npon the bridge, began to be opened : it was a public house, 
and, bj a sidelong glance as he passed, Sbamus* thought that, in 
the person of a red-cheeked, red-nosed, snnk-eyed, elderly man, 
who took down the window-shatters, he recognised the proprietor. 
This person looked at Shamns, in return, with peculiar scrutiny. 
The wanderer liked neither his regards nor the expression of his 
countenance, and quickened bis steps onward until he cleared the 
bridge. " Bat I'll walk it over at the other side, now," he be- 
thought, after allowing the publican time to finbh opening his house, 
and retire oat of view. 

But repassing the hoase, the man still appeared, leaning against 
his door-jamb, and as if waiting for Shamns's return, whom, npon 
this second occasion, he eyed more attentively than before. 

^' Sorrow's in him," thought Shamus ; '^ have I two heads on 
roe, that I'm such a sight to him ? But who cares about his pair 
of ferret-eyes ? I'll thrudge down the middle stone of it, at any 
rate." Accordingly he again walked towards the public-house, 
keeping the middle of the bridge. 

'^ Good-morrow, friend," said the publican, as Shamus a third 
time passed his door. 

" Sarvant kindly, sir," answered Shamus, respectfully palling 
down the brim of his hat, and increasing his pace. 

'' An early hour yon choose for a morning walk," continaed his 
new acquaintance. 

'* Brave and early, faix, sir," said Shamus, still hurrying off. 

" Stop a bit," resumed the publican. Shamus stood still. '' I 
see you're a countryman of mine — an Irishman ; I'd know one of 
yon at a look, though I'm a long time oat of the country. And 
yoa're not very well off on London Bridge this morning, either." 

'^ No, indeed, sir," replied Shamus, beginning to doubt his skill 
in physiognomy, at the stranger^s kind address ; ^' but as badly off 
as a body 'd wish to be." 

** Come over to look for the work ?" 

*' Nien, Sir ; but come out this morning to beg a ha'penny, to 
send me a bit of the road home.'^ 

'' Well, here's a silver sixpence withoat asking. And yon'd 
l>etter sit on the bench by the door here, and eat a crust and a cut 
of cheese, and drink a drop of good ale, to break your fast." 
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With profuse thanks, Shamus accepted this kind invitation ; 
blaming himself at heart for haying allowed his opinion of the 
chaiitable publican to be guided by the expression of the man's 
features. '* Handsome is that handsome does/' was Shamus's 
self-correcting reflection. 

While eating his bread and cheese, and drinking bis strong ale, 
they conversed freely together, and Shamus's heart opened more 
and more to his benefactor. The publican repeatedly asked him 
what had brought him to London : and though — half out of pru- 
dence, and half out of shame — ^the dreamer at first evaded the 
question, he felt it at last impclssible to refuse a candid answer to 
his generous friend. " Why, then, sir, only I am such a big fool, 
for telling it to you, it's what br(Kight me to Lnnnon Bridge was a 
quare dbrame I had at home in Ireland, that tould me just to 
come here, and I'd find a pot of goold :" for such was the inter- 
pretation given by Shamus to the vague admonition of his visionary 
counsellor. 

His companion burst into a loud laugh, isaying after it, " Pho, 
pho, man, don't be so silly as to put faith in nonsensical dreams of 
of that kind. Many a one like it I have had, if I would bother 
my head with them« Why, within the last ten dajrs, while yon 
were dreaming of finding a pot of gold on London Bridge, I was 
dreaming of finding. a pot of gold in Ireland." 

'< Ullaloo, and were you, sir ?" asked Shamns, laying down his 
empty pmt. 

*' Ay, indeed ; night after night, an old friar, with a pale face, 
and dressed all in white and black, and a black scull-cap on his 
head, came to me in a dream, and bid me go to Ireland, to a cer- 
tain spot in a certain connty, that I know very well, and under the 
slab of his tomb, that has a cross and some old Romish letters on 
it, in an old abbey I often saw before now, I'd find a treasure that 
would make me a rich man all the days of my life." 

*^ Mn^a, sir," asked Shamns, scarce able prudently to control bis 
agitation, ^* and did he tell yon that the treasure lay bnried there 
ever so long nnder the open sky and the onld walls ?" 

''No ; but he told me I was to find the slab covered in by a shed, 
that a poor man had lately built inside the abbey for himself and 
Ills family." 

'' Whoo, by the powers !" shouted Shamus, at last thrown off 
his guard by the surpassing joy derived from this intelligence, as 
well as by the effects of the ale ; and, at the same Ume, be jaBa^)ed 
np, cutting a capor with his legs, and flonriabhig lys sbilelagh. 
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" Why, what's the matter with you ?" asked his friend, glanc- 
ing at him a frowning and misgiving look. 

" We ax pardon, sir.** Shamns raUied his prndence. " An* 
«nre, sorrow a thing is the matter wid me, only the dhrop, I be- 
lieve, made me do it, as it ever and always does, good luck to it 
for the same. An' isn't what we were spaking about the biggest 
raumatish* undher the sun, sir ? Only it's the laste bit in the 
world quare to me, how you'd have the dhrame about your own 
country, that you didn't see for so many years, sir, — for twenty 
long years, I think you said. Sir ? Shamus had now a new object 
in putting his sly question." 

" If I said so, I forgot," answered the publican, his suspicions of 
Shamus at an end, " But it is about twenty years, indeed, since 
I left Ireland." 

" And by your speech, sir, and your dacency, Fll engage you 
were in a good way in the poor place, afore you left it ?" 

" You guess correctly, friend. (The publican gave way to 
yanity.) Before misfortune came over me, I possessed, along with 
a good hundred acres besides, the very ground that the old ruin, I 
saw, in the foolish dream I told you, stands upon." 

"An* so did my curse-o'-God-uncle," thought Shamus, his 
heart's blood beginning to boil, though, with a great effprt, he 
kept himself seemingly cod. " And this is the man foment me, 
if he answers another word 111 ax him. — Faix, sir, and sure that 
makes your dhrame quarer than ever ; and the ground the ould 
abbey is on, sir, and the good acres round it, did you say they lay 
somewhere in the poor country myself came from ?" 

" What country is that, friend ?" demanded the publican again, 
with a studious frown. 

" The ould county Monagban, sure, sir," replied Shamus, very 
deliberately. 

*' No, but the county of Clare," answered his companion. 

" Was it ?" screamed Shamus, again springing up. The cherished 
hatred of twenty years imprudently bursting out, his uncle lay 
stretched at his feet, after a renewed flourish of his cudgel. " And 
do you know who you are telling it to this morning ? Did you 
over hear that the sisther you kilt, left a bit of a gorsoon behind 
her, that one day or other might overbear you ? Ay," he continued, 
keeping down the struggling man, **' tie t9 poor Shamus Dempsy that's 
kneeling by yon ; ay — and that has mwe to tell yon. The shed 

* UTanseiisew 
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built over the old friar's tomb-stone was bailt by the hands yon feel 

on your throttle, and that tomb-stone is his hearth- stone : and *' 

continued Shamns, beginning to bind the prostrate man with a rope, 
snatched from the bench near them — '* while yon lie here a while, 
an' no one to help yon, in the cool of the morning, I'll jnst take a 
start of yon on the road home, to lift the flag and get the threasnre 
— and follow me, if you dare ! You know there's good money bid 
for your head in Ireland — so here goes. Yes, faiih and wid this — 
this to help me on the way !" He snatched up a heavy purse, 
which had fallen from his uncle's pocket in the struggle. ^^ And 
sure, there's neither hurt nor harm in getting back a little of 
a body's own from you. A bright good morning, uncle, dear !" 

Shamus dragged his manacled relative into the shop, quicklj 
shut to and locked the door, flung the key over the house into the 
Thames, and the next instant was running at headlong speed. 

He was not so deficient in the calculations of common sense, as 
to think himself yet out of his uncle's power. It appeared, indeed, 
pretty certain, that neither for the violence done to his person, nor 
for the purse appropriated by his nephew, the outlawed murderer 
would raise a hue and cry aft^r one, who, aware of his indentity, 
could deliver him up to the laws of his country. But Shamus felt 
certain that it would be a race, between him and his nncle, for the 
treasure that lay under the friar's tomb-stone : — his simple nature 
supplied no stronger motive for a pursuit, on the part of a man 
whose life now lay in the breath of his mouth. Full of his convic- 
tion, however, Shamus saw he had not a moment to lose, until the 
roof of his shed in the old abbey again sheltered him. So, freely 
making use of his uncle's guineas, he purchased a strong horse in 
the outskirts of London, and to the suprise, if not under the heavy 
suspicions of the vender, set off at a gallop upon the road bj which 
he had, the day before, gained the great metropolis. 

A ship was ready to sail at Bristol for Ireland ; but, to Shamus's 
discomfiture, she waited for a wind. He got aboard, however, and 
in the darksome and squalid hold often knelt down, and with clasped 
hands, and panting breast, petitioned heaven for a favourable 
4)reeze. But from morning until evening the wind remained as be 
had found it, and Shamus despaired. His uncle, meantime, might 
have reached some other port, and embarked for their country. la 
Jthe depth of his anguish he heard a brisk bustle upon deck, clam- 
bered iip to investigate its cause, and found the ship's sails already 
half unfurled to a wind that promised to bear him to his native 
chores by the next morning. The last light of day yet lingered in 
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the heavens : he glanced, now under way, to the iquaj of Bristol. 
A group, who had been watching the departure of the vessel, turned 
round to note the approach to them of & man, who ran furiously 
towards the place where they stood, pointing after her, and 
evidently speaking with vehemence, although no words reached 
Shamns's ear. Neither was his eye sure of this person's features, 
but his heart read them distinctly. A boat shot from the quay ; 
the man stood up in it, and its rowors made a signal, 

Shamus stepped to the gangway, as if preparing to hurl his pur- 
suer into the sea. The captain took a speaking-trumpet, and, in- 
forming the boat that he could not stop an instant, advised her to 
wait for another merchantman, which would sail in an hour. And, 
during and after his speech, his veseel ploughed cheerily on, mak- 
ing as much way aa she was adapted to accomplish. 

Shamns's bosom felt lightened of its immediate terror, but not 
freed of apprehension for the future. The ship that was to sail in 
an hour haunted his thoughts : he did not leave the deck, and, 
although the night proved very dark, his anxious eyes were never 
turned from the English coast. Unusual fatigjie and want of sleep 
now and then overpowered him, and his^enses swam in a wild and 
snatching slumber ; but from this he would start, crying out and 
clinging to the cordage, as the feverish dream of an instant pre- 
sented him with the swelling canvass of a fast- sailing ship, which 
came suddenly bursting through the gloom of midnight, alongside 
of his own. Morning dawned, really to unveil to him the object of 
his fears, following almost in the wake of her rival. He glanced 
in the opposite direction, and beheld the shores of Ireland ; in an- 
other hour he jumped upon them ; but his enemy's face watched 
him from the deck of the companion vessel, now not more than a 
few ropes' lengths distant. 

Shamus mounted a second good horse, and spurred towards 
home. Often did he look back, but without seeing any cause for 
increased alarm. As yet, however, the road had been level and 
winding, and, therefore, could not allow him to span much of it at 
a glance. After noon, it ascended a high and lengthened hill, 
surrounded by wastes of bog. As he gained the summit of this 
hill, and again looked back, a horseman appeared, sweeping to its 
foot. Shamus galloped at full speed down the now quickly-fall- 
ing road ; then along its level continuation for about a mile ; and 
then up another eminence, more lengthened, though not so steep as 
the former ; and from it still he looked back, and caught the figure 
of the horseman breaking over the line of the hill he had ps^sed. 

u 
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For hours such was the character of the chase ; until the road 
naiTowed, and began to wind amid an uncultivated and aninhabited 
mountain wilderness. Here Shamus's horse tripped and fell ; the 
rider, little injured, assisted him to his legs, and, with lash and 
spur, re-urged him to pursue his course. The animal went forward 
in a last effort, and, for still another span of time, well befriended 
his rider. A rocky valley, through which both had been gallop- 
ing, now opened at its fuiiher end, presenting to Shamus's eye, 
in the distance, the sloping ground, and the ruin which, with its 
mouldering walls, encircled his poor home ; and the getting sun 
streamed golden rays through the windows and rents of the old 
abbey. 

The fugitive gave a weak cry of joy, and lashed hb beast again. 
The cry seemed to be answered by a shout ; and a second time, 
after a wild plunge, the horse fell, now throwing Shamns off with 
a force that left him stunned. And yet he heard the hoofs of an- 
other horse come thundering down the rocky way ; and, while be 
made k faint effort to rise on his hands, and look at bis pursuer, 
the horse and horseman were very near, and the voice of his uncle 
cried '^ Stand !" at the same time that the speaker fired a pistol, of 
which the ball struck a stone at Shamus's foot. The next moment 
his uncle, having left his saddle, stood over him, presenting a 
second pistol, and he spoke in a low but dbtinct voice. 

'' Spawn of a beggar ! This is not merely for the chance of riches 
given by our dreams, though it seems, in the teeth of all I ever 
thought, that the devil tells truth at last. No, nor it is not quire 
for the blow ; but it is to close the lips tbat^ with a single word, 
can kill me. You die, to let me live !" 

" Help r' — aspirated Shamus's heart, turning itself to Heaven— 
" help me, but now, not for the sake of the goold either — but for 
the sake of them that will be left on the wild world without me— * 
for them help me, great Crod l" 

Hitherto his weakness and confusion had left him passive. Be- 
fore his uncle spoke the last words, his silent prayer was offered, 
and Shamus had jumped upon his assailant. They struggled, and 
dragged each other down. Shamus felt the muzzle of the pistol at 
his breast ; heard it snap — but only snap ; he seized and mastered 
it, and once more the uncle was at the mercy of his nephew. 
Shamus's hand was raised to deal a good blow ; but he checked 
himself, and addressed the almost senseless ears of his captive. 

" No ; you're my mother's blood, and a son of her'a will neyer 
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draw it from your heart ; but I can make sure of you again — stop 
a bit." 

He ran to his own prostrate horse, took off its bridle and its 
saddle-girth, and with both secured his uncle's limbs, beyond all 
possibility of the struggler being able to escape from their control. 

" There," resumed Shamus, " lie there till we have time to send 
an ould friend to see you, that, Fll go bail, will take good care 
of your four bones. And do you know where I'm going now ? 
You tould me, on Lunnon Bridge, that you knew that^ at least," — 
(pointing to the abbey,) — " ay, and the quare ould hearthstone 
that's to be found in it. And so, look at this, uncle, honey," — 
(be vaulted upon his relation's horse,) "I'm just goin' to lift it 
off 0* the barrel-pot full of good ould goold, and you have only to 
cry halves, and you'll get it as sure as that the big divvle is in the 
town you came from." 

Nance Dempsy was nursing her new-bom babe, sitting up in her 
straw, and doing very well after her late illness, when oldTOoreen 
tottered in from the front of the ruin, to tell her that " the body 
they were just speaking about was driving up the hill, mad, like 
as if 'twas his own spent in great throuble." And the listener had 
not recovered from her surprise, when Shamus ran into the shed, 
£nng himself, kneeling, by her side, caught her in his arms, then 
seized her infant, covered it with kisses, and then, roughly throw- 
ing it into her lap, turned to the fire-place, raised one of the rocky 
seats lying near it, poised the ponderous mass over the hearth-stone, 
and shivered into pieces, with one crash, that solid barrier between 
him and his visionary world of wealth. 

^*- It's cracked he is, out an' out, of a certainty," said Nance, look- 
ing terrified at her husband. 

"Nothing else am I !" shouted Shamus, after groping under the 
broken slab ; " An', for a token, get along with yourself out of this, 
owld gran !" 

He started up, and seized her by the shoulder : Noreen remon- 
strated. He stooped for a stone ; she ran ; he pursued her to the 
arches of the roin ; she stopped half way down the descent. He 
pelted her with clods to the bottom, and along a good piece of her 
road homeward ; and then, dancing back into his wife's presence. 

" Now, Nance," he cried, " now that we're by ourselves, what 
noise is this like !" 

" And he took out han'f uls after han'fuls of the ould goold afore 
her face, my dear," added the original narrator of this story. " An* 
after the gangers, and their crony, Ould Nick, ran Off wid tho 
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uncle of him, Kance and he, and the childer, lived together in their 
father's alid mother's house, and if they didn't live and die happy, 
I wish that yon and I may." 
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Lbss than a centtuy agO) as we learn from tradition, deposits of trea* 
snre were frequently esdiumed from interment, in Ireland, by lucky 
dreamers— the spot where such lay concealed being invariably revealed 
in a dream — that is^ a dream three times dreamt. Those deposits being 
made^ was supposed, during the almost continuous change of inhabit- 
ants, wnen civil wars, and tninsplantations, and confiscations were the 
order of the day. 

Now-a-days, however, snob good fortune is scarcely heard of. Peqple 
grow rich, to be sure ; and often unaccountably fill their granaries ; 
that is, unaccountable to the gleaners in the stubble fields ; but '* crocks 
of goold*' are neither dreamt of or dug up, that I can hear of. 

An occurrence took place, somewhat beyond seventy years ago, which 
even now it would be heterodoxy to disbelieve, and which I give on the 
authority of the principal actor concerned in the adventure. 

Phelim Bryan, a broguemaker, residing in Kilkenny, dreamed three 
dreams, that in a comer of the mouldering priory of Kells, within seven 
miles of him, a ** power of gold'* lay concealed. Phelim Bryan placed im- 
plicit faith in his three dreams. But the place was so distant from his 
residence, so lonely, and so thickly tenanted by the dead, that, being of 
a timid natiu-C) he shrank from the idea of going alone to disinter the 
treasure. If the exhumation were to be made while there was daylight, 
he mi^ht have ventured, and without entrusting his secret to any one. 
But his good sense told him, that if the ** crock of goold" were brought 
to the surface, under the eye of day, he could expect nothing less tiian 
a general scramble for it by the inhabitants of the entire neighbourhood, 
and he was of opinion that he might be the ** Paddy-last" inthescufBe, 
and so his three dreams and all h^ labour go for nothing. 

Phelim Bryan could not screw up his courage to the resolution ol 
wending by himself at night to the priory of Kells, particularly, as 1^ 
whole world knew, that hidden gold was always watched over by a 
supernatural guardian, whether such watcher might be the troubled 
spuit of the hider, or a dangerous fiend, had not been satisfactorily 
ascertained. 

In his embarrassment Phelim Bryan took to his confidence two 
brethren of his craft — three is admittedly a lucky number. The three 
held council together, and they agreed to go in company ; they set out 
from Kilkenny, well provided wiui tools and with a lantern, and attll» 
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hour when labour, the veritable Morpheas, bestows the blessing of pro- 
found slumber on his disciples, the three expectant broguemakers stole 
quietly into the gloomy ruin at Kells, a fitful moon throwing mysterious 
gleams of white ghastly light occasionally through the roofless building. 

Phelim Bryan, during a more than usual moon-glinting, pointed out 
without hesitation, the precise spot thrice indicated to him in his dream, 
and lighting the candle in his lantern, by means of his tinder-box and 
matches, he and Andrew Treahy fell to work to delve amongst the 
graves ; while the third broguemaker, Paddy Dullard, kept watch for 
them. This duty was assigned to Paddy Dullard, inasmuch as he was 
known to be a stout-hearted fellow, not easily daunted, either by flesh 
or blood, or by less tangible interference. 

Phelim Bryan and his co-labourer had shovelled away might and 
main for more than an hour, and during the progress of their task had 
pitched up more than one skull, with other human relics, to be glanced 
at by the moon, during her capricious inspection of what was gomg on. 

** By the life, we are on it," whispered Andrew Treahy to Phelim 
Bryan ; ** there's something hard under the spade." 

" Good fellow, good fellow," Phelim Bryan whispered in return. 

While Phelim Bryan was whispering his approval of Andrew Treahy's 
welcome intelligence, both the whisperers withdrew spade an^ cdiovel 
hastily from their work, and endeavoured to read each other's faces, 
which the moon shining brightly for an instant enabled them to do. 

Phelim Bryan saw that Andrew Treahy was frightened. And Andrew 
Treahy ascertained, during the hasty view he was enabled to take of 
Phelim Bryan, that Phelim Bryan's eyes were starting from their sockets 
as their glances met. And no wonder that the resurrectionists should 
be terrified — immediately following the interchange of whispers between 
them — a deep, melancholy groan, or, more properly, a sound, partly 
groan, partly angry bellow, partly discordant wail — such an indescrib- 
able minglement oi.pain, grief, and fury, as could not possibly emanate 
from living human breast, travelled round and round through the 
mouldering archways and crevices of the ruin. « 

The two coldly- perspiring broguemakers ceased their work, and leaned 
on their shovels listening to the unnaturally prolonged lamentation, when 
Paddy Dullard, the watch-man, stumbled over the graves and other im- 
pediments until he reached them. The cool nonchalance of Paddy Dullard 
on the occasion was afterwards honourably mentioned as a proof of the 
unflinching bravery of his nature ; there was no sign of trepidation or 
apprehension in the tone of his voice as he addressed his colleagues ; on 
the contrary, he spoke in the accents of a triumphant adventurer ; he 
spoke as an Australian minor would speak when turning up nuggets : — 
** Work away, my hearties," he said, cheerily — ** work away, body and 
soul, my hearties. By the piper that played before Moses, you'll be on 
the crock o* goold in no time — didn't you hear that wicked shout ? — 
and, look, look, standing by the tall headstone near you, the thieving 
spirit of the fellow that hid the goold is watching you. Work, work, 
my men, and to the devil with broguemaking while grass grows and 
wather runs." 

The moon, that had been playing fast and loose all the night, favoured 
the explorers so far as to enable the diggers to discern a tall unearthly 
flgure, standing on a headstone not more than three feet from them, and 
the same terrible lamentation they had heard before was repeated. 
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Phelim Brvan snatched up his lantern, but he did not pause to secure 
his spade and shovel — he scrambled away as fast as the inequalities of 
the graves would permit ; and Andrew li^ahy ran or stumbled close at 
the heels of Phelim Bryan. As for Paddy Dullard, when he found him- 
self left alone with the '* spirit** of the fellow who had hidden the 
** crock o* goold," he slowly and unwillingly withdrew, shaking his head 
at the fruitlessness of the night*s adventure. 

Next market-day, when {dl the broguemakers of Kilkenny had as- 
sembled in the portion of the street where their bog-de^ring foot gear 
was exposed for sale in their large baskets, (brogues and broguemaken 
were then forty to one more numerous than they are now,) a certain 
Luke Shortall enquired, in a jeering kind of way, of his neidibour 
Phelim Bryan, as to the value of the ** crock of goold" that he rhelim 
had dug up in the ruins of Kells. Phelim Bryan was somewhat taken 
aback by having this inquiry made— how could Luke Shortall have got 
his knowledge ? He had not told his secret to any one, barring Andrew 
Treahy and Paddy DuUard. 
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Napoleon wanted a fresh supply of " food for powder," and so 
urgently, that the time usually allowed, even during the war, be 
tween the choice of a conscript and his departure for actual service 
became limited upon this occasion to a few days. 

In many a village through France, the winter's morning which 
ushered in the day upon which the peasant lads were to " tirer leur 
sortj*' in the different adjacent towns, presented scenes of trem- 
bling bustle. We are upon the high road outside one little hamlet. 
Two young fellows pass us arm in arm, talking earnestly, though 
in a low tone. They are brothers, the only support of an aged and 
feeble inother. The elder being chef de famille^ since his father's 
death, is not called upon to attend the mayor and sub-prefect, in 
the town towards which they walk ; he only conveys the younger 
lad a little way on the road, to bid God bless biro, and deliver him 
from a ^' mauvais numero," You may guess, indeed, from the 
patched working-dress of the one, that it is not his intention to ac- 
company his (unwillingly) holiday-clad brother far out of the vil- 
lage ; and you may infer that the necessity of not missing a single 
day of agricultural labour sends him back to the farmer's team or 
bara.— He must retrace his steps already. The brothers stop at 
the bottom of the first little hill, speak a moment to each other, 
doff their caps, kiss cheeks, and part. The cadet bounds up the 
road bravely, at once to disgube his feelings and make a little show 
of response to the call of " glory and country." As the aini re- 
passes you, his step is heavy, his head drooped, his hands clenched, 
as they swing at his sides, and his eyes— but he will not let you 
see them. 

Another pair approach— a lad and a girl. He is laughing, or 
doing his best to laugh; she is shedding tears, though sometimes 
she smiles too. Are they brother and sister ?— Hardly. Their arms 
h*.ppen to be interlaced at one another's backs — and observe how 
cjcpressively he— or she— or both kiss. Let them go their ways 
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in peace, and without aronsing excessive sympathy. He is the 
youngest of five stoat sons, whose father and mother are living 
and thriving, and may pretty well be spared as a contribution from 
his native village to national honour and glory. . And though 'tis 
interesting and pleasing to witness the romantic distress of the 
young couple, — lovers according to the rules, that is, with the con- 
sent of both their families — ^yet they are too young to be married 
yet a-while ; and Arriette will be constant — if she can ; and he may 
come home an officer, or a corporal at least ; or if he never come 
Iiome — why then, AiTiette will be very, very much afBicted. They 
disappear from us over the hiH together, and it seems she has got 
kave to accompany him to the town, that she may the sooner leara 
whether he is to " tomber^' or not. 

A middle-aged man and his wife, leaning at either side upon 
their son, now attract our notice. ^ Still, one should always live 
in good hopes, my child," says the mother, while passing by us ; 
but even her voice does not support the recommendation of her 
wcn-ds. In fact, her hopes of Ciovis drawing a good nnmber,'* 
are very slight, and a kind of superstition augments her apprehen- 
sions for his lot. . Among the peasantry of France it goes as a rule 
that if one of a famiiy of many sons is cast as a conscript, the 
others, from time to time, are sure to share his fate : and she has 
some reason for putting vague faith in the infiuence of the supposed 
fatality. About seven years befwe, her eldest boy, after drawing 
a ^' bad number,'' joined the army, and fell in his first battle-field. 
Another conscription was ordered, and her second fared as bi» 
brother had done. Another, and her third, left her, and soon re-^- 
turned, badly wounded ; and now creeps about her cottage droop- 
ing, pale, and unable to work. The fourth is on his waj to try 
his fortune — and he is her last, too — that is, the last able to htflp 
her and his father, for little Pierre is only ten. — God speed thesc^ 
the old couple this day, — and may they march home, Ciovis be* 
tween them to supper, a happy pair. 

Standing by the road-side to witness the departure of these and 
many other villagers, for the town, .our position was at one of the 
piers of an avenue of elm tre^ which lead up to a ch^teas of some 
respectability. Presently voices sounded, coming down the avenue^ 
and many humble groups on the high road stopped to take off their 
caps, and bow, or else to simper and curtsey, xad give their ^^ban 
jour"* to the speakers, who soon joined them. 

"Good day, Mademoiselle Hortense — ^good day. Monsieur 
FraD9oid," said many kind and respectful voices, accompanied hj 
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the smiles and looks and action wbich peasants oitt of France know 
nothing of. 

Mademoiselle Hortense was a 3ronDg ladj of abooft twenty, her 
height good, her figure straight as a poplar, her carriage free^ 
noble — all but haughty — and yet it was simple, too. No one called 
her beautiful ; but every one spoke of the spirit and expression of 
her face — and indeed it could not be seen once, and soon forgotten. 
Its complexion was almost Moorish ; perhaps her ancestors had not 
escaped, in times gone, some contact with Oriental bloody when thfr 
south of France was partially inhabited by swarthy children of the- 
sun — and from the south, we have heard, her family first came into 
the almost extreme northern province whdch is now country to her^ 
Hortense's eye, too— her round, powerful fascinating black eye, 
shaded by her intensely black hair, had a fitfully firm glance, such,. 
It is said, (though softened in her,) as struck with astonishment, if 
with nothing else, the good citizens of Paris, when the bold and 
brave Marseillais suddenly appeared in their streets, chanoting their 
tremendous hymn, and glaring upcMi the new objects around them, 
with an expression traced to their mixed descent from infidel and 
Christian. But let not an illustration unfemtnize, in the slightest 
degree, our Hortense. If nature gave her a feature which truly 
revealed spirit and power, another was conferred abounding witb 
softness and goodness — ^her mouth^-beaotiful month ! narrow, full, 
richly-coloured, out-breathing, and constantly putting in play two 
. dimples. Nay, a particular individual has averred that Hortense's 
eyes, when they met his, were, of all features of her face, the 
gentlest, softest, tenderest, kindest, best. 

However, this is a little too much of Hortense, devotedly as we 
love her. Her companion, whom the peasants have called Mon- 
sieur Francois, is to be introduced. He was a young man of two- 
and-twenty, it was said— -nay, insisted on — etee he would not have 
appeared in the avenue this morning. Yet, from his slight figure, 
a little stooped and not strongly knit, and from his boyish, pale, 
unbearded and nnwhiskered face, he did not appear to be as old as 
the girl who leaned on* his arm. 

" And is no one to be spared, in these times. Mademoiselle 
Hortense," continued an old man, after he had saluted her, ^' not 
even the best among us ? And must Monsieur Fran9oi3 take hia 
chance with the poorest ?'* 

" My brother," answered Hortense, " is proud to take his chance 
for serving his country and his Emperor, at the side of the other 
brave youths — no matter how poor — of our district.'^ 
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V " The call to nvar, Oudard," added Francois, smiling at his old ' 
neighbour," " has never yet been neglected by one of my family." 

The old man with his parting compliment, bowed, put on his 
battered old hat, and left them. The brother and sister stood still 
at the bottom of the avenue, both looking in the same diiection. 

" 'Tis time Eugene were here, if he is to accompany me to the 
town," resumed Francois. 

" Yes, indeed," replied Hortense, " and he is not generally so 
unpnnctual ; — but, my brother, you must feel the morning air very 
cold, for you tremble a little ?" 

" Do I ? — ^"tis nothing, Hortense ;— ten minutes* brisk walking 
towards the town will cure it, if our friend would only come as he 



*' Here he is, then," said Hortense, as the young man they ex- 
pected jumped over a stile at the other side of the road, nearly 
opposite to them. 

Engine was twenty- five; well-formed, well-featured, manly- 
looking, but rustic. He wanted something of the elevated cha- 
racter which stamped the appearance of Hortense and P>an9ois, 
though in such different ways. Hortense, however, did not seem 
to think contemptuously of his agricultural mannerism, as he walked 
across the road, bowing, and smiling to her. She blushed, to be 
sure — that is, her deep brunette cheeks became, of a suddin, of a 
rich, red colour. But we are .certain it was not because she was 
ashamed of him that Hortense blushed. 

After greetings, a few words served to make Francois and En- 
gine ready to start for the town. " God bless you, my Brother !" 
said Hortense, offering her cheek, while her noble eyes were now 
moist and half closed — " God bless you — and though, as you have 
yourself just said, no man of our ancient family ever yet turned an 
indifferent ear to the call of country and of honour, still, my 
brother" — her voice failed her, and the tears would not keep 
bounds — " still I will pray, all this day, that for the present, you 
may be spared to those who love you. — Eugene, good morning!*' 
She turned quickly up the avenue, drawing round her her little 
brown cloak, and pulling forward her coarse straw bonnet. 

" For glory and country !" cried Francois, taking his friend's 
arm to lead him off. 

" Stop one moment — ^IVe forgotten just to ask Hortense one 
word" — said Engine — and he ran after his mistress. 

*^ Folly !" cried Francois, — " soft nonsense at the moment we 
have hard blows to think of ! — ^you may overtake me if you can, 
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Eng^De !'*— He spoke in a brave, shooting tone, and disappeared 
from the avenue. 

** I will catch you in two jumps," shouted Eugene in return. 
*^ Hortense," be continned, joining her, ^' there will be no one at 
home with you in the house to-day, except your poor sick mother 
and the servants." 

" Well, Eugdne, and what of that?— 'I thank you for your anx- 
iety about me — but can I not take care of the house and servants, 
and of my dear mother, too, for a few hours ? — Besides, Antoine" 
(her elder brother, and clief de famille,) *' may be home from his 
long journey before evening : — ^)'ou know he has been many days 
expected." 

" Well, Hortense, good-bye — ^you know you have not bid me 

good-bye yet " (a moment's break here in the dialogue) — " and 

Hortense — ** 

*' What, Eugene ?" as he paused. 

" This day, of all days, would not be the day to — ^" 

He stopt short again, but Hortense knew what he meant, and 
went on for him. 

" To receive a visit from your rich rival, Eugene ? he — ^" she 
continued, contemptuously, '^ who has the chateau hard-by, with a 
window for every day in the year in it ? — ^you are right, my friend. 
If ever his company was disagreeable to me, it must be till I see 
you again — ^you and Francois, together, I mean. — Eugene — ** she 
paused, in her turn, looked most wistfully into her lover's face, laid 
her hand on his arm, and beginning with the word '^ Fran9ois," 
was about to make an important request : but she suddenly checked 
herself — and saying — " but no — time enough for that — for even a 
breath of it, — when I shall see you both again — " she again turned 
from Eugene, and he bounded d.>wn the avenue to overtake his friend. 

Hortense gained the open space before the enclosed cour of the 
chateau. It had originally been covered with soft grass, but the 
constant irruptions of the poultry, pigs, horses, and cows, from the 
farm, which bounded it on one side at right angles with the chateau, 
left it at present little appearance of verdure, or even of uniformity 
or cleanliness. — We have, indeed, often been outraged in taste and 
patience, in France, by observing how frequently the immediate 
vicinity of a respectable and comfortable house is thus littered by 
fixing the abode of the small fai mer, with its almost endless ap- 
pendages of stables, cow-sheds, sheep-sheds, pigstyes, &c., close 
within view and contact. But that is scarcely to our present 
purpose. 
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As Hortense, treading her way caatiooslj between beasts, 
brutes, and fowls of many kinds, (to speak of nothing else,) ap- 
proached the farmer's thatched house, she saw his stalwart, though 
comely daughter, hoMing out a flat basket of breakfast-mess for 
the poultry, while she screamed an invitation to tbem, on their 
predatory wanderings far and near, in a succession of shrill and 
nearly diabolical cadences. 

'' Good day. Mademoiselle," said the maiden, interrupting her 
summons to the cocks and hens, and turkeys, the ducks, and their 
offspring of low degree — ^yet she bawled to her young mistress 
almost as loud as she had to them — " Good day. Mademoiselle — 
and may God make this day end happily for you/* 

^' The eggs, Madeline, for breakfast," said Hortense, distantly, 
for she did not like the prayer put up by Madeline, for certain rea- 
sons — " since I am abroad so early, I may as well take them home 
myself." 

" Ay, ay, — abroad so early indeed," resumed Madeline — ** and 
too early, for any good is to come of it, I am sure. Mademoi- 
selle, — if Monsieur Francois shouldyb// to-day,- what b to be done?" 

'^ Done ? What do you mean, my child T asked Hortense, in 
real or feigned surprise. 

''Oh, 1 have heard my father and my mother talk it orer, 
Mademoiselle — and they say it will be quite impossible to get a 
substitute, this time, the drain of men is so great eyerywhexe, and 
the price so very high." 

^* And who told thee^ Madeline, or thy father and mother, either, 
that we — ^my brother and his family — are so poor as not to be able 
to purchase a substitute — ^high as the price may be ?" asked Hor- 
tense, now putting Madeline at her distance, as she used the tu-im 
or, suppose Monsieur Francois does draw a bad number, who told 
thee he may not prefer to serve his country personally, rather than 
by a substitute ?" 

'* H^las, poor Monsieur Francois !" — sighed Madeline, with a 
knowing shake of the head. 

" Girl 1" — cried Hortense — " what dare you say of my brother?" 

" Nothing, Mademoiselle — ^nothing, upon my honor — it a not I 
that say it ^" 

'* Say what ?" 

'^ Nothing, indeed — nothing, Mademoiselle — only that he has 
often been sickly and weakly, and might not have health or strength 
enough for a soldier." 

" Bah ! — the eggs, girl — and the freshest." Hortense soon had 
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them in the little basket, and crossed oyer to the ch&teao, seemingly 
anconcerned and nnmoved by Madeline's chatter, bnt really and 
deeply agitated by it. 

She did not, however, allow any one in the house to notice her 
feelings, by her manner. To prepare for the old and feeble mothesr* 
descent to breakfast, she closely watched, as was her wont, the 
labours of the rustic servant, whose business it was to pile up the 
logs on the hearth in the salle ^ manger^ to wheel round the im- 
mense, old-fashioned, half-decayed arm-chair, to their blaze, and 
sweep, and dust, and arrange, and, in a word, do the best to make 
the spacious apartment not have the air of being badly and poorly 
furnished. When, with the assistance of the same attendant, 
Hortense had placed her mother in her usual seat, the earnest, fond^ 
coaxing devotion with which she induced the half-doting invalid to 
take her morning's meal, showed nothing of a reserved care prey- 
ing upon her very heart. They spoke little together of Fran9ois, or 
of the interests of the day connected with him — for, in fact, the 
old woman's mind was so decayed nothing distinctly affected her. 

After breakfast, Hortense left her mother to the care of a young 
girl, and ascended to her brother Antoine's chamber, with the pro- 
f eped purpose of seeing that it was in order for his expected return 
to his family. '* I must keep myself employed, except when I 
kneel down to pray," was Hortense's mental resolve. ^' God, 
grant that Antoine may come back with the money he has gone to 
borrow of our rich uncle — God, grant it !" she continued, entering 
his chamber. A look around informed her that little was wanted 
in the arrangement of the apartment. Before she turned out of it, 
she could not help remarking how like her elder brother's mind and 
character were many of the appendages of the place, added to it 
by himself : — the fowling pieces, the pistols ; an antique sword once 
wielded by a distinguished warlilce ancestor ; a wolf-spear ; roots of 
flowers, preserved on rough shelves from the frosts of winter : paper 
bags of seeds, hung against the wall; ponderous country-made shoes, 
calling to mind the manful, almost rude, tread and stride of their 
owner, in all weathers, here and there, over the few acres which 
misfortune had left to the descendants of a once wealthy and power- 
ful family. And for the private library of Antoine, his sister 
smiled to think how easily its volumes could be numbered ; they 
were in fact bnt two ; one an odd tome of an old fabulous history 
of France ; the other, a great folio quite as old, entitled La Maison 
RtLstique ; containing loqaacious and quaint insti^uotions how to 
make and keep in order gardens of various kinds^ shrubberies, vine- 
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yards, pleasnre-gronnds ; how to make all descriptions of wine^, 
and how to brew, and how to bake within doora. 

Bat Hortense did not smile when, by association, her mind, and 
with it her steps, turned to her younger brother's study, contrived 
next his sleeping apartment. Here, as she paused at its door, none 
of the indications of a rough masculine mind, like Antoine^s, were 
Tis le ; no weapons nor implements of country sport ; bo spear for 
the wolf, who was occasionally, thongh not often, to be met with 
in the adjacent forests ; — no relic of family heroism ; no arms of 
defence ; even no symptoms of attention to the garden or the farm. 
Of books, indeed, there were enough, but all, whether poetical or 
prosaic, of a soft, or dreamy, or gentle cast ; and a guitar lay on a 
chair beside the student's table ; and landscape sketches, mostly 
un6nished, were pinned to the walls. 

'^ Amiable and beloved Francois!*' sighed Hortense, as she sat 
to the table — " My brother, my friend, my tutor ; — you to whom 
I owe almost a mind, and whose goodness and gentleness have 
improved my heart — woman's as it is ! — my brother ! my bro- 
ther ! — a merciful Providence grant I may be deceived in my fears 
for you r* She fell on her knees, and the prayers of Hortense 
were long and fervid. 

The wind entering through a balf-opened window, wafted to her 
side a piece of torn paper, written upon, but blotted and scratched 
over here and there. Its rustle disturbed her devotions ; her eye 
fixed upon it ; she knew her younger brother's hand ; and the fint 
words of it, unconsciously perused by Hortense, made her hurry, 
in spite of herself, through the whole. It was but a fragment of 
seemingly an aspiration to Heaven, torn in pieces by its writer ; 
and, doubtless, he had never meant it for any eye, but hb own. 
^' But even this is like him," thought Hortense, ^' the want of pre- 
sense of mind which, in the nervous bustle of leaving the bouse 
this morning, could make him overlook an evidence so tremendons!" 

Hortense could decipher only a few sentences of the paper ; but 
she read enough to make her start to her feet from her knees in 
consternation, anger, and horror ; enough to make her matter, and 
(so soon after her prayers) almost imprecate ; enough to make her 
tear the scrawl into a thousand little bits, and stamp them under 
her feet, as if she would annihilate them, and with them the sense 
of the written words within the breast of her brother. And then 
she rushed out of the room, her uttermost feeling being that of de- 
testation of it, and almost of him. 

But love and pity soon re -asserted themselves over her ; and afUr 
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them came, upon confirmation of her worst fears long indulged, in- 
tense, agonizing solicitude, and dread of ber own and her family's 
honour as much as for her brother's. She flang herself on ber knees 
again in her own room, and ber only prayer now was, either that 
Fran9ois might not draw a bad number that day, or else that Antoine 
might come back with money to purchase a substitute for him. 

The f tep of a horse in the paved court-yard drew her to a win- 
dow. It was Antoine come back : but, after flying to embrace him, 
Hortenso soon knew that half of her prayer was denied. Their 
rich relative would not lend him a som^ although the necessities of 
the family, accumulating for years, now seemed to threaten them 
with literal ruin. 

After thi^, Hortense rested but upon one slight and tremulous 
hope; to prove which vain or true, she most still wait many- 
hours. For the rest of the day, she scarce opened her lips ; and, 
mostly sittiog alone in her chamber, the anguish of suspense was 
fearful to her. Eugene's rich rival came a wooing, as he often did : 
she would not descend to him. He loitered in the house and in 
the gardens : she was inexorable. 

At length the winter evening fell — the hour for the return of her 
brother and her lover. Hortense stole out of the house unobserved, 
down the avenue, and so posted herself within the fences of the 
road near its termination, that she could observe every one who 
came by. One after the other, the groups who had passed the 
avenue in the morning, or the greater part of them, appeared re- 
turning to the little village, some silent, or only speaking in sad 
tones, others talking loud and laughing : and now and then was 
heard the ^mothered sob, or the repressed lament, of a woman or 
a girl. The poor chef de famille strode by with his only brother 
(the first group we have noticed in the morning), whom, after his 
day's labour, he had gone to meet on his way home ; his Herculean 
arm aicircled the lad's neck, but his head was bent to his chest, 
and he moaned to himself. Amette appeared by her lover's side, 
weeping so determinedly, that his false spirits, the good things he 
said, and the better things he did, could not make her give over. 
But Clovis was marched home to supper between his father and 
mother, a delivered youth; and it seemed, from the occasional 
difficulty he found in keeping the old man steady by his side, and 
hindering him from singing in a very loud and very cracked voice, 
that some good beer or eau-de-vie had celebrated, in the town, or 
on the road, the triumph of the family. 

Hortense looked close as each group passed by : her brother came 
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not. Bat she heard him named, now and then, in whispers, and 
caught disjointed words and tones which entered into her brain like 
adders' fangs. She coald comprehend that something had already 
happened, disgracefol — and destrojing, becanse so — to him, to her, 
to their f amilj — to their ancient honour and name — the idols of her 
worship since childhood, and now the only good left to them all. 
A daring determination already began to dawn in her mind. The 
sound of carriage- wheels diverted her and broke it up. She came 
upon the moonlit road. The heads of Francois and Eugene ap- 
peared, alternately, from the window of the vehicle, as if looking 
to note if their return was watched for. It was singular to see 
them come home in a carnage. No matter : — now, at least, she 
could learn what the whbpers of the passing villagers had not yet 
told her, though they alluded to other things — namely, was 
Fran9ois, or was he not, a conscript ? 

She hurried to meet the carriage. The driver knew her, and 
palled up. 

" Ah, my sister V* shouted Fran9ois, from the window, ** I have 
fallen — I am a soldier !" 

Along with the shrinking of her feelings from this announcement, 
her reason and understanding recoiled upon their own '^ foregone 
conclusions." Could Francois greet her in so laughing and brave 
a tone, if she had done him justice in her former thoughts of him ? 

Scarcely noticing Eugene, she tenderly and weepingiy embraced 
her brother in the caniage, which now conveyed all up the avenue. 
Francois supposed she must be surprised that they had returned not 
a- foot ; but, in fact, as Eugene could tell her, what with getting op 
so unusually early that morning, and taking a long walk fasthag, 
and then the crowd of the place where they had assembled to draw 
their lots, he had been put out of sorts, and could scarce muster 
strength enough to get home witboat a carriage. 

" Were you ill before or after you drew ?" asked Hortense. 

" Before — no, after, I think — was it, Eugene ? — I forget," an^ 
awered the conscript. 

'• After," said Eugene, solemnly and sadly. 

Hortense spoke not another word, although her brother continued 
to talk, in a bantering and hearty voice, of the suddenness with 
which he must enter upon his new trade, and the full practice which 
the new conscripts were promised just as suddenly ; and how glad 
he would be to acquire, by the habits of a soldier's life^ sufficient 
hardiness of frame to keep off such absurd fits of faintnees as thai 
morning had shown him subject to. 
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' Arrived at tiie chateau, Hortense, instead of asking Engine 
ID, bade him good night in so abstracted a manner that the lover 
thought her indifferent, and remarked that if his friend Antoine 
ivere at home he might not be treated so inhospitably. 

" He is at home, Eugene," replied Hortense, (and she felt Fran- 
cois start at her side :) " but, even for that reason, you will not 
ask to mt down among us to-night." 

*' And why not, Hortense ? — has Le Chevalier been visiting here 
to-day!" 

♦' 1 do not know — good night — Mon fr^re I wait to have you 
liand me down : — in fact, Hortense scarcely knew or cared what 
4sbe said. 

" Good night, then," said Eugene, quickly, as he jumped from 
the carriage before Francois moved : then he hastened home. 

" Stop one moment, dear Hortense," resumed Fran9ois yet in the 
carriage, now speaking in a low and constrained voice— " Antoine 
returned, yon say ? — and with the money ?" 

" With not as much as would purchase a substitute for you, my 
Brother, were substitutes to be had at a franc a-piece." 

Her brother sat a moment silently ; but she could hear the hiss- 
ings of his breath between his teeth. At last, at her repeated 
urging, he descended from the vehicle, and offered her his arm. 

*' The evening cold affects you as keenly as that of the morning 
did," she observed, while she leaned on him into the house. 

But to her surprise, Francois appeared in high spirits before her 
brother and her at supper. She watched him close, however, and 
now and then noted within his eye, or upon his suddenly changing 
cheek, or upon his moist forehead, or in his fitful, smothering sigh, 
that which she shuddered to interpret. She noted, too, the ex- 
pression of his earnest embrace of his brother and herself at part- 
ing for the night : and her heart sank within her. 

" I will watch him still," resolved Hortense. And she did so, 
as closely as circumstances permitted, for hours after he retired 
to his chamber. Francois bolted himself in ; but she heard his un- 
even steps about the apartment, his groans, his wretched weeping, 
his mutterings, after intervals of silence, when she imagined he had 
cast himself in a chair or across his bed. It must have been towards 
the dawn of the winter's morning that, after a long pause of in- 
action, during which no sounds escaped his lip3, she caught these 
sudden words, as once more be started from his chair — " Ay ! — 
that will end it — and for that cowardice itself at last gives me 
courage. Then he walked tq the door at which she was listening. 

X 
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Horteqse had ficarce time to «96ape out of his view, and yet keep 
her eye upon him, when she saw him steal, with a faltering foot, 
and a haggard face, towards his brother Antoine's chamber. S he 
followed him. The fatigued traveller had left his door open, and 
now slept profomidlY. Fran9ois, continuing his stealthy pace, ap- 
proad^ed the table wnere his brother had put down, freshly charged, 
the pistols he had carried with him on his journey. Hortense 
waited to see no more, but noiselessly flew to act upon a strange 
though powerful thought which some moments before had possessed 
her mind. Her paralysed mother never slept in her bed, but passed 
the nights in an arm-chair, well wrapped up from the cold. With 
a saddenly-acqaired strength, the girl caught up the old woman, 
ran with her out of the chamb^, placed her in her chair inside the 
threshold of that of Fran9ois, before he had time to re-enter it, and, 
standing at her back, waited for him. 

The faint screams of the vaguely terrified invalid sounded on 
his ear, as he staggered, almost blind from agitation, along the cor- 
ridor, with the pistol in one hand and his night-lamp in the other. 
Had his mother been dead, and had her ghost confronted him, Fran- 
cois could not have felt more consternation than at her sight he did. 
'^ What — what's this, Hortense ?" he stammered, his distended 
eyes wandering to his sister. 

^' Your mother and I have come to ask you, Francois, what you 
are going to do with that pistol ?" answered Hortense ; — it was 
still in his hand. — " Give it me, my Brother !" she continued, ad- 
vancing to him : '^ give it !" she repeated, in a loud tone, as he re- 
ceded, and, unconscious of the act, hid it behind his back. 

" Give It !" echoed his mother, her attention roused by tibe force 
of the ckcamstances-^" give it, son Francoui, or I will kneel dowa 
and curse yon !"— Her shrill and scarcely human voice rang through 
the chateau. 

He mechanically extended his haud to Hortense : she put the 
pistol in her bosom. 

'' How help me to bear our mother to her own room, and then 
I will speak with you," resumed Hortense. He again obeyed her. 
An attendant remained with the old woman, and tke brother and 
sister walked back to his apartment. 

'^ I know it all, my brother," said Hortaoffle. 
I " All — what ?" demanded Francois. 

'<0 Francois, Francois, do not ask me to give it a name ! — and 
you know I speak not of what has just happened, but rather what 
it is that put the evil thought into your mind !*-*my brother, my 
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brother, I cfo knpw it all ! — Francois, I could have preferred, much 
as I love you, to have seen yon in your early grave, and to have 
taken my place at your side. — 0, mercies I mercies ! I could have 
perbhed with you, and with all — ^mother, brother, and every one 
of our own name and blood — in ntter ruin of worldly prospects — 
in poverty — in insulted and trampled-down poverty — ay, and in 
the depths of a common prison. Francois — all that, and more — 
anything lips can name, or fancy shadow out, I could have smiled 
at, my brother. Bnt this — this ! — Fran9ois ! Francois !" — Sbe 
wept bitterly, and wrung her hands. 

With scarcely power to pronounce the poor equivocation, he con- 
tinued to ask what she meant. 

" Oh, never !" she resumed, not attending to him — " never, 
from generation to generation, has a woman of our house been 
called a wanton — and, merciful Heaven I never, never before, from 
generation to generation, has a man of our honse been called" — 

** A what ? he interrupted, in false vivacity. 

" I was wrong," she answered, changing her tone ; " I was 
wrong to approach so nearly giving it a name, when I said I 
would not. I do not want to hurt you, Fran9oi8.*' 

^^ Tush !" he cried, assuming a higher tone, though still a false 
one ; " I will not bear such vague insult even from yon, my sister. 
Tell me, or retire this moment ! tell me what it is that no man 
of my family has ever before been called, bnt which yon would , 
now dare to call me ?'* 

" No, no, no — I will not," muttered Hortense. 

" Hortense, / will call you rude and insolent, and false, too, if 
yon do not." 

Her tears ceased — her brow grew stem — she rose from her seat, 
fixed her eyes on him, and advancing slowly, while he stept back, 
said — 

" Listen, then — ^a coward !" 

He started and shivered as if she had discharged at his head 
the pistol she bore in her bosom. 

"Yes, wretched brother! yon /ear, yon fear/ Your heart 
chills in^our body. Your brain burns like fire— -at the thought 
of the lot yon have drawn this day I Yon would shriek 
like a whipt infant to face the noble dangers of a battle- 
field ! A score of strong men, did they bind yon with thongs, 
and nrge yon with base lashes, conld not drag yon, drag 
yon upright, standing on yonr limbs, to face it! Deny not 
mj word^try not to talk me down ! So mighty is the fear 
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at your heart, that, but a moment ago, you would have done 
self -murder to escape its tortures ! And what else would the act 
have proclaimed? Proclaimed to the world, and to men and 
women yet unborn, of you and of your name^ — ^your ancient, your 
glorious name ! What would have been the comment of mankind 
upon you, miserable brother? — ^upon you^ found a corpse this 
morning, because chance made you a soldier yesterday !" 

He had been swaying from side to side, his head hanging 
down ; now he fell without a word. His sister, all her momentary 
passion gone, flew to him, knelt at his side, and put her arms 
around him. He had swooned. She started up for water, put it 
to his lips, and chafed his temples with it. As he recovered, be 
heard her plaintive and soft murmurs at his ear, asking his for- 
giveness, and he felt her caresses. 

" No, no, my brother — my beloved brother !" she continued, 
*tis no fault of yours — however great, however terrible a misfor- 
tune — ^no fault of yours ! 'tis the will of God — with, perhaps, my 
own act. 0, how often have I thought so, and wept to think it was 
my own act to provoke so dark a judgment ! Yes, dear Fran9oi8, 
until the day when running up to you, of a sudden, I fired An- 
toine's pistol, only charged with powder, so close to you — until 
that day you were a brave and reckless boy — ^infant almost — and 
then, I fear, some manful nerve or other gave way I But if 'tis 
even so, a change may again come over you ; and till that hap- 
pens, let us guard jealously the secret of our honour." 

With groans and tears, sitting on the floor, he turned his face 
from her, covering it with his hands. 

** For the present occasion," resumed Hortense, " something 
must be done." 

The action of his figure and attitude showed him more attentive. 

" We must find you a substitute." 

" How ?" he asked, not yet uncovering his face, though he 
turned anxiously towards her. 

*' Leave it to me to think of, my brother. True, there is no 
money in the house, even for our immediate and great wants, 
much less for the purchase of a substitute ; and the only friends 
we have, Eugene and his family, are almost as poor as we are, 
and with more claims on them. Yet leave it to me ; by to-morrow 
morning — indeed, this morning at breakfast — ^you shall know 
more. Return to your bed ; 1 will go to my own chamber. Fare- 
well, my brother. Only promise that you will wait patiently till 
l)reakfast, and all may yet be well" 
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He gave the promise required. She left him with renewed 
embraces ; recollecting, however, the betraying expression of his 
own farewell to her and Antolne the previous night, she allowed 
nothing particular to mark her adieus. 

Our story may be ended in not many more words. Noble and 
strange things are true of women in France, calm English reader, 
particularly since the old Kevolution. 

Left alone, Francois did not obey his sister's exhortation to 
seek repose in bed. Her engagement to procure a substitute took 
absorbing possession of his soul. What did she mean to do ? 
How, in fact, conld she raise the purchase-money ! Vague fears 
of inconvenience, perhaps of humiliation and suffering to her, 
crowded upon his mind ; and, wrought upon by his great love for 
his sister, Fran9oi8 paced the room, his kindling resolves almost 
verifying Hortense's half prophecy, that " a change might again 
come over him." 

He watched the progress of the winter morning through his 
windows. He descended to the breakfast-room. A note from 
his sister awaited him upon the table : — 

" I am quite sure of obtaining a substitute, only I must be ab- 
sent some days from home. When yon read this I shall be already 
miles distant from you. As you wish me to succeed, make uo in- 
quiries about me till we meet. Adieu, dear brother. — Hortense."' 

Agitated with he knew not what terroi*s, Fran9ois soon dis- 
obeyed the injunction of the last lines. He hastened to question 
the servants about Hortense's departure from the house. No one 
had seen her leave it. He spoke with his brother Antoine, who 
rode off to make inquiries in the neighbourhood. 

Francois himself walked to Eugene's house. The young man 
had just gone, galloping hard, and in uo amiable humour, towards 
a distant point, on pretended business, and would not return for 
three days. Francois walked home again, and in the course of 
the day saw Antoine come back without obtaining the slightest 
information of their sister. 

Inquiries and searches were continued for the better part of 
three days, in the adjacent town as well as in the country, but 
without effect. Engine appeared at the chateau, agitated with 
the news of Hortense's elopement. At first, even he could make 
nothing of it : but, after a moody pause, he smote his thigh, and 
asked Francois to accompany him to the house of his rich rival. 

They accordingly went thither together. Eugene prophesied 
either that Hortense would be found under the chevalier's roof, 
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after obtaining money from him to purchase a snbstitnte ; or, that 
the chevalier woald be reported absent, no one knew where. Al- 
though Francois indignantly floated his vile suspicions, yet the jea- 
lous lover desired him to call to mind how coldly Horteose had 
treated her old friend the very last evening they had all been to- 
gether ; and he added, that, although upon that occadon she had 
told him, Eugene, that she know nothing of the chevalier's visit in 
the course of the day, yet he had since had good reason to think 
that they had spent many hours together in the garden. 

Neither of Engine's prognostics proved true. They saw the 
chevalier, and his assurances of total ignorance of the present fate 
of Hortense could not be doubted. 

It was the day, and near the hour, when, according to notice re- 
ceived, Fran9ois was to repair to the town to learn the exact time 
fixed for his march, as a conscript towards the frontier. Eug^n^ 
accompanied his friend. In the town, having presented themselves 
before the proper authorities, they were told that Fran9oi3 was now 
a free man, a substitute having taken his place three days before. 
It was added, that the young person, from some pressing motive 
not explained, had urgently required, and eventually obtained, 
written permission to hasten, as soon as he wished, to the head 
town of the department, where all the conscripts were to assemble by 
a certain day. 

A dreadful though true misgiving seized upon Francois. He 
asked to have the features of the substitute described to him. 
Eugene and he glared, thunderstruck, at each other, while bis re- 
quest was complied with. Fran9ois, after a moment's panse, re- 
quested to know how the substitute had been dressed : — in the de- 
tails given, he recognised a suit of his own clothes. The name was 
the last request ; and then the friends mounted two good horses. 
The next day they gained the chief town of the department A 
substitute of the name given had set out the day before, with many 
others freshly come in and classed together at random, to join a corps 
actually in the field, only a few miles beyond the near frontier. 
Then Fran9ois and Eugene put their stout horses to their best. 

It was the next morning, just after day-break, that the noise (A 
musketry and cannon reached them on their rapid journey. A 
short time after, they gained from a height a view of a smart 
skirmish. French soldiers were in qnick retreat over the plain 
below them. — It would be snperfluoas to go through all the little 
events which, in rapid succession, brought the brother and sister 
together Enough to say, that Fran9ols outstripped even Hor- 
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tense's lover, when he saw her in immediate dangers-brought down 
with a pistol-shot the whiskered and moustached Prussian whose 
sabre was descending on her head — and> after delivering her into 
Engine's arms, stood his gronnd in her place, doing his work like 
a man and a soldier. The change did come over him, from that 
moment. He served many campaigns with honour, and returned to 
his family, holding some rank a« an officer. 

For Hortens^ we repeat, kind English reader, that she yet lives 
in the brave country in which we now write ; and more, that she 
wears (whenever she likes) a military decoration, presented to her, 
soon after the facts of her lofty and yet tender heroism had become 
knovm to her Imperial Sovereign. 



Tm END OF THE SUBSTITUTS, 



A TALE OP 

THE WHITE BRISTOL 



The Defiance, a Bristol stage, or as its nnmeroits officials alon^ 
the road called it> " The White Bristol," rolled up to town at thef 
rate ,of nine miles an hour, having four ^' insides," and fourteen 
*' outsides," — including a livery servant, rather smuggled, we ap- 
prehend, upon the flat of the roof, where he laj at his length, com- 
fortably bedded on a couch of cloaks, great coats, and empty sacks. 

It is known to all travellers on the tops of stages, (now a large 
and diversified portion of the English community, embracing every 
class, from the nobleman to the old- clothes-man,) that, be the 
load of '^ outsides" full or deficient, or overcharged, it invariably 
divides itself into three companies, each of which can hold little or 
no intercourse with the other, although the individuals of each may, 
if they like, (and they seldom do,) become good friends among them- 
selves. The coachman and the knowing young gentleman, who, 
before any one else thought of the advantage, ^^ engaged the box- 
seat," may be regarded as the first of these sets. Detached from 
their fellow-travellers, they beguile the time with confidential dis'* 
enssions upon ^' the whip," the turf, the ring, the dog that, at any 
odds, kills two hundred rats in a minute, or the great cricket match 
of '^ Kent against all England." And, whether from their foremost 
place upon one of the high roads of this world, or from a sense of 
exclusiveness worthy of Willis's dancing-rooms, or that they dis- 
like the considerable trouble of half-^tnming theur heads to answer 
an occasional question from some one behind them, most commonly 
they gain their journe/s end without doing much more than 
making one another's acquaintance* The close-packed row, oc- 
cupying the front edge of the roof, from whom now and then arise 
those questions which, good-naturedly or satisfactorily at least, ar^ 
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seldom resolyed, form the second company. Bat the most numer- 
ous party is to be found at the rear of the coach, where a second 
row of four slip on and off, and off and on the roof, confronting yet 
three more human beings, who are half caged up in semicircidar 
iron bars, which, the morning after a journey, leave a yellow and 
green mark, and not a comfortable sensation towards the termina- 
tion of the lumbar vertebrie. 

Elevated above the common sublunary level, our Uttle tale begins, 
then, upon the top of the White Bristol, and among a full circle of 
its back outsides. With its first two sets, cut off from us by the 
length of the* roof, or with the isolated lounger stretched along the 
fiat of that roof, we have nothing to do. Bat our chosen com- 
pany-^some of them at least — shall be severally presented to the 
reader. 

In the ri^t of the iron-railed basket-seat, which jutted beyond 
all other appurtenances of the manifold machine, sat a smart-dressed, 
smart-faced yonng man, who, from the certain kind of leering smile 
that constantly played in his large grey eyes, and round bb gaping 
mouth, seemed to think himself much better than his circle, yet 
willing to be inwardly amused at their expense. He had a town 
air, and might be an emissary from some ^* London house" to a 
Bristol correspondent, now returning to Ms desk, after transacting 
his employer's bnsineas. 

Next to him was a young woman of about twenty, holding on 
her lap a lively infant just beginning to gabble in its own occult 
(though for that reason not vague) language, and to kiss its little 
hand, and to nod its little head, and to point to novel objects, in 
admiration or inqury ; in fact, to go through its first charming 
intercourse with its kind, and its first observance of the mute 
creation, which it had been sent here to comprehend^ to use, and 
to enjoy. 

At the left of the young woman and her fairy charge sat a man, 
perhaps upwards of thirty ; but the rich,^ embrowned hue of his 
countenance, betokening long exposure to foreign suns and weather, 
would probably induce an over-^culation of his age. There was 
a buoyancy of expression in his rather handsome features, which, 
according to the world, belonged certainly to eaiiy youth ; if indeed 
one did not aceount for Its attendance upon maturer years, by sup- 
posing (what his complexion hinted) that he had passed much of 
his previous life in the camp or on the wave, cut off frgm worldly 
mannerism, and preserving almost untainted, one of the most bounti- 
ful gifts of a good Providence — a cheery and hearty dlq>QsitioiK 
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His observers, upon the present occasion, could not decide, how- 
ever, in which of the capacities allnded to he might have served 
his country, for he was as free of military or of naval as he was 
of social technicality. His plain, peaceful dress, also left curi- 
osity at fault. Indeed, considering that Hie Peninsular contest 
still went on, and that few who had a right to exhibit wariike cos- 
tume usually travelled without it, it was highly probable, after all, 
that he had acquired his foreign complexion without facing peril 
either of flood or of field. And the rank which, previous to his as- 
cent to the basket of the White Bristol, he might have held in 
general society, further appeared doubtful. Awkward or vulgar he 
could not be called in anything he said or did ; yet, in his way of 
saying or doing anything, polished he as surely was not. He was 
polite. But it was not the politeness of a coterie, nor of a particular 
country — it was his own ; or else, he had picked it up^ here and thei*e, 
m many countries. 

Such were the three passengers who, tightly wedged together, 
filled the basket of the stage. The first of the four who clung to 
the confronting roof seemed a very young gentleman. He held his 
head averted from his opposite companions of the road, looking out 
upon the fields or the sky : he almost turned his back upon his own 
row ; he dangled one leg over the iron of his perch. His colouriess, 
thin, rigid face, kept itself as imperturbed as if he had been dead, 
and his lips as compressed as if they had been settled after death. 
He was obviously an eminent being. And inasmuch as, during the 
whole journey, he continued to evince his own sense of this supe- 
riority in the manner described, he shall henceforward be passed 
by, just as if, indeed, he had not that day sat on the White 
Bristol at 2dl, but was really one of the dead-and-gone world he 
seemed so stndious of counterfeiting amid the summer sunshine of 
our living one. 

By his side appeared a man almost as young as he ; like him, 
pointedly averting his eyes from his vis-i^-via friends in the bas- 
ket, and, particularly from the young woman who held the infant ; 
like him, serious and silent as the grave. But he was only a de- 
cent-clad, respectable-looking young person ; and deep-seated sor- 
row, or suppressed agitation, instead of stolid assumption, or well- 
managed superciliousness, characterised his taciturnity. 

We need say but little of the personage who sat at his left hand. 
She was a middle-aged, and very fat woman. She held a wicker 
reticule, of proportions corresponding to herself, in her hand, from 
under the lid of which peeped the neck of a «mall green bottle, 



816 THE WHITE BRISTOL. 

often applied, with a care-franght sigh, to her lips. After it b&d 
been so applied she always slumbered, or only started into waking 
existence, shrieking faintly, and cliDging to her neighbonrs, as ber 
dreams vividly pictured the coach in the act of breaking down under 
her. And of the last passenger of our set, whom she crushed agunst 
the barred irons of the roof, we can say but little. Owing to the 
point of sight from which we observed the group, we can only avow 
that a spare- limbed little man was there, who now and then ven- 
tured an expostulating look close into the face of the unconscioos 
heap of fat, flesh, and clothes — ^the noontide incubus — the day- 
mare that oppressed him ; or timidly dared to address his opposite 
nieghbonr, the supposed ^ traveller to a house ;' and, in both cases, 
had nothing for his trouble. 

The first indivual of our company who, long before the coach 
started that morning, had mounted behind, was the young woman 
with the infant. She came quite alone into the inn-yard at Bris- 
tol ; and after standing at the wheels some time, and looking tim- 
idly and anxiously around her, was at last assisted up by an hostler. 
The fat woman soon followed, attended by a crowd of friends ; she 
and they looked bitterly disappointed when the middle seat in the 
basket appeared already occupied : but a place on the roof, far 
away from the irons at either hand, was, after much qualification 
with a great many soft things, deemed a tolerably good substitute. 
Up sprang, next, the tropical-faced young man, and flung himself 
into the first vacancy which caught his eye, — namely, that at the 
young woman's left hand. The moment he was seated he began to 
chirp and talk to her charge, and to praise its beauty and its liveli- 
ness, and to ask its age ; and, when he had been answered, to wonder 
that there could be so fine and so intelligent a creature of only 
thirteen months. Shortly, he had it in his arms, and he and it 
were very good friends, as also, indeed, were he and its yoong nurse 
or nursery-maid, although few words or even looks of hers assured 
him of the fact. While the helpers put the horses to, the dapper 
youth, mentioned as sitting at the young woman's right hand, clam- 
bered up : the little sufferer under the stout lady then crept into his 
infelicitous nook — he might have chosen better, but he seemed too 
nervous for the effort ; and the White Bristol rattled out of the inn- 
yard, yet wanting, among its rear-outsides,two of the party already 
enumerated. 

But, at the comer of an outlet street, standing alone, with a bundle 
in his hand, soon appeared the grave or afflicted young man, who 
afterwards sat between the stout lady and the stupid, affected young 
man : and now there was a succession of little incidents. 
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As the coach stopped to pick him up, the young woman glanced 
down, and immediately started, trembled, and grew pale ; then she 
quickly turned her head, dre^ a shawl, like an awning, over the 
baby, and let down a thick green veil over her own face. An in- 
stant after, she half rose up and looked around her, as if impulsively 
anxious to descend and abandon the stage. But a doleful sigh seemed 
to intimate that, on second thoughts, she must of necessity resign 
herself to her situation, however disagreeable it might be. As her 
sole resource, she held her head steadily turned away from the side 
of the coach at which she had seen the young man standing, and up 
which she, no doubt, concluded he would climb to the top. 

Evidently, the cause of her uneasiness had not yet caught a sight 
of her. But this was soon to happen, notwithstanding her precau- 
tions. Instead of ascending the vehicle at the side which it was 
natural to think he would prefer, he must have gone round to the 
other, for some sufficient reason ; for she had scarce averted her face 
to that other side, when his closely confronted it, emerging in the 
«pace left open for gaining the roof. No one except himself could 
now see her look, on account of the depth and closeness of her bon- 
net ; but excessive surprise first worked in his features : immediately 
came a fiery blush, and a dropping of his eye, not so intelligible ; 
then, in his turn, he grew very pale, then wavered in his insecure 
position, and the White Bristol again rolling off, after Mr. Coachee's 
mere warning of * hold fast ' — he must have dropped under its 
wheels, but that his future companions grappled him by the arms 
and the collar, and dragged him into his seat. Even the youthful 
nurse, with a loud catching of breath, stretched out one of her hands, 
unconsciously it would seem, when she witnessed his emotion, and 
foresaw his danger. The moment he was in safety, her repelling 
manner returned : and after many useless glances, he too assumed 
the grave estrangement of the eye which has before been noticed. 
This difference there was, however, between their avoidance of one 
another ; hers seemed prompted by dislike, or at least by anger ; 
his, self-imposed by necessity, whatever that necessity might be. 

In a short time their unknown feelings towards each other were 
again called into play. 

The coach had proceeded some miles beyond Bristol, when the 
automaton young gentleman, doomed to fill the now sole vacant place 
on the roof, hailed it from the avenue-gate of an elegant mansion, a 
phort distance off the road. While the White Bristol pulled up for 
him, and while he mounted it, our sunburnt friend, the early ad- 
m irer of the engaging infant, suddenly asked the protectress of his 
a Tourite, ^' Is the dear little soul asleep ?" 
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This question rereakd the baby's father at once. We havd yet 
no name for him — ^bnt, at the sound of the words, he jerked round 
on his seat and fixed his eyes upon^be shawl-awning, which com- 
pletely hid even the shape of the child, and which, it became ob- 
rious, he had not — from his first agitation, and his averted glances 
afterwards — suspected, until this moment, of covering the littte 
creature whose intimated presence now so much absorbed him. 

The young woman answered " Yes,' to her companion at her left, 
in a low voice, and without moving. The father had been about 
to speak ; his lips were shaping the words, his hands were stirriog 
at his sides ; but when he caught her monosyllable, his strainiog 
and glowing eyes grew dim and watery, and his person^and fea- 
tures became stilled — all except his under lip, and that he drew in 
to check its spasm. The child's nurse would not yet look in the 
direction where he sat. In some time he also resumed, with a 
low, long sigh, the part he, perhaps, thought himself compelled 
to adopt from the mute dictation of her conduct. 

About two hours elapsed, and all our party were silent, and in- 
deed motionless. Except that the young exclusive swung bia ram- 
rod leg over the iron of the roof, and that the joung woman's 
sun-tanned neighbour felt her shrink, once or twice, as if to re- 
lieve herself of some bodily inconvenience. He looked back to 
ascertain whether or no the iron of the basket chafed her: bat 
she sat forward from it, and he only detected the left arm of the 
** commercial traveller" (may we be forgiven if we pertinacionsly 
assign to this young gentleman an unworthy rank and calling?) 
quickly snatched home from his observation. The White Bristol 
stopped to change horses, and with a little cry the infant awoke. A 
second time the father's eye's flashed upon the shawl. The nnrse 
partially uncovered her baby, and evidently would have kept it 
quiet on her knee. But up it popped its face, now more rosy 
than ever after a refreshing steep, and, swinging round, and catch- 
ing the eye of its late play-fellow, crowed in glee, held out its arms, 
and writhed, nay kidded, to come to him. He put his hands ronnd 
it, and petitioned to have it ; the young woman let it go, silently 
and passively — and the next instant it was clasped on his father s 
breast. " For the first time !" mentally remarked our pleasant- 
faced friend, who, indeed, had willingly allowed his new pet to 
be snatched from him. Then, humming a tune, he glanced at the 
mother — ^for such he at lengtji would have her be. Still she had 
not turned her head ; but it was bent on her hands. Though her 
bonnet screened her emotion, he felt from his unavoidable pro^ 
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mity to her, a convulsive shaking of her frame, which intimated 
that she wept profuse, though suppressed, tears. 

The infant did not like its new acquaintance : his sobs, bis ar- 
dent kisses and embraces, had not the charm of the chirping, the 
smiles, and the playful fondlings of its first patron : and it strug- 
gled, and at last cried, to get free. Obviously chagrined, he tried 
in vain to conciliate it, calling it twenty pretty names, and often 
looking towards its mother as if he hoped she would at last ask 
it of hiin. But even yet she avoided his eye. The father, with 
another heavy sigh, passed it to the arm of his opposite fellow- 
traveller, and quietness once more reigned among our circle. 

The White Bristol had left the city (which has immortalized it- 
self by rejecting, after having chosen, Edmund Burke as its par- 
liamentary representative) — at ten o'clock. At two, a fierce July 
sun played fully upon our travellers. The young woman grew fain t 
from the heat, and^ taking off her shawl, exhibited a charmin g 
figure, and a fair, delicate^ taper neck. To protect the latter from 
being assimilated with his own complexion, her left hand neigh- 
bour put up an umbrella over her. In this situation he again fe It 
her shrink and even start, and, glancing across her shoulders, saw 
the arm he had before noticed stealing round her waist. 

" You wish the gentleman to keep hb arm where it ought to be ?' * 
he asked, loud enough to be heard by the whole party. 

*^ What arm? what gentleman?" seconded the infant's father , 
fiercely. 

^^ Nothing incommodes me now, sir, thank you," she said, reply- 
ing only to the first q>eaker. The impertinent arm had been with- 
drawn. 

^^ And you would rather not be incommoded, in future ?" 
" Certainly, ar." 

'^ Then I am sure the gentieman will remember"-»-speaking ove r 
to him. 

*^ He had better, or I will make him remember !'* added his ally , 
bending a hostile glance on (still we hope he is) the commercia i 
scout. At last, the young woman quickly looked up into the 
speaker's face, plainly, though mutely, remonstrating against any 
quarrel on her account ; and, had he as promptly re^onded, they 
would probably have been better friends for the rest of their jour- 
ney. Though he must have been aware of this decision in his fa- 
TOUT, he chose, however, to keep his eyes frowningly fixed on the 
object of his wrath, perhaps somewhat ostentatious of his zea 1 iu 
her cause, and indined to make the most of it while she so dosely^ 
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observed him. Bat the chidden youth, aft^ one of his leering 
stares, began to study the beauties of the landscape ; and all this 
being rapidly comprehended by the young woman, she bent her 
head towards her chest, and allowed her too-chivalrous champion 
to seek her eye, without finding it, at his own convenience. 

After day-break, at about half-past two, next morning, the 
White Bristol, now within some fourteen miles of the metropolis, 
approached a spot where oar brown-faced friend had told the coach- 
man to set him down. The party, shaking off the slumber, or the 
stupor of the short night, engaged themselves in restoring their ne- 
glected dress to some degree of good order, suited to the inqusitive- 
ness of '• the garish eye of day." The stage stopped at the bot- 
tom of a hill, in order that the drag might be taken off its wheel. 
*^ Coachman,'* said the person we would seem inclined to be roost 
friendly with — '* over the next hill, about a mile on, you will see 
a stile among some trees — ^put me down there ; I have to walk 
across the fields to the village yonder." 

The young woman turned fully round, and gazed into his face. 

*' Yes' my little queen," he continued, catching up the infaot 
from her knee and kissing it — " good-bye — nearest and dearest 
must part — so, good-bye. God bless you, your life-long — ^ay, 
with every blessing I" (his eyes glistened) — " Look — look at yon 
pretty, taper, little spire, coming up over the green trees — that's 
ray landmark — and 'tis many a long year since I saw it last, 
Look ! is it not a pretty thing ?" 

The infant crowed, and jumped on his lap, and looked and 
pointed as he looked and pointed, just as if it understood him, or 
even could discern an object at such a distance. 

" Ay is it. Do you know, fairy, I have seen none half as 
pretty ever since I parted with it, though I've seen a good many ?" 

The child looked down upon the road, and directed his atten- 
tion to another object. This was a man who sat on. a stone by 
the road-side, his knees widely parted, his elbows resting on them, 
and his head drooping forward so as to hide his features. A 
small bundle, having a stick thrust through its knot, lay beside 
him. Had he appeared standing, his stature must have approached 
the gigantic, although his limbs were gaunt and spare. He wore 
a low-crowned, narrow-brimmed glazed hat, much battered and 
bruised ; coarse linen trowsers, tarred, rent, and patched ; a bluish- 
shirt-frock, also of some linen or cotton quality, and also soiled, 
and torn, and here and there clumsily patched : the collar of his 
check shirt was open; and his bare, brown, bony ankles ap- 
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peared above very oW shoes. He seemed excessively weary, per- 
haps after walking all night, for the dnst of the road covered 
him from head to foot ; or, if he had slept since the smi went 
down, it might have been in some field by the road, as was inti- 
mated by the blades of new hay which adhered to different parts 
of his person. 

" So tired, brother ?" asked th« infant's friend. The way- 
worn, or else dogged man, made no answer. At that instant the 
White Bristol, freed of its drag, resumed its speed, cutting short 
farther efforts to draw him into conversation. Bat Ijhe querist 
noted that, as the coach whisked by, he arose from the stone, 
took up his stick and bundle, and seemed to turn his face in the 
direction (^posite to its coarse. 

Shortly after, the infant's mother a third time started more 
vehemently than she had done before. The two champions, look- 
ing at her former persecutor, seemed strongly dbposed to be 
■angry, bat she interrupted them, saying, in great alarm, , " No, 
no — here, behind !" Looking over the back of her seat, she almost 
screamed at the vision of a great bony hand — from which tar, 
«nd other stains, had been but half washed off — ^perhaps worn 
off — that appeared grasping the iron rail of the basket, close at 
her elbow, A louder scream escaped her, when, in reply to her 
first, a man's face — wasted, though youthful, pale, or rather 
dingy-yellow, though weather-beaten, clouded in coal-black hair, 
that hung, like ropes, down the cheeks, and surmounted by the 
old glazed hat just seen upon the road-side — turned upward, and 
at only the distance of two or three feet glared its large black eyes 
into hers. It was, indeed, the tired pedestrian, who, standing 
upon a trunk that had been swang in chains at the back of the 
coach, underneath^ supported himself by holding the basket-rail 
with one hand, and some lower stay with the other ; thus hoping, 
unnoticed by coachman or passengers, to get himself conveyed a 
^ile or two on his journey. 

The infant echoed its mother's scream ; and our party were 
thrown into some confusion. 

" You had better get down, friend," said the sun-burnt traveller. 
His former seconder more violently interfered. The owner of the 
raw-boned, gigantic hand took no notice. 

** It seems captious to insist with you," resumed the first peace- 
maker ; " and only that you frighten the young woman and the 
child, we would not do so ; but come — ^you really must leave us 
more to ourselves." 

Y 
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Still the pertinacioiis hand showed no sign of tekxiiig its gristlj 
gripe, and still do answer was vonehsafed. 

*^ Strike him to the road P' cried the infant's father. 

*' Hush, Tom, hnsh !" said the jonng woman, in a low Toice 
half kind^ half commanding. 

t^ Stop," resumed her less boisterous champion, as Tom (thanks 
for his name, at last) started np as if to carry into effect his own 
ady ice — ^' stop, coachman P rid ns of a fellow who has got up 
behind here." 

" T,ke off his castor, sir, and show it ^e road ; we finds that 
alwajsafits them rnm nns best," answered Ck>acliee, lashing his 
horses. 

" A nd a very good way I believe it is— so FH try it" 

Stooping over the seat, he accordingly took off the intruder's 
hat, and let it fall on the road. What followed was not to have 
been expected. The man's face had been turned downward ; now 
he again turned it up, and darted at our friend a very extraordi- 
nary look— or rather, a succession of looks. The first was hasty, 
blighting rage ; the next-— while his gaunt fist worked on the 
iron — was wild revenge ; then he snatched away his hand— it 
was the right — and, clinging to the coach only by the other, 
allowed his body to swing back, and it and its arm to knit into 
full strength for a destroying blow. A second after, either recol- 
lecting that his foe was beyond his reach, or that his own preca* 
rions position did not admit of success in his attempt, his features 
and attitude changed into a baleful expression of resolved future 
vengeance ; his eye flared less, but it burned deeper ; his high- 
boned sunken cheeks grew horribly colourless ; his blue lips parted, 
showing his set teeth ; his shoulders fell, and his back-drawn arm 
and hand dropped at his side. Some of the spectators laughed, 
doubtless at the absurdity of such extravagant and impotent anger 
from such a mean person, and for a provocation so slight, and in- 
deed merited ; but the spectator most concerned did not laugh. 
He thrilled, as their eyes communed together, if not with alann, 
certainly with astonishment ; nay, with interest, too ; finally, witb 
admiration. He had often seen the human countoiance worked 
with human passion ; but the intense animal ferocity of that youth- 
ful, wasted, and yet finely featured face ; its distinctness ; ti^ 
deadly frown of those shaggy eyebrows over those beautiful, dis- 
torted, devouring eyes; the mental character that heightened, 
ennobled the whole — he called it in his own mind, wonderf ol and 
magnificent. 
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^ And the towe in which the man at last got out words to syl- 
lable his enorQions passion, well suited the previous eloquence of 
his coieintenajD^ce ; it mastered the noise of the clattering, grinding 
coach, anid the tramping horses — and yet it was not shrill. 

" Rascal !" he said — ** coward 1 dog I I have marked you, till 
we meet agcun ! You could not know that, in insulting me, you 
outraged a man above his present appearance ; but you saw me — 
jou saw me ragged, jaded, hungry, and yet a man. And when 
I would only give my blistered feet a little refst — taking me at a 
cowardly disadvantage — ^in every way cowardly — ^you — you — ^but 
no matter I I shall know you another time ! I have looked well 
at you — ay — marked you, I say, for that other time ! Think of 
me till it comes !" He recklessly let go his hold of the coach, 
and was flung by its motion prostrate upon the road. 

" Strange, very strange I" mused our friend, his feelings di- 
vided between the ludicrousness of the scene — ^so swelling a result 
from such a silly cause — and sympathy with the hidden character, 
the perhaps trampled heart, if not shattered mind, he had roased 
into morbid fury. Then he recollected that the language addressed 
to liim could not have come from a vulgar man : and here his own 
heart smote him, and he anxiously looked back, grieving for the 
poor fellow's fall, fiat the coach had gained, and was descend- 
ing, at the opposite side, the second hill pointed out by himself to 
the coachman, and the wayfarer could not be seen. ''Poor 
wretch I perhaps I have, indeed, treated with indignitj a spirit 
not created for its present situation." 

His reverie was interrupted by the coach stopping '' at the stile 
among the trees." He snatched a parting kiss from the baby, 
wished its mother many blessings, bowed to his other fellow- 
travellers, got down, and vaulted over the stile. It had been ar- 
ranged that his luggage should go on to the next town. 

In a few moments he only saw the broad, well-beaten path he 
had trod so often in childhood, sweeping before him, through 
meadows of new hay, down to the umbrageous hollow, in which 
rose his beloved spire. *' 'Tis still the same," he said — " the very 
smell of the new-mown hay, and all ; see — the stepping-stones over 
this little bourne — one, two, three — ^the identical ones, only a little 
worn — and very little, either — not half as much as I am — ay ! the 
mnte, inert things remain the same, while our generations pass 
away." 

Chi he bounded ; the stile which he had jnst crossed having now 
sunk below the steep, though pleasant, declivity he was descend- 
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ing. The spire, too, seemed to subside gradoally in to its rich tree^ 
as he first gained a level with it, and then walked overwound 
lower than that upon which it was based. But its top; Still seen, 
. grew more distinct — with its old, well-known features, its weather 
slating, its ventilation apertures — its verv minute differences of co- 
lour : and houses of the little clustering village it commanded also 
began to peep out, here and there, through their embowering foliage. 

Tears started to his eyes. He quickened his already quick pace, 
and hummed an old song of boyhood to diveit them back again. 
A wild shout reached him. He turned ; and along a narrow path, 
meeting his at an angle, raced the wayfarer. 

Our friend now felt some real alarm, but only such as a brave 
.man experiences at the prospect of unnatural contest with a maniac, 
for such be deemed this frantic person to be. It was a very early 
hour, scarce past three o'clock in the morning : the place was lonely, 
too : and the bumble inhabitants of the village were beyond bail, 
ev^n if any of them had yet left their beds. He was unarmed, and 
though muscular and active, as well as thoroughly brave, doubted 
the result of a struggle with the excited strength of the gaunt giant 
who sought to cope with him. Not altering his pace, he agaio 
looked behind. His enemy was twice as far from him as he was 
from the village. He would walk quicker, and perhaps gain the 
neighbourhood of human beings before they could come in contact 
It had occurred to his mind to imitate his pursuer, and run ; but, 
whatever might be the consequences, his spirit disdainfully rejected 
the idea. 

" Stop !" — he heard ejaculated at a distance behind him-^" stop, 
and face me ! Coward I*' — (when he paid no attention to this com- 
mand) — " you fear to stop ! — ^you have insulted me, and yon fear 
me !'' At these words he did stop, however, and turned round ; 
and then walked cooly to meet his challenger. 

The furious man ran forward at great speed ; but he often 
fitaggered, as if his strength was failing him ; and his broken de- 
livery — for still he spoke — also denoted exhaustion. 

" You thought the time I warned you of was not so near at 
hand — thought, perhaps, that I used idle threats, and that it would 
never come — but you mistook ! And though now — now — ^it does 
come sooner than I myself hoped — be sure I would have tracked 
you, mile by mile, day hy day — ay, till I fell dead on the road be- 
tween us, or it shou/dhdLYe come ! — ^satisfaction for your insult !**— 
he continued, now ending his wild race a few yards from Ihis foe. 
** Many outrages I have been obliged to bear, but this I will not I— 
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You ought to have pistols about you — or else near jou. Give me 
one and take another !" 

" I have no such things about me or near me — ^you are mad to 
talk such nonsense," he was answered. 

" Liar ! — I should be — I wish I was — mad. But I am not I and 
you scoff me, because in these rags I demand satisfaction for your 
ignominious insult ? — Come, you have something like this, at least : 
hold it in your hand, then !" — he drew forth a large pocket-knife. 
'* Stand off, fellow ! — I carry no such weapons ; nor will I enter 
into conflict with a maniac. Stand off*, I say, at your peril. You 
vile murderer — you assassin ! — would you thus attack an unarmed 
traveller with a butcherly knife ! — " 

" No !" replied the assailant, " I am no cowardly assassin- 
there goes my weapon" — flinging it far over the hedge. " And 
now I meet you on equal terms — ^ifc is to grapple for life, villain I" 
With these words he rushed furiously upon bim. But, avoiding 
his perilous grasp, our friend sprang aside. Clenching his fist, and 
cooly summoning his strength, he felled him on the grass — where 
he lay, overcome by exhaustion, as much as stunned by the blow, 
although it was, indeed, a home one. 

The victor, pity and interest still his predominant feelings, re- 
solved to send some friendly aid to the vanquished, and pursued 
his way to the village. Entering its narrow and straggling street, 
he found greater changes in objects framed by man*s hands than he 
had seen in the features of nature along the meadow path. In one 
place appeared a new house, where he had expected the familiar 
face of an old one ; in another arose a human dwelling, where, six- 
teen years ago, the period of his absence from home, bushes had 
been growing ; and on many of the little sign-boards above the 
humble village shops new names were substituted for those to which 
his boyish eye had been familiar. 

His heart fell, as, glancing around, now musing, he walked 
alowly forward. The echoing of his solitary footsteps through the 
slumbering village, heightened the sadness of his mood into a feel- 
ing of desolation. '^ I have thought of it by day, and dreamt of 
it by night, and it is not old home to me after all," he said. 

Yielding to a heavy foreboding, he now almost feared to place 
himself before the one well-remembered house, which he had tra- 
velled far to enter. He leaned on the swinging stile of the church- 
yard, that stood between him and it (and how emphatically between 
him and it he thrilled t5 think) and gazed up at the old church 
steeple. A sudden fancy took him, which he evasively expressed 
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to his own mind — '^ I will turn in here, and read the headstones to 
see how many old friends are gone." And on the headstones, he 
found, indeed, most of the names he had missed from the sign- 
boards. Bat, at a very humble one he stopped and trembled. It 
was not higher than his knee, and only bore the inscription — 
" M. H. 1809, aged 56." They were, however, the initials of 
his mother's name — and such might be her age, too, four years 
previously, that is, in 1809. He ran oat of the church-yard 
towards the once decent cottage in which that good mother had— > 
(until he last kissed her, and left her to brave the world for their 
common advantage) — ^been the tutoress of his heart and mind. It 
was a roofless ruin. He leaned his arm and head against its door- 
jamb and he wept. 

A noise in the street aroused him, and, looking up, he saw a 
little lame old man wheeling a wheel-barrow, in which were a 
shovel and a broom. At a glance he recognised ^' Old Master 
Martin," who, as long as he coald remember, used to rise everv 
morning, hours before any one else in the village, to scrape the 
streets, that he might sell the produce — and live ; and he alone, 
this decrepid, age-stricken, solitary being, the despised of his own 
humble community — ^he, alone, seemed, to the eye of our friend, 
unchanged in feature, nay, in garb, after the wear and tear of 
sixteen years. He resolved to speak with Martin ; for still he 
cherished a doubt of the headstone. 

The old man had rested his wheel-barrow, and stood leanbg 
on his broom-handle, attentively eyeing the stranger. They ex- 
changed salutations, and entered into conversation. Recollecting 
the names he had seen in the church yard, the traveller — ^thns in- 
troducing his real topic — ^severally inquired after the persons whom 
they had once designated, and got an account of their several 
deaths, and the manner of their deaths. '^ There was a widow of 
the name of Martha Hall, too ?" continued the querist. 

*' And so there was^^ replied old Martin, dropping his chin on 
his breast ; our friend's doubt subsided. '* Her removal happened 
jugt four years ago, come harvest ; and it come about by reason 
of the first letter she had from her son Dick, as went after her 
eldest son to the Hindees, while her daughter Jane was in sarvice 
in Lon'on, and old Martha herself in the work'se." 

'* The workhouse ? — and her little girl in service ? — ^how could 
that be ? I have reason to know that her son George regularly 
sent her remittances, proportioned to his pay, from the time he 
enlisted as a private soldier till he rose to be adjutant to his regi- 
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ment. And his very last remittance was considerable, thongh tbe 
former ones were slight." 

*^ We know that, too," said Master Martin. ^' Bat we know, 
moreover, that the last money didn't come to hand as soon as it 
ought to have come ; nor till after Dick Hall went to seek his 
fortune— (a bad one it tnmed np for idm ;) nor till after little 
Jane went to Lon'on, and her mother on the parish, and then to 
j^e chnrch-yard, jnst because it didn^t." 

'^ And Richard Hall followed his brother to India — more than 
four years ago, as it appears ? And how was his fortune so badP* 

'< Why, instead of letting him work his passage out to the 
Hindees after brother George-^(that he loved deariy, though he 
couldn't be said to know him, as why, Didc was only in his fourth 
when George left us, and the giarl only in her second)— they 
pressed him for a man-o*-war^8 man, down on the coast; ^uid took 
him round the worid to %ht the French, just wherever they liked; 
ay, and gave him the rope^s-end, I behove, when he wouldifl take 
to the tar, at the first setting o^" 

^ Good God ! bad fortune, indeed, for a lad who had, «md has, 
a friend willing and able to help him to a better ! His brother 
often wrote to have his education attended to; and at twenfy he 
mnst have been a ctever boy.^ 

^' The cleverest among ns; and the ebap had tbe spirit of a 
lord ; maybe his fault lay on that side. And there came another 
letter from him t'other day^ Ibr ins mo^r, liko the first; but as 
she, poor old soul, was removed, his unde^ Luckhurst^ opened it, 
and hefiaid, he had just got his discharge at last, and that he 
would start after it, ftot waiting for a shiUkg to help him on the 
road, to see her and Jane." 

^^ Is Jane Hail still in London T 

^^ No; poor wench 1 she has bad her own taodbles: married a 
London husband, two years ago — a good tradesman, bat a wild 
on. He broke, and ran away from her : and she came down to 
as, to have her baby ; and then she took it with her to Bristol, 
where she'd got anew i^aoe. But we are soon to see her again; 
her uncle says to-morrow, or next day, if not to-day«^ 

George Hall had reverted, with certain misgivings, to more than 
one of Us late acquaintances of the road, during the narrative of 
the old chronicler. Now his heart sweUed with emotion, as he 
saw, coming down the street, three of these acquaintances. Iliej 
were the young woman and her child, and the serious young man 
Co whom, dnri^ the joamey^ iriioiwoiild not apeak. At present^ 
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however, she leaned on his arm, and he carried her infant. Thej' 
must have descended from the White Bristol immediately after 
George Hall, although his bdnnding speed did not at first allow 
him to take notice, and the falling ground he traversed soon after 
caused him to lose sight of " the stile among the trees." Perhaps, 
too, — (indeed it afterwards appeared to be the case) — they had 
tarried some time, just inside the stile, to go throogh the explana- 
tions which, notwithstanding the young woman's determined cold- 
ness on the road, ultimately produced the good understanding 
that seemed re-established between them. 

The young woman's eyes met those of George Hall the moment 
she appeared in the street ; and the interest with which tbey con- 
tinued to regard each other was probably of a similar kind. She 
passed him^ and proceeded to the door of a house well known to 
him as his uncle Luckhurst's. This was the presumptive proof he 
wanted ; and, before she could knock, her brother had made him- 
self known to her. 

After their first embrace, and his renewed caresses of his mfanl 
favourite, and his salutation of her husband — (whom Jane whis- 
pered was very contrite and quite a changed man, and had been 
lately an industrious one, and now brought home proofs of the 
fact to his wife and child) — George Hall led his sister over the 
crumbling threshold of their former home — seated her on the ruins 
of a partition wall, which had once bounded their little parlour, 
and there heard her repetition of old Master Martin's stories. Jane 
touched lighlly on her own sorrows ; but wept much while she 
recounted those of her mother, and even more while she reverted 
to their brother Richard, whom she endowed with mental and bo- 
dily merits, even beyond old Martin's eulogy. At twenty, when 
he left the village, Richard was the handisomest, tallest, best- 
hearted, best-learned lad in the whole parish ; somewhat too hi^ 
in his notions, perhaps, but not so, after all, considering the high 
expectations his brother George had allowed him to form, and the 
gentleman's education he had sent means to afford him, and for 
which Richard loved George more than for any other proof of affec- 
tion. '^ But God knows how hard usage and great cruelty — too 
much even for the meanest to bear — may have changed his na- 
ture," continued Jane ; *' and, indeed, in the last letter he sent 
home, and that uncle Luckhurst sent to me, there is a bitterness, 
and a sad, sad carelessness of mind, that makes me fear for him.'* 
Their melancholy conversation continued ; and George, holdiog 
his sister's hand, caused her to rest her head upon h£ sh 
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while she wept. In this situation tbej suddenly heard some one 
jamp in through a window-bole at their backs, and come crashing 
among the rubbish. Before George Hali could stand on his guard, 
he was overpowered and dragged to the ground, and the reyengefnl 
wayfarer held his distorted face to our friend's, keeping him down 
bj the throat, and bending over him, while, amid Jane's shrieks, 
he cried out — " Sbh ! here I find you, miscreant, — here I and by 
this woman's side ! Jane T' he continued, almost shrieking, as he 
tamed to her, '^ I knew you this morning at one glance, though, 
at one glance, you could not know me ; but I would not ask you 
to recollect me, because my rags must have shamed you : and per- 
haps for another reason — ^perhaps to watch your conduct with this 
bully of yours— this scoffing, sneering braggart, who, for your 
smiles — ^for your ruin I** he bent lower over our prostrate friend, 
and griped him closer — " for your ruin — ^for my eternal shame— 
and for his own destruction — dared to insult your brother!" 

Jane redoubled her screams, and clapped her hands, crying, 
'^ Richard ! Eichard ! — stop ! stop !" Her frenzy did not allow 
her to say more ; but George Hall shook off the young man's 
gripe with a great effort, and jumped to his feet, as he said, " Yes, 
Richard, stop ! for I, too, am Jane's brother." 

Some months following, on the spot where this happened, the 
two brothers, their sister, her child, and her husband, made a 
happy family party, at a " housewanning-dinner," given by Greorge 
Hall, after he had built a commodious and handsome house upon 
the site of the old cottage ; his youngest acquaintance of '^ The 
White Bristol" on his knee. 
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The faults of the lower orders of the Irish are sufficiently weU 
known : perhaps their virtues have not been proportionately ob- 
served, or recorded for observation. At all events, it is but jus- 
tice to them, and it cannot conflict with any established policy, or 
do any one harm, to exhibit them in a more favourable light to 
their British fellow-subjects, as often as strict truth will permit. 
In this view the following story is written — ^the following facts, 
indeed ; for we have a newspaper report before us, which shall be 
very slightly departed from, while we make our copy from it. 

The Irish plague, called typhus fever, raged in its terrors. In 
almost every third cabin there was a corpse daily. In every one, 
without an exception, there was what had made the corpse — 
hunger. It need not be added that there was poverty too. The 
poor could not bury their dead. From mixed motives of self- 
protection, terror, and benevolence, those in easier circumstances 
exerted themselves to administer relief, in different ways. Money 
was subscribed — (then came England's muAficent donation — God 
prosper her for it I) — wholesome food, or food as wholesome as a 
bad season permitted, was provided ; and men of respectability, 
bracing their minds to avert the danger that threatened them- 
selves, by boldly facing it, entered the infected house, where death 
reigned almost alone, and took measures to cleanse and purify the 
dose cribbed aur, and the rough, bare walls. Before proceeding 
to our story, let us be permitted to mention some general marks 
of Irish virtue, which, under those circumstances, we personally 
noticed. In poverty, in abject misery, and at a short and fearful 
notice, the poor man died like a Christian. He gave vent to none 
of the poor man's complaints or invectives against the rich man 
who had neglected him, or who, he might have supposed, had 
done so, till it was too late. Except for a glance — and, doubt- 
less, a little inward pang while he glanced — at the starving and 
perhaps infected wife, or child, or old parent, as helpless as the 
child, he blessed God, and died. The appearance of a comforter 
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at his wretched bed-side, even when he knew comfort to be useless, 
made his heart gratefnl, and his spasmed lips eloquent in thanks. 
In cases of indescribable mbery — ^some members of his familjljiog 
lifeless before his ejes, or else some dying — stretched upon damp 
and nncleau straw, on an earthen floor, without cordial for his 
lips, or potatoes to point out to a crying infant— often we have 
heard him whisper to himself (and to Another who heard him!) 
" The Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away, blessed be the 
name of the Lord." Such men need not always make bad neigh* 
hours. 

La the early progress of the fever, before the more affluent 
roused themselves to avert its career, we cross the threshold of an 
individual peasant. His young wife lies dead : his second child 
is dying at her side ; he has just sunk into a corner himself, under 
the first stun of disease, long resisted. The only persons of his 
family who have escaped contagion, and are likely to escape it, 
are his old father, who sits weeping feebly upon the hob, and his 
first bom, a boy of three or four years, who, standing between 
the old man's knees, cries also — for food. 

We visit the young peasant's abode some time after. He has 
not sunk under '^ the sickness."^ He is fast regaining his strength, 
even without proper nourishment ; he can creep out of doo^s, and 
sit in the sun. But, in the expression of his sallow and emaciated 
face, there is no joy for his escape from the grave, as he sits there 
alone, silent and brooding. His father, and his surviving child, 
are still hungry — more hungry, indeed, and more helpless thaa 
ever ; for the neighbours who had relieved the family with a po- 
tato and a mug of sour milk, are now stricken down themselves, 
and want assistance to a much greater extent than they can give it« 

*' I wish Mr. Evans was in the place," cogitated Michanl Carroll ; 
** a body could spake for'nent him, and not spake for nothin*, 
for all that he's an Englishman ; and I don't like the thoughts o' 
goin' up to the house to the steward's face — it wouldn't turn kind 
to a body. Maybe he'd soon come home to us, the masther himself.** 

Another fortnight elapsed. Michaul's hope proved vain. Mr. 
Evans was still in London ; though a regular resident on his small 
Irish estate, since it had come into his possession, business unfor- 
tunately — and he would have said so himself — ^now kept him an 
unusually long time absent. Thus disappointed, Michael overcame 
lus repugnance to appear before the ^^ hard" steward. He only 
asked for work, however. There was none to be had. He turned 
his slow ahd still feeble foot into the adjacent town. It was market- 
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day, and he took np his place among a crowd of other claimants for 
agricultural employment, shouldering a spade, as did each of his com- 
rades. Many farmers came to the well-known" stanninV' and hired 
men at his right and at his left, but no one addressed Michaul. Once 
or twice, indeed, touched perhaps by his sidelong looks of beseech- 
ing misery, a farmer stopt a moment before him, and glanced over 
his figiire ; but his worn and almost shaking limbs giving little 
promise of present vigour in the working field, worldly prudence 
soon conquered the humane feeling which started up towards him 
in the man's heart, and with a choking in his throat, poor Michaul 
«aw the arbiter of his fate pass on« 

He walked homeward, without having broken his fast that day. 
^3ud, ramha^ what's the harm o' that," he said to himself; " only 
here's the ouid father, an' her pet boy, the weenock, without a 
pyatee either. Well asthore, if they can't have the pyatees, they 
must have betther food — that's all ; ay," he muttered, clenching his 
bands at his sides, and imprecating fearfully in Irish — " an' so 
they must." 

He left his house again, and walked a good way to beg a few 
potatoes. He did not come home qaite empty-handed. His father 
«nd his child had a meal. He ate but a few himself ; and when 
lie was about to lie down in his comer for the night, he said to the 
old man, across the room — ** Don't be a-crying to-night, father — 
yon and the child, there ; but sleep well, and ye'U have the good 
break'ast afore ye in the mornin'." 

" The good break'a^t, ma-houchal f* a-then, an' where 'ill id 
come from ?' 

** A body promised it to me, father." 

^^Avich f Michaul, an' sure it's fun you're making of us, now, 
at any rate. Bud, the good night, a chorra, t an' my blessin' on 
jour bead, Michaul. If we keep trust in the good God, an' ax his 
blessin,' too, mornin' an' evenin* gettin' up an' lyin' down, He'll be 
ti friend to us at last. That was always an' ever my word to you, 
poor boy, since you was the years o' your own weenock, now fast 
Asleep at my side; an' it's my word to you, now, ma-botichal; an' 
you won't forget id. And there's one sayin' the same to you, out 
o' heaven, this night — herself, an' her little angel-in-glory by the 
hand, Michaul a-voumeenJ** 

Having thus spoken in the fervent and rather exaggerated, 
though every- day, words of pious allusion of the Irish poor man, 

• My boy. t Term of endearment. 
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old Carroll soon dropt asleep, with his arms round his little grand- 
son, both oyercome bv an nnnsaallj abundant meaL In the middle 
of the night he was awakened by a stealthy noise. Without mov- 
ing, he cast his eyes round the cabin. A small window, through 
which the moon broke brilliantly, was open. He called to his son, 
but received no answer. He called again and again : all remained 
silent. He arose and crept to the corner where Michaui had lain 
down. It was empty. He looked out through the wbdow into 
the moonlight. The figure of a man appeared at a distance, just 
about to enter a pasture-field belonging to Mr. Evans. ^ 

The old man leaned his back against the wall of the cabin, 
trembling with sudden and terrible misgivings. With him the 
language of virtue, which we have heard him utter, was not cant. 
In early prosperity, in subsequent misfortunes, and in his late and 
present excess of wretchedness, he had never swerved in practice 
from the spirit of his own exhortations to honesty before men, and 
love for, and dependance upon God, which, as he has trnly said, he 
had constantly addressed to his son, since his earliest duldhood. 
And hitherto that son had, indeed, walked by his precepts, further 
assisted by a regular observance of the duties of his religion. Was 
he now about to turn into another path ? to bring shame on his 
father in his old age ? to put a stain on their family and their name, 
*^ the name that a rogue or a bould woman.never bore ?" continued 
old Carroll, indulging in some of the pride aad egotism for which 
an Irish peasant is, under his circumstances, remarkable. And then 
came the thought of the personal peril incurred by Michaui ; and his 
agitation, incurred by the feebleness of age, nearly overpowered him. 

He was sitting on the floor, shivering like one in an ague-fit, 
when he heard steps outside the house. He listened, and they 
ceased: but the familiar noise of an old bam door creaking on its 
crazy hinges, came on his ear. It was now day-dawn. He dressed 
himself ; stole out^ cautiously ; peeped into the bam, through a chink 
of the door, and all he had feared met full confirmation. There, 
indeed, sat Michaui, busily and eamestly engaged, with a frowning 
brow and a haggard face, in quartermg the animal he had stolen 
from Mr. Evans's field. 

The sight sickened the father — ^the blood on his son's hands, and 
alL He was barely able to keep himself from falling. A fear, if 
not a dislike, of the unhappy culprit abo came upon him. His un- 
conscious impulse was to re-enter their cabin unperceived, without 
speaking a word ; he succeeded in doing so ; and then he fastened 
the door again, and undressed, and resumed his place beside his 
innocent little grandson. 
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About an hour after, MichanI came in cautiously through the 
still open window, and also undressed and reclined on his straw, 
after glancing towards his father's bed, who pretended to be asleep. 

At the usual time for arising, old Carroll saw him suddenly jump 
up, and prepare to go abroad. He spoke to him, leaning on his 
elbow. 

" And what hoUg ♦ is on you, ma-hmchal f 

" Going for the good breakfast I promised you, father dear." 

" An' who's the good Christhin '11 give id to us, Michaul ?" 

"Oh, you'll know that soon, father: now, a good-bye:" — ^he 
hurried to the door. 

" A good-bye, then, Michual ; bud, tell me, what's that on your 
hand ?" 

" No— -nothin'," stammered Michaul, changing colour, as he 
hastily examined the hand himself. ^' Nothin' is on id : what could 
there be ?" (nor was there, for he had very carefully removed all 
evidence of guilt from his person ; and the father's question was 
asked upon grounds distmct from anything he then saw.) 

" Well, avichj an' sure I didn't say anything was on it wrong ; 
or anything to make you look so quare, an' spake so sthrange to 
your father, this momin.' Only I'll ax you, Michaul, over agin, who 
has took such a sudd'n likin' to us, to send us the good break'ast ? 
an' answer me sthraight, Michaul — ^what is it to be, that yon call it 
so good f* 

" The good mate, father ;" he was again passing the threshold. 

" Stop 1" cried his father ; "stop, an* turn fom'ent me. Mate ? — 
the good mate? — ^What 'nd bring mate into our poor house, 
Michaul ? Tell me, I bid you again an' again, who is to give id to 
you?" 

" Why, as I said afore, father, a body that — '* 

" A body that thieved it, Michaul Carroll?" added the old man, 
as his son hesitated, walldng dose up to the culprit ; " a body that 
thieved id, an' no other body. Don't think to blind me, Michaul. 
I am ould, to be sure ; but sense enough is left m me to look 
round among the neighbours, in my own mind, an' know that none 
of 'em that has the will, has the power to send us the mate for our 
break'ast, in an honest way. An' I don't say, outright, that you 
had the same thought wid me, when you consented to take it from 
a thief — I don't mean to say that you'd go to turn a thiePs recaiver, 
at this hour o' your life, an' afther growin' up from aboy to a nuui^ 

♦ What are you about? 
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widout bringin' a spot o' shame on yourself, or on your weenock, 
or on one of us. No : I won't say that. Your heart was scalded, 
Michau), an' your mind was darkened, for a start ; an' the thought 
o' getting comfort for the ould father, an' for the little son, made 
you cbnsent in a hurry, widout lookin' well afore you, or widout 
lookin' up to your good God." 

"Father, father, let me alone! don't spake them words to me," 
interruped Michaul, sitting on a stool, and spreading his large and 
hard hands over his face. 

" Well, thin, an' I won't, avich : I won't ; — nothin' to throuble 
you, sure : I didn't mean id. Only this, a-voumeen. don't bring 
a mouthful o' the bad, unlucky victuals into this cabin ; the pya- 
tees, the wild berries o' the bush, the wild roots o' the earth, will be 
sweeter to us, Michaul ; the hunger itself will be sweeter ; an' 
when we give God thanks afther our poor meal, or afther no meal 
at all, our hearts will be lighter, and our hopes for to-morrow 
sthronger, avich 'ma-chree, than if we faisted on the fat o' the land, 
but couldn't ax a blessin' on our faist." 

" Well, thin, I won't either, father ; I won't : — an* sure you 
have your way now. I'll only go out a little while from you — to 
beg ; or else, as you say, to root down in the ground, with my nails, 
like a baste-brute, for our break'ast." 

" My voumeen you are, Michaul, an' my bleesin' on your head ; 
yes, to be sure, avich^ beg, an' I'll beg wid you — sorrow a shame 
is in that : — No ; but a good deed, Michaul, when it is done to 
keep us honest. So come, we'll go among the Ohristbms together. 
Only, before we go, Michaul, my own dear son, tell me — tell one 
thing." 

" What, father ?" Michaul began to suspect. 

" Never be afraid to tell me, Michaul Carroll, ma-houchal! I 
won't — I can't be angry wid you now. You are sorry ; an' your 
Father in heaven forgives you, and so do I. But you know, avich, 
there would be danger in quitting the place widout hiding well every 
scrap of anything that could tell on us." 

"Tell on us! What can tell on us?" demanded Michaul; 
" what's in the place to tell on us ?" 

" Nothin' in the cabin, I know, Michaul ; but " 

"But what, father?" 

" Have you left nothing in the way, out there ?" whispered the 
old man. pointing towards the bam. 

"Out' there? Where? What? What do you mean at all, 
now, father? Sure you know it's your ownsef has kept me from 
as much as laying a hand on it." 
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" Ay, to-day-morning* ; — but you laid a hand on it last night, 
avich^ an' so * ' 

" Gurp-an dhoulT imprecated Michaul — *^ this is too bad, at 
any rate ; no, I didn't — last night, or any other night — let me 
alone, J bid you, father." 

" Come back again, Michaul,'* commanded old Carroll, as the 
son once more hurried to the door : and his words were instantly 
obeyed. Michaul, after a glance abroad, and a start, which the 
old man did not notice, paced to tbo middle of the floor, hanging 
his head, and saying in a low voice — ". Hushth, now, father — it's 
time." 

'^ No, Michaul, I will not hushth ; an' its not time ; come out with 
me to the bam." 

'* Hushth !" repeated Michaul, whispering sharply; he had glanced 
sideways to the square patch of strong morning sun-light on the 
ground of the cabio, defined there by the shape of the open door, 
and saw it intruded upon by the shadow of a man's bust leaning 
forward in an earnest posture. 

" Is id in your mind to go back into your sin, Michaul, an* tell 
me you were not in the bam, at day-break, the mornin' ?" asked 
his father, still unconscious of a reason for silence. 

*• Arrah, hushth, ould man !" Michaul made a hasty sign to- 
wards the door, but was disregarded. 

" I saw you in id," pursued old Carroll, sternly : " ay, and at 
your work in id, too." 

" What's that you're sayin', ould Peery Carroll ?" demanded a 
well-known voice. 

" Enough — to hang his son," whispered Michaul to his father, 
as Mr. Evana*s land -steward, followed by his herdsman and two , 
policemen, entered the cabin. In a few minutes afterwards, the 
policemen had in charge the dismembered carcass of the sheep, 
dug up out of the floor of the barn, and were escorting Michaul, 
handcuffed, to the county gaol, in the vicinity of the next town. 
They could find no trace of the animal's skin, though they sought 
attentively for it ; and this seemed to disappoint them and the 
steward a good deal. 

From the moment that they entered the cabin, till their departure, 
old Carroll did not speak a word. Without knowing it, as it 
seemed, he sat down on his straw bed, and remained staring stupidly 
around him, or at one or another of its visitors. When Michaul 
was about to leave the wretched abode, he paced quickly towai-di 
his father, and hplding out his ironed hands, and turning his cheek 

z 
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for a kiss, said, smiling miserably — " God be wid yon, father dear.^ 
Still the old man was silent, and the prisoner and all his attend- 
ants passed out on the road. But it was then the agony of old 
Carroll assumed a distinctness. Uttering a fearful cry, he snatched 
up his still sleeping little grandson, ran with the boy in his arms 
till he overtook Michanl ; and, kneeling down before him in the 
dust, said — " I ax pardon o' you avich — won't you tell me I have 
id afore you go ? an* here, Fve brought little Peery for you to kiss ; 
you forgot Aim, a-voumeen." 

" No, father, I didn't," answered Michaul, as he stooped to kiss 
the child ; an' get up, father, get up ; my han^s are not my own, 
or I wouldn't let you do that afore your son* Get up, there's no- 
thin' for you to throuble yourself about ; that is, I mean, I haFd 
nothing to forgive you : no, but everything to be thankful for, in' 
to love you for ; you were always an* ever the good father to me ; 

an' " The many strong and bitter feelings which till now he 

had almost perfectly kept in, found full vent, and poor Michaul 
could not go on. The parting from his father, however, so differ- 
ent from what it had promised to be, comforted him. The old 
man held him in his arms, and wept on his neck. They were 
separated with difficulty. 

P^ry Carroll, sitting on the roadside after he lost sight of the 
prisoner, and holding Ms screaming grandson on his knees, thought 
the cup of his trials was full. By his imprudence he had fixed the 
proof of guilt on his own child ; that reflection was enough for hun, 
and he could indulge it only generally. But he was yet to con- 
ceive exactly in what a dilemma he had involved himself as well as 
Michaul. The policemen came back to compel his appearance be^ 
fore the magistrate ; and when the little child had been disposed 
of in a neighbouring cabin, he understood, to his consternation and 
horror, that he was to be the chief witness against the sheep-stealer. 
Mr. Evans's steward knew well the meaning of the words he had over- 
heard him say in the cabin, and that if compelled to swear all he 
was aware of, no doubt would exist of the criminality of Michaul 
in the eyes of a jury. " 'Tis a sthrange thing to ax a father to do," 
muttered Peery, more than once, as he proceeded to the magis- 
trates ; " it's a very sthrange thing." 

The magistrate proved to be a humane man. Notwithstanding 
the zeal of the steward and the policemen, he committed Michanl 
for trial, without continuing to press the hesitating and bewildered 
old Peery into any detailed evidence ; his nature seemed to rise 
against the task, and he said to the steward — ^^ 1 have enongh of 
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facts for making out a committal ; if you think the father will be 
necessary on the trial subpoena him." 

The steward objected that Peeiy would abscond, and demanded 
to have him bound over to prosecute, on two sureties, solvent and 
respectable. The magistrate assented ; Peery could name no bail ; 
and consequently he also was marched to prison, though prohibited 
from holding the least intercourse with Michaul. 

The assizes soon came on. Michaul was arraigned ; and, during 
his plea of " not guilty," his father appeared, unseen by him, in 
the gaoler's custody, at the back of the dock, or rather in an inner 
dock. The trial excited a keen and painful interest in the court, 
the bar, the jury-box, and the crowds of spectators. It was uni- 
versally known that a son had stolen a sheep, partly to feed a starv* 
ing father ; and that out of the mouth of the father it was now 
sought to condemn him. " What will the old man do ?" was the 
general question which ran through the assembly : and while few 
of the lower orders could contemplate the possibility of his swearing 
to the truth, many of their betters scarce hesitated to make out for 
him a case of natural necessity to swear falsely. 

The trial began. The first witness, the herdsman, proved the 
loss of the sheep, and the finding the dismembered carcass in the 
old bam. The policemen and the steward followed to the same 
effect, and the latter added the allusions which he had heard the 
father make to the son, upon the morning of the arrest of the latter. 
The steward went down from the table. There was a pause, and 
complete silence, which the attorney for the prosecution broke by 
saying to the crier, deliberately, " Call Peery Carroll." 

" Here, sir," immediately answered Peery, as the gaoler led him 
by a side-door, out of the back dock to the table. The prisoner 
started round ; but the new witness against him had passed for an 
instant into the crowd. 

The next instant old Peery was seen ascending the table, as- 
sisted by the gaoler, and by many other commiserating hands, near 
him. Every glanCe fixed on his face. The barristers looked wist* 
fully up from their seats round the table; the judge put a glass to 
his eye an^i seemed to study his features attentively. Among the 
audience there ran a low but expressive murmer of pity and interest. 
Though much emaciated by confinement, anguish, and suspense, 
Peery's cheeks had a flush, and his weak blue eyes glittered. The 
half-gaping expression of his parched and haggard lips was miser- 
able to see. Yet he did not tremble much, nor appear so con- 
founded as upon the day of his visit to the magistrate. 
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The moment he stood apright on the table, he tnmed hims^ 
fally to the judge, without a glance towards the dock. 

" Sit down, sit down, poor man," said the judge. 

" Thanks to you, my lord, I will," answered Peery, " only, first, 
rd ax you to let me kneel, for a little start. He accordingly did 
kneel, and after bowing his head, and forming the sign of the cross 
on his forehead, he looked up, and said — "My Judge in heayen 
above, 'tis you I pray to keep me to my duty, afore my earthly 
judge, this day ; — amen I" — ^Then, repeatmg the sign of the cro^, 
he seated himself. 

The examination of the witness commenced, and humanely pro- 
ceeded as follows — (the counsel for the prosecution taking no notice 
of the superfluity of Peery's answers). 

" Do you know Michaul, or Michael Carroll, the prisoner at the 
ar?" 

" Afore that night, sir, I believed I knew him well ; eveiy 
thought of his mind, every bit of the heart in his body. Afore 
that night, no living crature could throw a word at Michaul Carroll, 
or say he ever forgot his father's reario', or his love of his good 
God. — Sure the people are afther telling you by this time, how it 
came about tiiat night — an' you, my lord, — an' ye, gintlemen, — 
an' all good Christians thtit hear me. — Here I am to help to hang 
him — my own boy, and my only one — ^But, for all that, gintlemen, 
ye ought to think of it. 'Twas for the weenoch and the onld father 
that he done it.— Indeed, an'deed, we hadn't a pyatee in the place ; 
an' the sickness was among us, a start afore ; it took the wife from 
him, and another babby ; an' id had himself down, a week or so before- 
hand ; an' all that day he was looking for work, but couldn't get a 
hand's turn to do. An' that's the way it was. Not a mouthful 
for me an' little Peery. More betoken, he grew sorry for id, in 
the momin', an* promised me not to touch a scrap of what was in 
the bam, — ay, long afore the steward an' the peelers came on us, — 
but was willin' to go among the neighbours an' beg our breakfast, 
along wid myself, from door to door, sooner than touch it." 

" It is my pamful duty," resumed the barrister, when Peery 
would at length cease, — " to ask you for closer information. Yoa 
saw Michael Carroll in the bam, that night ? — *' 

" Musha — ^The Lord pity him and me ! — I did, sir." 

" Doing what ?" 

**The sheep between his hands," answered Peery, dropping his 
head, and speaking almost inaudibly. 

'' I must still give you pain, I fear. Stand up ; take tiie crier's 
rod J and if you see Michael CorroU in court, lay it on his head." 
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Och^ musha, musha, sir, don't ax me to do that !" pleaded 
Peery, rising, wringing his hands, and, for the first time, weeping-— 
** och, don't, my lord, don't, and may your own judgment be 
favourable, the last day 1" 

" I am sorry to command you to do it, witness ; but you must 
take the rod," answered the judge, bending his head close to his 
notes, to hide his own tears. At the same time, many a veteran 
barrister rested hb forehead on the edge of the table. In the body 
of the court were heard sobs. 

" Michaul, avich ! Michaul, a corra'ma»chree /" exclaimed 
Perry, when at length he took the rod, and faced round to his son,-— . 
•' Is id your father they make to do it, ma^bouchal .«" 

" My father does what is right," answered Michaul, in Irish. 
The judge immediately asked to have his words translated ; and 
when he learned their import, regarded the prisoner with satisfac- 
tion. 

" We rest here, my lord," sud the counsel, with the air of a man 
freed from a pamfnl task. 

The judge instantly turned to the jury-box. 

*' Gentlemen of the jury. — ^That the prisoner at the bar stole the 
sheep in question, there can be no shade of moral doubt. But you 
have a very peculiar case to consider. A son steals a sheep that 
his own famishing father and his own famishing son may have 
food. His aged parent is compelled to give evidence against him 
here for the act. The old man virtuously tells the whole truth, 
before you and me. He sacrifices his natural feelings — and we 
have seen that they are lively— <^to his honesty, a^d to his religious 
sense of the sacred obligations of an oath. Gentlemen, I will pause 
to observe, that the old man's conduct is strikingly exemplary, and 
even noble. It teaches all of us a lesson. Gentlemen, it is not 
within the province of a judge to censure the rigour of the proceed* 
ings which have sent him before us. But I venture to anticipate 
yonr pleasure that, notwithstanding all the evidence given, you 
will be enabled to aequit the old man's son, the prisoner at the bar. 
I have said there cannot be the shade of a moral doubt that he has 
stolen the sheep, and I repeat the words. But, gentlemen, there 
is a legal doubt, to the full benefit of which he is entitled. The 
sheep has not been identified. The herdsman could not venture 
to identify it (and it would have been strange if he could) from 
the dismembered limbs found in the barn. To his mark on its 
skin, indeed, he might have positively spoken ; but no skin has 
been discovered. Therefore, according to the evidence, and you 
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have sworn to decide bj that alone, the prisoner is entitled to yonr 
acquittal. Possibly, now that the prosecntor sees the case in its 
full bearing he may be pleased with this result." 

While the jury, in evident satisfaction, prepared to return their 
verdict, Mr. Evans, who had but a moment before returned home, 
entered the court, and becoming aware of the concluding words of 
the judge, expressed his sorrow aloud, that the prosecution had 
ever been undertaken ; that circumstances had kept him unin- 
formed of it, though it had gone on in his name, ^d he begged 
leave to assure his lordship that it would be his future effort to 
keep Michaul Carroll in his former path of honesty, by finding him 
honest and ample employment, and, as far as in Mm lay, to reward 
the virtue of the old father. 

While Peery Carroll was laughing and crying in a breath, in 
the arms of his delivered son, a subscription, commenced by the 
bar, was mounting into a considerable sum for his advantage. 



THE END OF THE STOLEN SHEEP. 



THE PUBLICAN'S DREAM. 



The fair-day had passed over in a little straggling town in the 
south-east of Ireland, and was succeeded by a languor proportioned 
to the wild excitement it never failed to create. But of all in the 
village, its publicans suffered most under the reaction of great bustle. 
Few of their houses appeared open at broad noon ; and some — the 
envy of their competitors — continued closed even after that late 
hour. Of these latter, many were of the very humblest kind ; little 
cabins, in fact, skirting the outlets of the village, or standing alone 
oa the road-side, a good distance beyond it. 

About two o'clock upon the day in queition, a house of " En* 
tertainment for Man and Horse," the very last of the description 
noticed, to be found between the village and the wild tract of moun- 
tain country adjacent to it, was opened by the proprietress, who 
had that moment arisen from bed. 

The cabin consisted of only two apartments, and scarce more 
than nominally even of two ; for the half-plastered wicker and 
straw partition, which professed to cut off a sleeping nook from the 
whole area enclosed by the clay walls, was little higher than a tall 
man, and, moreover, chinky and porous in many places. Let the 
assumed distinction be here allowed to stand, however, while the 
reader casts his eyes around what was sometimes called the kitchen, 
sometimes the tap-room, sometimes the " dancing-flure.'* Forms 
which had run by the walls, and planks by way of tables, which 
had been propped before them, were turned topsey-turvey, and, in 
some instances, broken. Pewter- pots and pints, battered and 
bruised, or squeezed together and flattened, and fragments of 
twisted glass tumblers, lay beside them. The clay floor was scraped 
with brogue-nails, and Indented with the heel of that primitive 
foot-gear, in token of the energetic dancing which had lately been 
performed upon it. In a comer still appeared (capsized how- 
ever) an empty eight gallon beer barrel, recently the piper's throne, 
whence his bag had blown forth the inspiring storm of jigs and reels, 
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-which prompted to more antics than ever did a bag of the langhiog- 
gas« Among the yellow tnrf-ashes of the hearth lay, on its side, 
an old blackened tin kettle, without a spoat — a principal ntensil in 
brewing scalding water for the manufacture of whiskey-punch ; its 
soft and yet warm bed was shared by a r6d cat, who had stolen in 
from his own orgies, through some cranny, since day-break. The 
single fonr-paned window of the apartment remained veiled by its 
rough shutter, that turned on leather hinges ; but down the wide 
yawning chimney came sufficient light to reveal the objects hiere de- 
scribed. 

The proprietress opened her back door. She was a woman of 
about forty ; of a robust, large-boned figure; with broad, rosy visage, 
dark, handsome eyes, and well-cut nose. After a look abroad, to 
inhale the fresh air, and then a remonstrance (ending in a kick) with 
the hungry pig, who ran, squeaking and grunting, to demand his 
long-deferred breakfast, she settled her cap, rubbed down her 
prauskeen, (coarse apron,) tucked and pinned up her skirts behind, 
and saying, in a loud, commanding voice, as she spoke into the 
sleeping-chamber — "Get up now, at once, Jer, I bid you" — 
vigorously, if not tidily, set about putting her tavern to rights. 

During her bustle, the dame would stop an instant, and bend her 
ear to listen for a stir inside the partition ; but at last losing patience, 
she resumed — 

" Why, then, my heavy hatred on you, Jer Mulcahy, is it gone 
into a sauvaun (pleasant drowsiness) you are, over again ? Or may- 
be you stole out of bed, an' put your hand on one o' them ould, 
good-for-nothing books, that makes you the laziest man that a poor 
woman ever had under one roof wid her ? Ay, an' that sent you 
out of our dacent shop an' house, in the heart of the town below, 
an' banished us here, Jer Mulcahy, to sell drams o' whiskey an' pots 
o' beer to all the riff-raff o' the counthry-side, instead o' the nate 
boots an' shoes you served your honest time to ?" — she entered his, 
or her chamber, rather, hoping that she might detect him luxuri- 
antly perusing in bed one of the mutilated books, a love of which 
(or, more truly, a love of indolence, thus manifesting itself) had 
indeed chiefly caused his downfall in the world. Her husband, 
however, really tired after his unusual bodily efforts of the previous 
day, only slumbered, as Mrs. Mulcahy had at first anticipated ; and 
when she had shaken nd aroused him, for the twentieth time that 
morning, and scolded him until the spirit-broken blockhead whim- 
pered, nay, wept, or pretended to weep, the dame returned to her 
household duties. 
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She did not neglect, however, to keep calling to him, every half- 
minute, until at last, Mr. Jeremiah Mulcahy strode into the kitchen, a 
tall, ill-contrived figure, that had once been well fitted out, but that 
now wore its old skin, like its old clothes very loosely ; and those 
old clothes were a discoloured threadbare, half -polished kerseymere 
pair of trowsers„ and an aged superfine black coat, the last relics 
of his former Sunday finery: to which had recently and incongru- 
ously been added a calf-skin vest, a pair of coarse sky-blue,^ pea. 
sant's stockings, and a pair of brogues. His hanging cheeks and 
lips told his present bad living and domestic subjection ; and an 
eye that had been blinded by the small-pox, wore neither patch 
nor band ; although in better days, it used to be genteely hidden 
from remark — an assumption of consequence now deemed incom- 
patible with his altered condition in society. 

" Oh, Cauth ! oh, I had such a dhrame," he said, as he made his 
appearance. 

" An' I'll go bail you had," answered Cauth, " an' when do you 
ever go asleep without having one dhrame or another, that pesters 
me off o' my legs, the livelong day, 'till the night falls again to let 
you have another ? Musha, stop Jer, don't be ever an' always such 
a fooL Never mind the dhrame now, but lend a hand to help me 
in the work o' the house. See the pewther there. Have it up, 
man-alive, an' take it out into the garden, an' sit on the big stone, 
in the sun, an' make it look as well as you can, afther the ill usage 
it got last night. Come, hurry, Jer — go an' do what I bid you." 

He retired in silence to " the garden," a little patch of ground 
luxuriant in potatoes and a few cabbages. Mrs. Mulcahy pursued 
her work till her own sensations warned her that it was time to 
prepare her husband's morning or rather day-meal ; for by the 
height of the sun, it should now be many hours past noon. So she 
put down her pot of potatoes ; and, when they were boiled, took 
out a wooden trencher fnll of them, and a mug of sour milk, to Jer, 
determined not to summon him from his useful occupation of re- 
storing the pints and quarts to something of their former shape. 

Stepping through the back door, and getting him in view, she 
stopped short, in silent anger. His back was turned to her, that it 
might enjoy the warmth of the sunshine ; and while the vessels, 
huddled about in confusion, seemed little the better of his latent skill 
and Industry, there he sat on his favourite round stone, studionsly 
perusing, half-aloud to himself, some idle volume which, doubtless, 
he had smuggled out into the garden, in his pocket. Laying down 
her trencher and^her mug, Mrs. Mulcahy stole forward on tip-toe| 
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f;aiaed his shoulder without being heard, snatched the imperfect 
bundle of soiled pages out of his hand, and hurled it into a neigh- 
bour's cabbage^bed. 

Jeremiah complained, in his usual half-crying tone, declaring 
that " she never could let him alone, so she couldn't ; and he would 
rather list for a soger, than lade such a life, from year's end to 
year's end — so he would." 

" Well, an* do then — an' whistle that idle cur off wid yon," 
pointing to a nondescript puppy, which had lain happily coiled up 
at his master's feet until Mrs. Mnlcahy's appearance, but that now 
watched her closely, his ears half cocked, and his eyes wide open, 
though his position remained unaltered. *' Go along to the divil, 
you lazy whelp, you !" — she took up a pint in which a few drops 
of beer remained since the previous night, and drained it on the 
puppy's head, who instantly ran off, jumping sideways, and yelp- 
ing as loud as if some bodily injury had really visited him ;— 
" Yes — an' now you begin to yowl, like your masther, for nothing at 
all, only because a body axes you to stir your idle legs — houldyoor 
tongue, you foolish baste I" — she stooped for a stone — "one would 
think I scalded you." 

" You know you did once, Cauth, to the backbone ; an* small 
blame for Shuffle to be afeard of you ever since," said Jer. 

This vindication of his own occasional remonstrances as well as 
Shuffle's, was founded in truth. When very young, just to keep 
him from running against her legs, while she was busy over the 
fire, Mrs. Mulcahy had certainly emptied a ladlef ul of boiling po- 
tato-water upon the poor puppy's back ; and from that moment it 
was only necessary to spill a drop of the coldest possible water, or 
of any cold liquid, on any part of his body, and he believed he was 
again dreadfully scalded, and ran out of the house, screaming in 
all the fancied throes of torture, 

" Will you ate your good dinner now, Jer Mulcahy, an' promise 
to do something to help me, af ther it ? — Mother o' Saints !" — thus 
she interrupted herself, turning to the place where she had deposited 
the eulogised food — " see that, you unlucky bird ! May I nefer 
do an ill turn but there's the pig afther spilling the sweet milk, an' 
now shovelling the beautiful white-eyes* down her throath, at a 
mouthful !" 

Jer, really afflicted at this scene, promised to work hard, the 
moment he got his dinner, and his spouse, first procaring a pitch- 
fork to beat the pig into her sty, prepared a fresh meal for him, 
* Pieces of potato. 
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and retired to eat her own in the house, and then to continue her 
labour. 

In about an hour, she bethought of paying Jer another risit of 
inspection, when bis voice reached her ear, calling out in disturbed 
accents — " Cauth ! — Cauth ! a-vovmeenl For the lore o' heaven, 
Cauth ! where are you ?" 

Running to him, she found her husband sitting upright, though 
not upon his round stone, amongst the still untouched heap of pots 
and pints, his pock-marked face very pale, his single eye staring, 
his hands clasped and shaking, and moisture on his forehead. 

" What !" she cried, *' the pewther just as I left it, over again !" 

" Oh, Cauth I Cauth ! don't mind that now — but spake to me 
kind, Cauth, an' comfort me," 

" Why, what ails you, Jer, a-voumeenT^ affectionately taking 
his hand, when she saw how really agitated he was. 

" Oh, Cauth, oh, I had such a dhrame, now, in earnest, at any 
rate !" 

"A dhrame?" she repeated, letting go his hand, " a dhrame, 
Jer Mulcahy ! so, afther your good dinner, you go for to fall asleep, 
J^r Mulcahy, just to be ready wid a new dhrame for me, instead 
of the work you came out here to do, ^y^ blessed hours ago !" 

" Don't scould me now, Cauth ; don't, a-pet ; only listen to me, 
an' then say what you like. You know the lonesome little glen, 
between the hills, on the short cut for man or horse, to Kilbrog- 
gan ? Well, Cauth, there I found myself in the dhrame ; and I 
saw two sailors, tired afther a day^s hard walking, sitting before 
one of the big rocks that stand upright in the wild place. An' 
they were ating, or dhrinking, I couldn't make out wh^ch ; an' one 
was a tall, sthrong, broad-showldered man, an' the other was 
sthrong, too, but short an' burly. While they were talking very 
civilly to each other, lo an' behould you, Cuth, I seen the^tall man 
whip his knife into the little man. An' then they both sthruggled, 
and wrastled, an' schreeched together, till the rocks rung again. 
But at last the little man was a corpse ; an' may I never see a sight 
o' glory, Cauth, but all this was afore me as plain as you are in 
this garden ! an' since the hour I was bom, Cauth, I never got 
such a fright ; an' — oh, Cauth, what's that now ?" 

" What is it, you poor fool, you, but a customer, come at last 
into the kitchen — an' time for us to see the face o' one this blessed 
day. Get up out o' that, wid your dhrames — don't you hear 'em 
knocking ? I'll stay here to put one vessel at laste to rights — for 
I see I must." 
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Jeremiah arose, groaning, and entered the cabin through the 
back door. In a few seconds he hastened to his wife, more terror- 
stricken than he had left her, and settling his loins against the 
low garden wall, stared at her. 

"Why, then, dhonl's in yon, Jer Mulcahy — (Saints forgive me 
for curamg !) — and what's the matter wid you, at-all-at-all ?" 

** They're in the kitchen," he whispered. 

" Well, an' what will they take ?" 

" I spoke never a word to them, Canth, nor they to me ; I 
couldn't — an' I won't, for a duke's ransom : I only saw them 
stannin' together, in the dark that's coming on, behind the dour, 
an' I knew them at the first look — the tall one, an' the little one.'' 

With a flout at his dreams, and his cowardice, and his good- 
for-nothingness, the dame hurried to serve her customers. Jere- 
miah heard her loud voice addressing them, and their hoarse tones 
answering. She came out again for two pints to draw some beer, 
and commanded him to follow her, and ^^ discoorse the customers." 
He remained motionless. She returned in a short time, and fairly 
drove him before her into the house. 

He took a seat remote from his guests, with difficulty pro- 
nouncing the ordinary words of *' God save ye, genteels," which 
they bluffly and heartily answered. His glances towards them 
were also few; yet enough to inform him that they conversed 
together like friends, pledging healths, and shaking hands. The 
taU sailor abruptly asked him how far it was, by the short 
cut, to a village where they proposed to pass the night — Kilbrog- 
gan ? Jeremiah started on his seat, and his wife, after a glance 
and a grumble at him, was obliged to speak for her husband. 
They finished their beer; paid for it ; put up half a loaf, and a 
cut of bad watery cheese ; saying that they might feel more hungry 
a few miles on than they now did ; and then they arose to leave 
the cabin. Jeremiah glanced in great trouble around. His wife 
had fortunately disappeared ; he snatched up his old hat, and, 
with more energy than he could himself remember, ran forward 
to be a short way on the road before them. They soon approached 
him ; and then, obeying a conscientious impulse, Jeremiah sainted 
the smaller of the two, and requested to spedc with him apart. 
The sailor, in evident surprise, assented. Jer vaguely cautioned 
him against going any farther that night, as it would be quite 
dark by the time he should get to the mountain pass, on the by- 
road to Kilbroggan. His warning was made light of. He grew 
more earnest, asserting, what was not the fact, that it was " a bad 
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road," meaning one infested by robbers. Still the bluff tar paid 
no attention, and was turning away. *' Oh, sir ; oh, stop, sir,'* 
resumed Jeremiah, taking great courage, '^ I have a thing to tell 
you ;" and he rehearsed his dream, averring that, in it, he had 
distinctly seen the present object of his solicitude set upon and 
slain by his colossal companion. The listener paused a moment, 
first looking at Jer, and then at the ground, very gravely ; but the 
next moment he burst into a loud, and, Jeremiah thought, frightful 
laugh, and walked rapidly to overtake his ship-mat^. Jeremiah, 
much oppressed, returned home. 

Towards dawn, next morning, the publican awoke in an ominous 
panic, and aroused his wife to listen to a loud knocking, and a 
clamour of voices at their door. She insisted there was no 
«uch thing, and scolded him for disturbing her sleep. A renewal 
of the noise, however, convinced even her incredulity, and showed 
that Jeremiah was right for the first time in his life, at least. Both 
^urose, and hastaied to answer the summons. 

When they unbarred the iront door, a gentleman, surrounded 
by a crowd of people of the village, stood before it. He had dis- 
covered on the by-road through the hills from Kilbroggjui, a dead 
body, weltering in its gore, and wearing sailor's clothes ; had rid- 
den on, m alarm ; had raised the village ; and some of its popu- 
lation, recollecting to have seen Mrs. Mukahy's visitors of the pre- 
T^ions evening, now brought him to her house to hear what she 
could say on the subject. 

Before she could say anything, her husband fell senseless at her 
«ide, groaning dolefully. While the by-standers raised him, she 
clapped her hands, and exalted her voice in ejaculations, as Irish- 
women, when grieved, or astonished, or vexed, usually do. Now, 
as proud of Jeremiah* s dreaming capabilities, as she had before 
tehi impatient of them, she rehearsed his vision of the murder, 
4uid authenticated the visit of the two sailors to her house, almost 
while he was in the act of making her the con6dant of his pro- 
pfhetic ravings. The auditors stept back in consternation, crossing 
ithemselves, smiting their breasts, and cryiAg out, '^ The Lord save 
OS ! The Lord have mercy upon us !" 

Jeremiah slowly awoke from his swoon. The gentleman who 
had discovered the body, commanded his attendance back to the 
lonesome glen, where it lay. Poor Jeremiah fell on his knees, 
and, with tears streaming down his cheeks, prayed to be saved 
from such a trial. His neighbours almost forced him along. 

All soon gained the spot, a narrow pass between slanting piles 
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of displaced rocks ; the hills from which they had tumbled nsmg 
brown and barren, and to a great height above and beyond them. 
And there, indeed, upon the stripe of verdure which formed the 
winding road through the defile, lay the corpse of one of the sailors 
who had visited the publican's house the evening before. 

Again Jeremiah dropt on his knees, at some distance from the 
body, exclaiming, " Lord save us ! Yes ! oh, yes, neighbours ; 
this is the very place. Only — the saints be good to us, again ! 
Twas the tall sailor I seen killing the little sailor, and here's the 
tall sailor murthered by the little sailor !" 

" Dhrames go by conthraries, some way or another," observed 
one of his neighbours ; and Jeremiah's puzzle was resolved. 

Two steps were now indispensable to be taken : the county co- 
roner should be summoned, and the murderer sought after. The 
crowd parted to engage in both matters simultaneously. Evening 
drew on when they agam met in the pass ; and the first, wbo had 
gone for the coroner, returned with him, a distance of near twenty 
miles ; but the second party did not prove so successful. In fact, 
they had discovered no clue to the present retreat of the supposed 
assassin. 

The coroner impanelled his jury, and held his inquest under a 
large, upright rock, bedded in the middle of the pass, such is 
Jeremiah had seen in his dream. A verdict of wilful murd^ 
against the absent sailor was quickly agreed upon ; but, ere it 
could be recorded, all hesitated, not knowing how to individualise 
a man of whose name they were ignorant. 

The summer night had fallen upon thdr deliberations, and the 
moon arose in splendour, shining over the top of one of the high 
hills that enclosed the pass, so as fully to illumine the bosom of 
the other. During their pause, a man appeared standing up(m 
the line of the hill thus favoured by the moonlight, and every eye 
turned in that direction. He ran down the abrupt declivity be- 
neath him ; he guned the continued sweep of jumbled rocks 
which immediately walled in the little valley, springing from one 
to another of them with such agility and certainty, that it seemed 
almost magical ; and a general wMsper of fear now attested the 
fact of his being dressed in a straw hat, a short jacket, and loose 
white trowsers. As he jumped from the last rock upon the sward 
of the pass, the spectators drew back ; but he, not seeming to 
notice them, walked up to the corpse, which had not yet beea 
touched ; took its hand ; turned up its face into the moonlight, 
•and attentively regarded the features ; let the hand go ; poshed 
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bis hat upon his forehead; glanced around hhn ; recognised the 
person in authority ; approached, and stood still before him, and 
said — " Here I am, Tom MiUs, that killed long Harry Holmes, 
and there he lies." 

The coroner cried out to secure him, now fearing that the man^s 
stardiness meant farther harm. *'No need," resumed the self- 
accused; "here's my bread-and-cheese knife, the only weapon 
about me ;" he threw it on the ground. ** I come back just to 
aK yon, commodore, to order me a cruize after poor Harry, bless 
his precious eyes, wherever he is bound." 

" You have been pursued hither ?" 

" No, bless your heart ; but I wouldn't pass such another 
watch as the last twenty-four hours for all the prize-money won 
at Trafalgar* 'Tisn't in regard of not tasting food or wetting my 
lips ever since I ML foul of Harry, or of hiding my head like a 
cursed animal o* the yearth, and starting if a bird only hopped 
nigh me ; but I cannot go on living on this tack no longer — that's 
it ; and the least I can say to you, Harry, my hearty." 

«* What caused your quarrel with your comrade ?" 

" There was no jar or jabber betwixt us, d'you see me." 

^' Not at the time, I understand you to mean : but surely you 
must have long owed him a grudge ?" 

" No, but long loved him ; and he, me." 

" Then, in Heaven's name, what put the dreadful thought in 
your head ?** 

" The devil, commodore^ — (the homed lubber I) and another 
lubber to help him," pointing at Jeremiah, who shrank to the 
(B^irts of the crowd. " I'll tell you every word of it, commodore, 
as true as a log-book. For twenty long and merry years, Harry 
and I sailed together, and worked together, thro' a hard gale, 
sometimes, and through hot sun another time ; and never a squally 
word came between us till last night, and then it all came of that 
there lubberly swipes-seller, I say again. I thought as how it 
was a real awful thing that a strange landsman, before ever he 
laid eyes on either of us, should come to have this here dream 
about us. After fallmg in with Harry, when the lubber and I 
parted company, my old mate saw I was cast down, and he told 
me as much, in his own gmfif, well-meaning way ; upon which I 
gave him the story, laughing at it. Se didn't laugh in return, 
but grew glum — ^glummer than I ever seed him ; and I wondered, 
and fell to boxing about my thoughts, more and mor&— (deep sea 
ink that cursed thinking and thmking, say I ! it sends many an 
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honest fellow ont of his coarse :) — and * it*s hard to know the hest 
nan's mind,' I thought to myself. Well ; we came on the tack 
into these rocky parts, and Harry says to me all on a sadden — 
* Tom, try the soundings here, a-head, hy yourself ; or let me, 
by myself.' I axed him why ? * No matter,' says Harry, again ; 
^ bat, after what yon chawed about, I don't like your company 
any farther, till we fall in again at the next village.' ^ What, 
Harry,' I cries, laughing heartier than ever, * are you afeard of 
your own mind with Tom Mills ?' * Pho,' he made answer, walk- 
ing on before me ; and I followed him. 

^^ ' Yes,' I kept saying to myself, ^ he is afeard of his own mind 
with his old ship-mate.' 'Twas a darker night than this ; and 
when I looked a-head, the devil (for now I know 'twas he that 
boarded me !) made me take notice what a good spot it was for 
Harry to fall foul of me. And then I watched him making way 
before me, in the dark, and couldn't help thinking he was the 
better man of the two — a head and shoulders over me, and a 
match for any two of my inches. And then, again, I brought to 
mind that Harry would he a heavy purse the better of sending me 
to Davy's locker, seeing we had both been just paid off, and got 
a lot of prize-money, to boot ; and at last (the real red devil 
having fairly got me helm a-larboard) I argufied with myself that 
Tom Mills would be as well alive, with Harry Holmes's luck in his 
pocket, as he could be dead, and his in Harry Holmes's ; not to 
say nothing of taking one's own part, just to keep one's self afloat, 
if so be Harry let his mind run as mine was running. 

'* All this time Harry never gave me no hail, but kept tacking 
thro' these cursed rocks ; and that, and his last words, made me 
doubt him more* and more. At last he stopped nigh where he 
now lies, and, sitting with his back to that high stone, he calls 
for my blade to cut the bread and cheese he had got at the vil- 
lage ; and, while he spoke, I believed he looked glummer and 
glummer, and that he wanted the blade, the only one between us, 
for a some'at else than to cut bread and cheese — though now I 
don't believe no such thing howsumdever, but then I did ; and so, 
d'you see me, commodore, I lost baUast all of a sudden, and when 
he stretched out for the blade — (hell's fire blazing up in my lub- 
berly heart !) — ' Here it is, Harry,' says I ; and I gives it to him 
in the right side ! once, twice, in the right place 1" — (the sailor's 
voice, hitherto calm, though broken and rugged, now rose into a 
high, wild cadence) — '^ and then how we did grapple ! and sing 
out one to another ! ahoy ! yeho 1 aye ; till I thought the whole 
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crew of devils answered our hail from the hill-tops ! But I hit 
jou again and again, Harrj, before jou could master me," cou ti- 
nned the sailor, returning to the corpse, and once more taking its 
hand, " until at last you struck, my old mess- mate. And now 
nothing remains for Tom Mills but to man the yard-arm !'' 

The narrator stood his trial at the ensuing assizes, and was 
executed for this avowed murder of his shipmate — Jeremiah 
appearing as a principal witness. Our story may seem drawn 
either from imagination, or from mere village gossip ; its chief 
facts rest, however, upon the authority of members of the Irish 
bar, since risen to high professional eminence ; and they can even 
Touch that, at least, Jeremiah asserted the truth of ^' The Pub- 
lican^s Dream.' 



THE END OF THE PUBLICAN'S DREAM. 



Si 
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At English fairs business and merriment are kept rather dis- 
tinct. The buying and selling of sheep, oxen, and horses, com- 
monly occur before the gingerbread booths, the toy-bootbs, and 
the dancing booths (such as the dancing in the latter is found to 
be), are visited, and take place upon some spot detached from the 
crowded encampments of pleasure and finery. At Irish fairs, 
however, important sales, halfpenny adventures in gambling, love- 
making, dancing (^' the right sort at a fair"), and perhaps some 
harmless fighting, used, in our time, to go hand in hand from the 
opening of the blessed day. Hence, our Irish fair was a less or- 
derly, but a more rousing scene than one in this inveterately deco- 
rous island. While the mind of a serious spectator is filled with 
the important circumstance of groups of " strong farmers" bar- 
gaining about the transfer of fifty or a hundred great horned beasts, 
his livelier or lighter sensibilities might be appealed to by the ora- 
tory of the proprietress of a show of fragile nick-nacks, alarmed 
lest some of those animals shQuld overthrow and shatter at a 
touch her whole stock in trade : or a rich-cheeked country girl, 
laughing loudly, and struggling, ^'Just for dacency," half caused 
by her half-proffered lips, the uncouth smack which startles our 
observer, and which is the payment for her swain^s *' treat*' to a 
grass-green ribbon, or a pair of scarlet garters ; or the rub-a-dub 
of a set of ^* jiggers," with their cries of ecstasy, strikes upon his 
ear from some adjacent public-house; or perhaps two *' factions," 
who have been at war, as they would themselves say, ^^ ever since 
their grandfather's time," emit fiercer shouts, as, huddled amongst 
cattle of all descriptions, and striking the animals as often as their 
own heads, they fight their twentieth pitched battle for some 
cause of dispute which neither can explain. 

About forty years ago, when the writer had most to do with 
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such an assemblage, an accompanying feature, now almost wom 
out by the progress of gentility, was observable. While elderly 
farmers ploddej to the important rendezvoas, strictly in the spirit 
of men of business, their sons, or perhaps some youthful laod- 
holders of four or five hundred acres, pushed in from the country 
on nearly whole- blood horses, arrayed in the Sanday suit, which, 
at each weekly mass, made them the stars of their district chapels, 
pnrely, or chiefly, to ride up and down through throngs of men, 
women, and beasts, vouching their attractions in the face of half 
the assembled county, and also in the faces of rural '^ darkers" of 
the other sex, who, perched on pillions behind their fathers, and 
flaming in all colours, came pretty nearly in the same policy to 
the great general mart for the day. 

A group of such gallant amateurs, standing still because they 
have been blocked up by surrounding droves of cattle, is presented 
to the reader, at the fair, holden about forty years ago, to which 
we direct our attention. The young men were all known to each 
other ; and they talked or laughed cheerily, and seemed folly en- 
joying their day's adventures. 

" But stop, boys," said one, " here comes Martin Brophy ; and 
if he sees us so merry he'll swear we're laughing at himself." 
*' And then put a quarrel on us all," said another. 
** Then ye won't spake to him, boys ?" asked a third. 
" What's the use, Jack ? Ever since things went so conthrary 
against him, you can't look but he thinks it a slight, so that there's 
no managing v\ith Martin. I, for one, will just let him go quietly 
by on his poor broken-down half-blood." 

<' Besides, Tom, though an ould head can't be put on young 
shoulders (a truth we all stand up for), Martin done the ven- 
geance* entirely, in regard of his behaviour to little Catty Morissy." 
'* Yes, and the priest calling him f for it, at last mass, Sunday- 
se'nnit (week)," added a pious person of the party ; " but here he 
is ! See, boys 1" speaking loudly, and pointing his whip to a drove 
of cows and oxen, while the eyes of his companions followed his — 
^' Them browns is the clanest cattle in the fair to my mind." 

Martin Brophy passed them with eyes studiously averted in the 
opposite direction, as if he had determined to anticipate their slight. 
Yet his erect can-iage, his knitted brow, and his protruded lips, 
destroyed the ease which should have given to the act its best ex- 
pression, and suggested, instead, a bitter and haughty conscious- 

♦ Went too far. f Eebuking him. 
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ness of the presence of his former companions in the carouse and 
in the sporting-field. 

They continaed their observations by turns. 

'* There he goes, the proudest and the poorest grandee in 
Leinster." 

" Look at the hat ! — the poor hair will be growing through it 
with the next crop." 

" Bat the oald green I" — (Martin's coat) — " it ought to bring 
him new ones by that time, for it's long ago it ran to seed between 
his shoulders." 

" And what brings him to the fair, boys ?" 

" To sell ould Nora ;" (Martin's skeleton steed.) 

" Yes — to the tanners." 

" Or to cut a dash on her back-bone." 

*' Aye — before Dora Marum ; only she's not here: I stopt at the 
house to-day morning, to know if she'd be at the fair with ould 
cranky Dan, ihe father of her ; but no, purty Dora couldn't come. 

" Then Martin won't take the light out of her eyes entirely this 
blessed day." 

^' Hoot, tut, man-a-live ; in jest or amest, that's all gone by ; 
Dan gave him the cowld shouldher long ago." 

They separated to resume the exhibition of their handsome steeds 
and admirable persons through the fair. We follow the individaal 
of whom they have been speaking. 

He was a man as young as any of them ; better featured than 
any, notwithstanding that premature sufi^erings and the conflict of 
strong passions had thinned and swarthed his cheek ; nay, his air, 
and the character of those features, gave him nearer claims than 
any to a gentlemanlike appearance, although, as they had truly re- 
marked, his attire was shabby. 

He had not overheard a word of the jeers spoken at his expense, 
but his sensitive mind imagined such a dialogue between his former 
friends, and ima^ned it to an extent even beyond the reality ; and 
the petty ferment consequently called up in his bosom, worked his 
features and temper more violently than greater misfortunes had 
that day done. 

They scoffingly wondered why he appeared at the fair. Martin 
Brophy could not himself, have satisfied their idle and cruel curiosity. 
He could only have stated, were he so inclined, that upon the ap- 
proach of bailiffs to his house, early in the morning, to seize his 
furniture — the last of his earthly goods — he had run to the stable, 
saddled old Nora, jumped on her back, and while his mother's low 
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wailings filled his ears, poshed the feeble beast out of sight and 
hearing of a scene which maddened his heart, bat which he conld 
not help ; and that then, waywardlj yielding to an nnacconntable 
impnlse, he had harried into the thick of another scene, the most 
nnlikely of any he might select, to assuage his angry feelings. 

" And this," he muttered, " this is the end of slashing Mick 
Brophy's divil-may-care days ; of his hunting days, and his danc- 
ing days, and hb cock-fighting days : ay, and of his good-fellow 
nights, with their songs, and their brave cursing and swearing:, and 
screeling and tattering. father ! you left us too soon for Mick's 
good. Look out of your grave and see him now. Not worth a 
lady halfpenny, stock, lock, and barrel ; not a dacent tack to his back; 
the ould mother crying at home to the bare walls in the empty 
house; Dora Marnm lost ; and these very kouts^ * that you left me 
a head-and-shoulders over — and that I made my equals only to let 
them make me what I am at last come to — these very scheming, 

cringing,|)aZav6n/i^t hounds Oh 1" — ^yielding to the bitterness 

of his immediate position — " by the light o' the world I I'd a'most 
stop thinking of every thing else that once pleasured me, only for 
as much good fortune as would again put me where I was — above 
them ; and then« with my foot on their neck, instead of the hand to 
their hands, as it used to be I" 

His reverie was interrupted by the quick approach of two bodies 
of screaming rioters. As they capered past him, he drew, even 
from their noise and outrage, a renewed cause for embittered regret. 
" Ay ! Dullard's faction and Campion's faction I" repeating their 
war-cries, and now soliloquizing rather aloud — " But who shoots 
Brophy's faction to-day ? though I remember the day when if any 
tenant or follower of his shouted that name, a hundred good cUpeens 
would jump at the sound." " An' there's one, at laste, to shoot it 
yet, Masther Martin," said a low, thick-necked, red-headed lad at 
his side — *' whoo I" jumping among a pacific crowd — " whoo for 
Masther Brophy ? who'll look crooked at him ? will you ? or yoo ?" 

Martin was mach surprised at this unrecognised friend so Quixoti- 
cally challenging the whole world on his account ; but as the hero, 
after prancing here and there, and peering up hostility into many 
faces, only earned for his stunted, hurley, unwarlike figure, and for 
the cause it abetted, contemptuous sneers or loud laughter, oa 
the part of the athletic fellows around him, poor Brophy's wonder 
changed into increased mortification. 

* • Paltry fellow. f Sycophantic. 
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A little old man, dressed in the common peasant garb of the dis- 
trict ; namely, coat, vest, breeches, and hose, all grey, with a two* 
backled flaxeo^wig, and a foxy felt hat, ^ staggered np the street, 
holding a stick, and every now and then stopping and trying to 
balance himself in order to make a solemn dranken soliloquy ; and 
npon these occasions he feebly flourished his stick, and seemed to 
come to the conclusion that he was agrieved and valiaut. 

" Or you !" continued Martin's knight, as the old fellow met his 
eye — " mind this, Masther Martin" — speaking under his breath, 
while he passed Brophy — " a friendlier blow was never struck for 
your good" — and darting on, down tumbled the man of soliloquies, 
and with a dozen pursuers at his heels, Martin one of them ; away 
scampered the aggressor. For notwithstanding the lad's whisper, 
Martin could not think that the little old man had anything to do 
with him, nor with his assaulter. There was in the blow a matter- 
of-fact kind of character ; its very sound on the other's skull, might 
suggest an act without a motive, an effect without a cause. 

None of the indignant pursuers succeeded in apprehending the 
red-haired champion ; and Mailin returned to condole with the in- 
considerable victim, sacrificed so much against his will, to his feudal 
importance. 

The sire had arisen and gone on. Partly by inquiries, partly by 
a gory and devious track, Martin traced him out of the fair, and 
then out of the town. Spurring his sorry nag, he overtook him 
upon the road towards his own sad home. The sufferer still stag- 
gered, but now more from weakness than inebriety. 

" Tell me that young rascal's name, daddy." 

" Troth, an' I don't know the poor boy's name." 

*' Come back into the town, then ; he will surely be caught, and 
yon must be ready to take the law of him." 

" Why then," in a very kind and simple tone, " I believe we 
can't do that, either, avich;*' (my son ;) " I owe the poor boy no ill- 
will, an' sure I won't go for to put him in raal throuble jest for a 
little matther of a clipe" (blow,) " of a stick, that I'm sure, afore 
my Maker, there was no hai'um in ; an' I'll engage he's a good, 
honest, poor slob for all that." 

'^ Then let me help yon a bit of the road, daddy :" Martin 
alighted, and throwing Nora's bridle over one arm, caused his tot- 
tering companion to lean on the other. 

After walking along slowly for some time — *' The blessin's be in 
yom* path for ever, avich ; sure here's my poor cabin," said the old 
man, stopping at the closed door of a very inferior habitation evea 
of the kind he named. 
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" This ?** questioned Martin Bropby — •** why, this, I remember, 
used to be Muaha Merry's — and stop" — looking attentively into his 
face — **Yes — now I remember you too— you are ould Musha Merry, 
our great fjury-man." 

" Hushth, hushth— a pet^manners to them — mainin* you no of- 
fence, but the best o' good, conthrary-wise : poor Mhsha Merry I 
am — their friend, an' the friend o' the good Christhians, whenever 
theif let me.'* 

" Oho !" ejaculated Martin, assuming a sneer, but from the effects 
of his early education, not fully feeling it however — " and didn't 
you send a body to me, the other day, to tell me not to let the 
heart be cast down entirely, for all that's come and gone, yet ?" 

'* Of a thruth, an' so I did, avich ; just out o' the pity is oo my 
soul for your only throubles, an' the kind-of»-a-sort-of a knowledge 
I have that there's loock in store for yon, let the priest scowld you 
an' curse you, off o' the althar^ as often as he likes, plaise his 
reverence." 

" With help from the fairies ?" laughed Martin. 

*^ hushth, now again, avich, an' call them no names, but lave 
them to themse'fs, my honey, Masther Martin ; an' no, in troth no ; 
but wid help from them, sure they haven't the power to give the 
riches, like others, much as they can do in every thing else." 

" Then with help from the Barrymount gang ?" 

" Avoch, nien, nien, entirely ; duv you think, Masther Martin 
Brophy, my pet, I'd go for to give you the advice to take part wid 
them rapparees o' the arth — Nien, nien ; — and yet,"— speaking 
more expressively — *' there's a way, so there is— but hushth, again!'* 
the door of his cabin opened, and a group of men and women ap- 
peared at it, scraping their feet or dropping curtsies to him. ** See, 
here's some o' the poor neigbours waitin' for me to give 'em the good 
o' the trifle o' knowledge that's comc/to me, somehow or someway — 
a good-day to ye^ neighbours, honies ; come in, Masther Martin, 
■avicb, an' just tie your bridle to the hasp, and rest yourself on the 
chair a bit, and when I do my enday vours for the poor Christhians, 
£ure then you an' I can go on wid our own little shanachus — (gos- 
siping.)" 

Doing as he was exhorted, Martin Brophy followed Musha Merry 
Into his cabin. More people than had appeared at the door were 
tarrying for him under its roof, the greater number women, who sat 
on the mud floor, with their back to the mud wall. Martin was 
aware that, as patients crowd the waiting-rooms of a popular town 
or city physician, these persons had come to get charms from Musha 
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Merry, for evils inflicted apon themselves, or apon their families, 
or upon their cows, horses, or crops. 

Occupying " the chair," so described, because it was the only 
one in the house, Martin looked on attentively, and with more de- 
ference towards the wise man's gifts, than his language might have 
expressed at the door : for unconsciously he agi'eed in the general 
homage now paid, in his presence, to the wizard-doctor, if, indeed, 
he had ever really felt disposed to withold his share of it. 

Mnsha Merry first retired behind a wicker partition, or screen, 
which ran half way across the waste apartment, at its upper end, 
expressing modestly an intention to charm away his own broken 
head, before he engaged in the service of any other afflicted person : 
and after having been invisible for a short time, he re-appeared, 
every previous mark of violence effaced from his cheek and temple, 
or hidden under a more ample wig, while his crabbed old features 
simpered all over with their usual insinuating good-nature, and his 
glossy grey eyes were almost shut up in the pucker of wrinkles, 
which the bland expression induced round them. 

A pale, melancholy, over-watched woman, arose, curtsying, and 
calling him ^^ sir," and stated the first case that claimed his profes- 
sional attention. *' The good people,'' had sent a great ^' faver" 
(fever) to her only son, and the doctor gave the boy up, and the 
priest gave him up, what was she to do ? — Musha Merry made very 
light of the matter, and of the skill of his learned brethren, the 
doctor and the priest, and speaking smooth words of comfort and 
assurance, gave her a phial filled with some coloured liquid, mur- 
mured at her ear, directions for administering it, received his fee, 
and the sorrowful woman slipt lightly over the threshold. 

A half-starved cottier next represented, in a whining, miserable 
voice, how his one cow had been " overlooked.*' The fairy-man 
handed him a little bag to tie under her left ham, and smilingly 
pocketed sixpence more. 

A second woful mother, holding an emaciated, silent, starving 
infant upon her arms, rose from her squatting position at the wall, 
and her words were — '* Avocb, Mis^her Musha Merry, sir, sure this 
poor cratnre of a baby isn't wid me at all, but gone off wid them** — 
meaning, and plainly understood to mean, notwithstanding the 
seeming puzzle of two identities, that the child which, a few 
months before, she had brought into the world, had been kidnapped 
by the fairies, and the certainly preternatural looking babe she held 
oat for inspection, left in its stead. 

Another poor peasant applied to have '^ the fairy-worum puU 
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out of his tooth, because it wouldn't let him sleep night or day, 
wid the atin' it war givin him ?" and Musha Merry procured a 
cow's horn, burnt a reed in it, put the pointed end into the patient's 
gaping mouth, whispered at the other end, then shook it over the 
palm of his haAd till a little red worm fell out ; and the man de- 
parted with a happy grin on his features, declaring t^at his tooth- 
ache was perfectly cured. 

Many more curious complsdnts received fit attention from the 
fairy-doctor. At length Martin Brophy and he were left alone. 
Then old Musha Merry bolted the crazy door of his desolate cabin, 
and rubbing his hands softly, and simpering in his most affectionate 
style, approached the young man, and seated himself upon a large 
stone at his feet. 

^' And so this is not the way I'm to win the good lack that is 
in store for me," said Martin. 

The wizard slightly glancmg towards the upper end of the cabin, 
softly said, " It is not." 

*' And yet there is a way you tell me," resumed Martin Brophy, 
after a break in the conversation, during which his companion kept 
his eyes fixed on the floor, now very serious. 

" There w," slowly answered Musha Merry : and he did not offer 
to go on, nor yet raise his head. l!>eep silence ensued, except that 
Martin could distinctly hear every- wheezing respiration of the old 
man at his feet. The pause and his situation began to grow disa- 
greeable to Martin Brophy, he could not tell why. As his eye 
glanced round, a washy gleam of December sunshine which, enter- 
ing through a small aperture in the broken thatch of the roof, crept 
over the rough floor, as unaccountably made him almost start. In 
fact, the young farmer was superstitious, and the dreary and pecu^* 
liar lonesomeness and silence of the fairy-man's abode, together with 
the mysterious hint as to ** the way," in which he was to retrieve 
his fortune, and the suspended explanation of that hint, fully called 
np this weak sentiment. 

Still Musha Merry did not go on, and Martin resumed in a low 
voice : ** Well ; and what is that way ?" 

His counsellor now looked up into his face, every feature at rest, 
and his shadowy grey eyes widely opened ; — the change of expres- 
sion was, indeed, so remarkable, that Martin Brophy returned, in 
a kind of fascination, the glossy and vague glare with which he 
found himself regarded. 

" You're afeard o' the priest, so you are, though he done hia 
best on you already, or I'd tell you," said Musha Merry. 
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*' Cnrae the priest P cried Martin Brophj, in a mixed feeling of 
Smpatlence at the wizard's hesitation, and anger at, as he believed^ 
the no merited disgrace which his clergyman had stamped on him. 

" That'll do for a beginnin'," muttered the old man ; " an' now 
I'll show you the way, afore I tell it to you ;" he arose from the 
stone ; " you haven't much o' the goold or the silver in your pockets, 
Masther Martin, avich ?" 

** Not a cross to keep the devil out o' them — and my mother is 
at home without her dinner." 

" Ochone ! — an' sure that's a hard case — ^but a friend is near at 
hand, Masther Martin ; never mind me, for a start now, only ob- 
serve this. — " 

He drew a dingy card from his bosom, and, holding it out for 
his companion's inspection, Martin saw that it was the Ace of Clubs : 
and then Musha Merry hobbled to the upper end of the waste apart- 
ment, and hid himself behind the wicker partition. 

" I'm kneelin' down, a vich-ma'Ckree," (son of my heart,) he 
said from his concealment. Martin's bosom beat quick. In a short 
time the old man's voice sounded again. 

" An' now it's time for you to put your hand in your hat that's 
close by your side." 

Martin did so, and his moving fingers caused to jingle in the hat 
some pieces of coin. He snatched it up, looked into it, and saw 
three guineas. His bosom's quick throbbing was arrested by a 
spasm, and as Musha Merry again advanced, smiling in a congra- 
tulating and affectionate manner, he saw that his young friend was 
deadly pale. 

" You knelt down, you say, to send me these ?" questioned Martin 
Brophy. 

" Throth, aye, on the two poor knees, avich.*' 

" Did you pray ?" 

" Och, an' sure I did, from the bottom o' my heart." 

" Tell me " Martin slowly stood up, and glanced stealthily 

round the cabin as he whispered — " Tell me — did you pray — to 
God?" 

Musha Merry bent his head close to Martin Bropby's face, and 
also answered in a whisper — " No.** 

Martin sprang to the door, and began hastily to unbolt it, having 
put up, however, almost unconsciously, the three guineas. 

** An' you won't wait to larn the way, yourself?" asked the old 
man, as he crossed the unhallowed threshold. 

Martin muttered an incoherent dissent. 
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" Well, avich ; when it's most pleasin' to yon, to get the hapes 
o' goold, instead o' them three beggarly gaineas, sure you know 
who to come to, to lam yon ; — or, if yon like, I'll be in the little 
glin o' Coile at the first light, to-morrow momin* — ^it's a good place 
for talkin' of id." 

Without nttering a word, Martin monnted old Nora, and rode o£f. 

" Come out here to me, now, Maurice, you poor creature," con- 
tinned Musha Merry, again carefoUy bolting his cabin door. 

A man about forty strode from behind the wicker screen. Before 
he appeared, there had been a rustlings as if of straw ; and from 
his rubbing his eyes, and also from the fact of bits of straws being 
stuck through hb tangled black hair, and to different parts of his 
attire, it would seem that this concealed inmate of the cabin was 
asleep, or doziug, previous to Musha Merry^s call. His person and 
limbs were athletic and coarse, his brow scowling ; and he held a 
large pistol in his hand. 

" By dad, Maurice, my poor boy, I believe we are nigh hand to 
our snug little revenge on the Brophys at last, though it cost the 
simple ould father o* you a'most thirty long years to bring it about," 
resumed Musha Merry, rubbing his hands, and smiling on his son. 

" Will he 'list wid us, father ?" growled Maurice. 

" I didn't ax him, and I won't ax him a-while, yet, avich ; be- 
case, for all his thronbles an' ru'nation, the good bringin-up he got 
from his mother, does be comin' into his head, an' the priest-talk, 
an the masses, an' them things ; an' if we bid him be a bonld 
Barrymount-boy, at once, 'twould frighten him, may be, an' he'd 
dhraw back from ns enturely, not to talk o' the chance o' tellin' the 
neighbours some of our sacrets." 

" Then I don't know what yon spake of." 

'^ Wait, avich. Sure I made him b'lieve that the Ace o' Clubs, 
wid help from the card's masther, sent him three guineas out o' the 
brave booty that came to your share last night ; an' I'm a big fool in 
my ould days, Maurice, if he rests night or day till he spakes to the 
card himsel' ; an' as soon as he does, tho' he*ll be as far from the 
hapes 0* goold as ever he was, little o' that rhaumaush^ (nonsense.) 
about the priests, and the prayers, an' the mass-songs, 'ill stay wid 
Martin Brophy : and then we'll have our own time to 'list him, 
Maurice, avich, jist by promisin' the riches in another way." 

" The priest was lookin' for him to-day momin', father ; an' if 
he comes across him now, he'll take Martin ont o' your hands." 

"We'll do our endayvour to keep the' both broken friends, 
Maurice ; Nance Dempsy must throw hersef in the poor boy's way 
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to-night ; an' afore daylight, the priest 'ill be tonld where to find 
them together ; Nance is a duck-o'-the world, in regard of a decoy- 
dnck." 

Meantime, Martin Brophy rode homeward. The winter evening 
fell rapidly. He came in sight of the front of his house ; no usual 
lights glimmered through its windows. He turned into the back-yard, 
put up Nora, groomed her carefully, gave her a bunch of musty 
hay, crossed to the kitchen-door, raised the latch, and heard the 
low lament of his mother before he saw her, seated on a low stool 
at the hearth, and confronted by a vexy old woman, her nurse ; the 
embers of some twigs, gathered by the latter from the neighbour- 
ing hedges, flickering between them. 

With a shrill scream, his only living parent sprang up to throw 
herself round his neck : she had entertained fearful thoughts as to 
the cause of his absence. 

" Come into the little parlour, Martin, my son," she said ; then 
changing her voice, " Avoch 1 an' sure I forgot. I left it myself 
to sit down here, on this stool, borrowed at a neighbour's cabin, 
becase it broke my heart to look at the four bare walls, that often 
«aw us and ours comfortable and happy between 'em. An' I'm 
afeard you're dhry and hungry, Martin, my son." 

" Gush," said Martin, throwing a guinea to the old woman — 
^^ hurry down to the village, and get us something to ate and to 
Shrink." 

The feeble creature^ with cries of wonder and joy, tottered off 
on her errand. His mother, ^also suiprised, inquired how he had 
procured the guinea. He hesitated. She looked alarmed, and 

hoped he had not And she stopt, and with streaming eyes 

gazed on him. 

" Mother, mother," he said hastily, " don't be afeard — I neither 
Viiled nor robbed for it." 

Oush returned with food and spirits. She had also providently 
thought of the fire, and a pile of turf now blazed on the hearth. 
Martin and his mother ate their meal off their knees : the bailiffs had 
not left them a table. It was scarce over when horsemen rode up 
to the front of the house, hallooing heartily. The old nurse went to 
the hall-door to *^ discoorse them ;" Martin stept after her to listen. 
He soon ascertained that the visitors were two of the '' squireens," 
ivho had insulted him that day at the fair ; and who now, dated 
with liquor, turned off the main road to taunt him farther, by ask- 
ing a bed at his desolate house. When, in consequence of Gush's 
representations, that there was ** no one in id," they galloped off, 
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still hallooing. '^ FIl match je yet," said Martin, grinding his teedi, 
«if Ihnmedforit." 

" Mother," he resnmed ahruptly, in some time after, while he 
liberally helped himself to the whiskey, *^ tell me some o' your choice 
old stories about ghosts, and fairies, and Oold Nick." 

*' Christ save us, Martin Brophy," crossing herself. 

** Yes, mother ; you know you had plenty of 'em for me when 
I didn't ask for 'em — and never mind tfie night it is — the blacks 
to us, the more we want something to put it out of our heads" — 
he drank another deep draught — 

" Come, mother, I remember a capital stoiy of yours that I'll 
thank yon to tell me once again — about old Squire Jarvis and a 
friend of his." 

After mauy demurs, the mother began her tale. It was an old 
one ; or rather a local version of one, common to every countiy in 
Christendom. Squire Jarvis was a very bad man, and led a very 
wicked life, and became very poor in his old age. Every body for- 
sook him, and he lived in a lone house, a great way off the road, 
where he did nothing from morning to night but eat and drink, and 
sleep, and commit sin, and scold the few servants who remained to 
share his fortune. One Sunday evening, after dinner, and after a 
good deal of wine too, he got into such a passion with his own man, 
and so abused and swore at him, that the domestic declared he 
would quit his service as soon as he paid him his wages. Now 
Squire Jarvis could pay no wages at all, and this made him down- 
right furious ; he turned the man out of the room, and fell asleep in 
his arm-chaim by the fire, still cursing and swearing, and just as he 
said — " I'd sell myself body and sowl, for one barrel-bag-ful of 
goold." 

About twelve o'clock he awoke, when everything was still in the 
house, and looking across the fire, there was a dark-complexioned 
gentleman, decently dressed in black, sitting in the chair opposite 
to his, and attentively watching him — ^but the tale need not be 
continued ; Squhre Jarvis got the " barrel-bag-fd of goold" on the 
usual terms. 

" An* sure you're not such a fool, mother, as to b'liove such a 
thing can happen ?" demanded Martin Brophy. 

His mother, mingling pious and frig[htened ejaculations with her 
answer, had no doubt but it could. Nor had Martin himself much 
doubt when he asked the question. He only wanted confirmation 
from his mother's anticipated assurances ; for he misconceived the 
mode by which Musha Merry proposed to endow him with wealth. 
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The distressed parent, wearied with grief and watching, began 
to nod. Martin arose to make np some kind of a conch for her. 
Onsh, again provident, had provided straw ; npou part of it, in the 
comer of the kitchen, next to the fire, he left his mother and her 
old nurse to stretch themselves ; the rest he took into his own 
chamber. And here he flung it from him, locked himself in, and 
holding bis rushlight in his hand, stared wildly and fiercely around. 

" Would he, without Mush a Merry's knowledge, make the ccdlT^ 
At the thought, his forehead grew moist and cold, his scalp 
froze, bis limbs shook. A glance at his desperate position, aided 
by the effects of the spirits, controlled his horror. " He would !*' — 
and, as the preface to his call, he furiously, though unconsciously, 
stamped upon the floor. The whole house vibrated to the shock, 
and something slightly clattered against the wall of the chamber. 
He looked up. It was an old wooden crucifix hanging by a thread 
from a nail — ^the only article which the bailiffs had hesitated to 
drag away. He rivetted his eye upon the symbol of his redemp- 
tion and his hope ; he trembled again, but it was with new fears ; 
he dashed down his rushlight — trod on it — plunged on his knees 
into his straw ; and amid choking sobs, Martin Brophy muttered a 
prayer — but it was a prayer to God. 

In about an hour, a wailing, soft voice sounded from under his 
window. He arose, looked out, and saw a gurl sitting on the 
ground, and rocking to and fro, and clapping her hands. He 
opened the window and spoke to her. She said she had missed 
her father and her brothers at the fair ; had strayed so far in quest 
of them ; and now did not know what to do for the night ; but 
the public-houses were open in the village, only she had no money. 
Martin went out to her through the window, and accompanied her 
to the village. The least respectable of the public-houses gave 
them entertainment and lodging for payment before-hand. Martin, 
but too well acquainted, from former experience, with the ways of 
the house, spent his second guinea before he fell asleep, and ere he 
awoke in the morning, Nance Dempsey had gone off with the other. 

With remorse for recent sin, added to his frenzy of the previous 
night, he hurried out of the house. It was yet scarce day-break, 
though not an early hour. As he issued from the door, a horse- 
man, standmg still, confronted him, as if watching the egress of 
some person. At a glance he knew his rigid parish-priest. 

<- 1 find you coming out from this house after all, Martin Bro- 
phy ?" he said ; " you have been warned from the altar : take heed 
jou do not expose yourself to be cursed from the altar." 
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'' Cfarse awaj !*' auswered Martin, bonndlng across the road into 
the fields, the worst species of desperation now blackening in his 
bosom, namely, that of lost character and conscions guilt. 

Without thinking of an interview with Mnsha Merry, he gained 
the little glen of Coile, where, in happier and better days, Dora 
Mamm and he had often sat together. In summer it was a beau- 
tiful close scene ; a fairy dell blocked up at one end, by a face of 
shrabbed rock, adown which trickled a silver line of water, and 
almost embowered at either side by beech and ash trees, that 
dropped their foliage to the very surface of the mossy sod under 
foot. Now, upon a howling winter's morning, and while twilight 
yet brooded over it, the place bore, on the contrary, a drear and 
fierce character. The thread of shining water had beconoie a red 
and foamy torrent, which tore through the middle of the little val- 
ley ; the naked trees groaned and clattered their tangled branches 
in the gast, chorusing its sallen roar ; and the piping of the wind 
among them sometimes filled Martin's ear like human or superbo- 
man voices. Immediately under the fall of water, there was a 
deep and boiling basin, and self-destruction, by a plunge into this, 
was now Martin's impulse. Despairing, and even depraved as bis 
heart had become, he rejected, since his change of feeling the pre- 
vious night, prolonged and successful life by virtue of a cold-blooded 
covenant with the enemy of man. He glanced around to note if 
he was alone. A figure was just disappearing out of the dell — ^be 
thoaght his champion at the fair; and now he identified bis red- 
haired friend with Keerann Dernphy, Dora's foster-brother. An- 
other figure, that of a female, stood watching him. He ran towards 
her ; it was Dora Marum — ^he fell with a cry at her feet. 

Dora called on him to ^' Stand up like a man !" 

'^ You do not care for me now, Dora : and for that reason, little 
do I care for myself." 

" Stand up, Martin Brophy I" — the tall, finely-formed, brown- 
complexioned girl spoke with energy, and her brown cheek red- 
dened, and her black eye grew expressive. " I do care for yon, 
yet ; though, indeed, you care so little for yourself ; and though 
you have given me no cause to tell you so." He arose. " Stand 
up, in arnest, Martin ; — ^mend your life, and your fortune must mend 
with it, and then my father will no longer hinder me from showing 
how much I care for you." 

" And not till then, Dora ? not till I grow rich ?" cried Martin, 
in total despair of his chance of succeeding according to this w< 
vice. 
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*^ No, Martia Brophj, not till then," answered old Daniel Marnm, 
gaining his daughter's side. '^ Come home, Dora ; It's plain lan- 
guage I spake to 70U, Martin, mj boj ; grow as rich as will make 
you Dora's match, and then take her, with my blessin' ;" he and 
Dora went away. 

^^ Grow rich ! haw !" shoated Martin, furiously. Old Musna Mer- 
tottered before him, and repeated his offer to '^ lam him the way, 
haw !" Martin angrily desured him to begone, adding, that ^' the 
horned Dhowl might have him, body and soul— and should, soon— 
but not at a price." His counsellor smiling assured him that he 
greatly mistook ; that no such bard terms were expected as the 
bribe for hastening superabundance of riches. Martin eagerly 
pressed him to explain. He did so; and althoagh there certainly 
was a material difference in the bargain proposed, from that entered 
into by old Squire Jarvisy still Martm Brophy listened m unfeigned 
horror. 

" An' see, here if s for yon," added Musha Merry, handing his 
begrimed card — ** the ould one that stood your friend afore, — ^so 
you'll have loock wid it, avich" Martin took the card, and slowly 
and silently walked out of the little dell. 

'' There, now," muttered Musha Merry to himself, as he labori- 
ously crawled up the side of the retreat, in a different direction, 
** An' only use id as I bid you, Martin Brophy, my boy, an' if we 
don't list you in the bould Barrymount throop, navhocklish ; (neyer 
mind ;) an' in a little while after that, plaise God, you'll be snug 
in the stone-jug (jaol) in theur fine town beyant, an' in a fair way 
to go under the skibbeah's (Jack Ketch's) hands, in regard of bein' 
found ont, somehow, for one 0' them terrible robbers that frightens 
the whole counthry. Ay, just the way it happened to poor Me- 
chaul, the one brother 0' me, about thirty years agone, by manes 
of a father you had, rest his sowl, the first time our brave boys 
took head together, and opened the fan wid a call at Dick Brophy's 
boose, after sun-set ; and maybe it's not a nate fit for that to help 
your father's son to jest the same loock your father helped poor 
Mechaul to ; ab, an' jest on the same ould account ; ha, bud stop, 
isn't that Keeraun Demphy's red head watchin' me agin ?" 

It was Sunday morning. Half an hour after Martin Brophy 
left the glen, he was seen hovering about the door of the little 
coontry chapel, by the crowds who went in to early mass. They 
wondered that they did not see him at the entrance to the galleries, 
whither, consistently with his former rank, it had been his habit 
to repair. Indeed, they almost wondered at his appearance near 
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the hoase of prayer, undei* any circamstaQces, for lately he bad 
been abseat from all religioas observances. Qat they coacladed 
that be came to bomble himself to tbe " call" of his priest, iasofid 
the previous Sunday. Arrived in " the bpdy of thie chapel," wbere 
the crowds knelt or stood without seats of any kijd, many lo^cad 
round for Martin, but none saw him. 

He was in the chapel, notwithstanding. Avoiding 9^^ baffling 
observation, ha had stolen through the throng to a spot under the 
rude pulpit, where insjde the sweep of its stairs, was a small space, 
left comparatively unthronged, and where, without his knowledge 
of the fact, women who proposed to commuuicalje after tbe owe- 
mony of the morning, were in tbe habit of kneeling, witb their 
f aoes enveloped in the hoods of their dark*blue clpaks„ and turned 
to tbe wall, so that they might compose themselves %o appfoach 
the raiUng9 of the sanctuary. . And here also^ tiiri^o^ bis^ faoe to 
the wall, Martin knelt to prepare his mind, and wait his time for 
HIS devotional act 

At a c^rtaiA period of the mass, the priest elev^ates tbe conse- 
crated bread aud wine, which Roman Catholic^ believe ta be the 
Real Presence ; and Martin Brophy, acting upon Musba Merc/fl 
instructions, intended, when this usual ceremoaiai should occur, to 
turn his back on the altar, hold up before his eyes, in the bollotw 
of Jiis hand, the Ace of Clubs which his tut^ had given bim, and 
bow to it thrice) and worship it thrice, '* in the devil's name :" the 
only concession, he wa^ assured, required by the great father of 
riches to give him power over mountains of gold» 

In a paroxysm of desperation he had so far taken his measures. 
But after he had knelt down, and that mass had begun, the sullea 
lethargy of Martin's heart became fearfully broken up. The act of 
apostacy he resolved to commit was, in its form, of no ordinary 
character; and, farther, Martin Brophy believed in the Redeemer, 
of whose atonement for the sins of the world the saprament was a 
memento ; nay, still, according to his creed, a perpetuation* And 
this Redeemer, and this sacrament, he came to forswear on his 
knees, for the worship of the king of hell ;— *the thought swelled 
his bosom with tremendous horror. 

The pious women and girls around him murmured their aspira* 
tions of repentance for their sins, and of joy at the proapect of 
partaking of that very sacrament. His heai^t chilled and collapsed 
over its own hidden intent. Still he dragged the intent closer to 
'*K^him, and did not waver. Mass went on— every stage of its pro- 
gress familiar to his ear— every resoonse of the surpliced boys who 
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served at the steps of the altar—he had often served there himself— 
and a vivid picture started before his mind, of his mother folding 
up his newly-washed sarplice, and giving it him to batton nnder 
his boybh jacket, that he might hasten off to attend his favoarite 
priest at early prayers. The time drew near when the bread and 
wine were to be consecrated. Martin shuffling on his knees, f ally 
turned his back upon the altar, tod, shaking in every limb, and 
teeming with cold moisture, adjusted the card in the palm of his 
hand. The little bell, rung by one of the boys, which gave notice 
of the approach of '* the Elevation,'* tingled in his ears, and pierced 
into his brain. The hosannah hymn burst from the village choir, 
and echoed over him and around him, first loudly and shriny,and 
then louder and confused, then wildly and faintly, nntil, as almost 
nadness mastered him, its swell seemed te break out into scream 
and laughter. Again, however, he was darkly aware of the second 
notice of the little bell, and then, with staring eyes and ghastly 
features, he raised the card close to his face. His arm was dragged 
down. He nttered a loud cry, and gazed under the head of the 
woman's cloak who had thus interfered between him and his terribly 
apostacy. The eyes of Dora Marnm met his. She had learned 
•cf his dread purpose from Keerann Demphy, who contrived to listen 
to Martin's conversation with Musha Merry in the glen, and who, 
indeed, had been long aware of the old* robber's thirst for revenge 
against her unfortunate lover. 

After his scream, Martin fell senseless, though in strong con- 
vulsions. For weeks afterwards he was a raving madman. When 
his senses returned to him, he found himself in the priest's house, 
watched by his mother and Bora Marum ; they were softly whisper- 
ing over, his bed. Martin Brophy did not leave that house till, in 
an humbled, contrite, and chastened spirit, he had worthily pro> 
pitiated Heaven's forgiveness, through the medium of the sacrament 
tie had so recently proposed, along with that Heaven, to forswear. 
Restored to health in mind, in heart, and in body, he seriously set 
iiimself to follow the advice given to him by Dora in the Glen of 
Coile; and from very small beginnings, with perhaps some com- 
passionate allowances for his griefs and suiferiogs, became, in a 
few years, "a match," in old Dan Marum's eye, for his only daughter, 
just about the time that Musha Merry left this world, to seek his 
unavenged brother in a better or a worse, and by the same mode 
of e&it vouchsafed to that worthy brother. 

THE END. 
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